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RORY O’MORfT. 


CHAPTER I. 

* THL rOTTAGK OF RORY o’MORE, WJTIJ SCENEKT, WACirXNIHT, 
SRKSSES AKD DECORATIONS. 

In a retired district of the South of Ireland, near some 
wild hills and a romantic river, a small by-road led to a 
quiet spot, where, at the end of a little lane, or boreen, 
which was sheltered by some hazel-hedges, stood a cottage 
which in England would have been considered a poor 
habitation, but in Ireland was absolutely comfortable, when 
contrasted with the wretched hovels that most of her pea¬ 
santry are doomed to dwell in. The walls were only built 
of mud — but then the door-way and such windows as the 
cabin had were formed of cut stone, as was the chimney, 
winch last convenience is of rare occurrence in Irish 
cabins, a hole in the roof generally serving instead. The 
windows were not glazed, it is true, but we must not ex- 
jiect too much gentility on this point; and though the 
liglit may not be let in as much as it is the intention of 
such openings to do, yet if the wind be kept out, the Irish 
peasant may be thankful. A piece of boaqfc^y- or, as Pat 
says, a wooden pane of glass — may occulff one ^1“’ 
while its neighbour may be brown paper, omarfiar7. 
side, perhaps, with a ballad setting forth how ^ 

“ A sailor coorted a farmer’s daughther 
Tiiat lived convaynient to the Isle o{ Man,” 

or, may be, with a print of Saint Patrick banishing tju; 
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sarprnts — or the Virgin Mary in flaring col(|^-s, tliat one 
might tahe for 

“ The king’s dauglitlicr a come to town, 

Witli a red petticoat aii^ a green gownd.” 

But thougli tlie tvindows were not glazed, and there 
was not a boarded floor in the house, yet it u’as a sung 
cottage. Its earthen floors were clean and dry, its tliafched 
roof was sound ; the dresser, in the prineipal room was 
well furnished with delf; there wei'e two or three 
chairs and a good many three-legged stools — a spin- 
niiig-vrlieel, tliat sure sign of peace and good eonduct — 
more th.an one iron pot—more than one hid, and one 
of those four-posted, with printed calico emtains of a most 
resplendent pattern : there was a looking-glass, too. in the 
best bed-room, with only one corner broken oil’ and only 
three cracks in the middle ; and that further damage might 
not be done to this most valuable piece of furniture — 
most valuable 1 say, for there was a pretty girl in the 
house who wanted it every Sunday morning to see tliaC her 
bonnet was jiut on becomingly before she w-ent to elnipel ; 
— that no further damage might be done, 1 say, this in¬ 
imitable looking-glass was imliedded in the wall, with a 
frame-work of mortar round it, tastefully ornamenled w ith 
gross-bars, done by the adventurous hanil of Bory O’More 
.himself, who had a genius for handling a trowel. 'J'liis 
came to him by inheritance, for Ids father had been a 
mason ; which accounts for the eut-stone door-tvay. win¬ 
dows, and chimney of the cottage, that Rory’s father had 
built for himself. But when I say Rory had a genius for 
handling a trowel, I do not mean to say he followed the 
trade of his father — he did not, — it was a gilt of nature 
wliieh Rory left quite unencumbered by any tiammels of 
art; for as line and rule, these were bcsiealh Rory’s 
gsiUer.ation j this the setting of the glass proved — for 
‘ was'uo attempt at either the perpendicular, tlie hori- 
Ittal, or the plane ; and from the last Iteing W'anting, the 
inrious portions of the glAss presented difterciit angles, so 
hat it reflected a very distorted image of every object, hud 
your face, if you would believe the glass, was as crooked 
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IS a ram’s horn — which I take to be the best of all com¬ 
parisons for crookedness. Mary O’More, however, though 
as innocent a* girl as any in the country, did not believe 
that her face was very crocked: it was poor Rory who 
principally suffered, for he was continually givHig himself 
most uncharitable gashes in shaving, which Rory-attributed 
to tlie razor, when in fact it was tlie glass was in fault; 
for when* he fancied he was going to smooth his upj)er lip, 
the chances were that he was making an assault on his 
nose, or cutting a slice off his chin. 

But this glass lias taken up a great deal too much time 

— which, after all, is not uncommon: when people get 
before a glass, they are very hkely to linger there longer 
than they ought, 

’But I need not go on describing any more about the 
cottage, — nobody wants an inventory of it.s furniture, and 
1 am iicicber an auctioneer nor a bailiff’s keeper. I have 
said Rory’s father was a mason. Now his mother was a 
widow — argal (as the grave-digger hath it), liis father 
was (lead. Poor O’More, after laying stones all his life, at 
last had a stone laid over him ; and Rory, with filial piety 
carved a crucifix upon it, surmounted by the letters l.H. S. 
and underneath this inscription: — 

“ Pray for the sowl of Rory O’More; Rcipiiescat in 
pace.” 

This inscrijition was Rory’s first effort in sepulchral 
sculpture, and, from his inexperience in the art,*it [ire- 
sented a ludicrous appearance: for, from the importance 
Rory attached to his father’s soul — or, as he had it, snwf, 

— he wished to make the word particularly conspicuous; 
hut, in doing this, he cut the letters so large that he did 
not leave himself room to finish the word, and it became 
divided—the word r^quiescat became also divided: tliB 
iiisci ipti(m, therefore, stood as follows : — 
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You were tlms called on to pray for the Sow in one corner 
■while the Cat 'was conspicuous in the other. 

Such was Rory’s first attempt in this way^ and though 
the work has often made others smile, poor Rory’s tears 
had moistened every letter of it, and this humble tomb¬ 
stone was garlanded ivith as much affection as the mori' 
costly ones of modern Pere La-(’haise: and though there 
were none who could read who did not laugh at the ab¬ 
surdity, yet they regarded Rory's feelings too much to Jet 
him be a witness of such mirtli. Indeed Rory woulil liav(; 
resented with indignation the attempt to make the grave of 
bis father the subject of laughter; for in no country is the 
hallowed reverence for father and mother more observed 
*cfaan in If^Iaiid. 

Besides, Rory was not a little proud of his name, lie 
was taught to believe there was good blood in Ins veins, and 
•'--t he was descended* from the O'Morcs of Leinster. 
Th^, an old. schoolmaster in the district, whose pupil Rory 
watf conkt&ntly recountifig to him, the glorious 
, h (is. of his jyrogMutors — or, as he called them, his 
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“ owld aushint,anshisthers in tlte owld anshint times," — 
I how lie should never disgrace himself by doing a dirty 
turn. “Not that I ever seen.the laste sign iv it in you, 
ma houchal, — but there’s ho knowin’. Ami sure the 
divil’s busy wid us sometimes, and dales in timtayshiris, 
and lays snares for us, all as one as you’d snare a hare or 
ketch sparrows in a thraj); and who can tell the minit that 
he might be layin’ salt on your tail onknownst to you, if 
you w'onit smart? — and tlferefore be always mindful of 
your anshisthers, that wor of the highest blood in Ireland, 
and in one of the highest places in it too, Dunainaise— I 
iiianc the rock of JIunamaise, and no less. And there is 
where Ivory O’More, king of Leiiisthcr, Jived in glory time 
out o’ uiiml; and the Lords of the Pale darn’t touch him 
— and pale enough he made them often, I go bail; — and 
there he was, — like an aigle on his rock, and the dirty 
English afeard o’ their lives to go within miles iv hurt, and 
he shut up in bis castle as stout as a rarn,” 

In such rhodomontado used Pheiim O’Flanagan to 
flourish away, am! delight the ears of Rory and Mary, and 
the widow’s no less.. Pheiim was a great character: he 
wore a scratch wig that had been built somewhere about 
the year One, and from its a])pearancc might justify the 
notion that Pliclim’s wig-box was a dripping-pan. He 
had a pair of spectacles, which held their place upon his 
nose by taking a strong grip of it, producing thereby a 
siiiiffiing ])ro)iunciation, increased by his taking of snuff; 
indeed, so closely was his proboscis embraced by this pri¬ 
mitive pair of spectacles, that he could not have liis pinch 
of snuff v;ithov,t taking them off, as they completely 
blockaded the passage. They were always stuck low down 
on bis nose, so that he could sec over them when he 
wished it, and this he did for all distant objects*; while 
for reading he was obliged to throw his head back to bring 
his eyes to bear through the glasses; and this, forcing the 
rear of his wig downwards on the collar of his coat, slioved 
it forward on his forehead, and Stripped the back of his 
pate: ‘in the former case, his eyes werp as ground as an 
owl’s ; and in tlie other, closed nearly into the expr(?8sion 
of disdain, or at least of great consequence. His coat was 
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of grey frie7.e, and his nether garment of buckskin, 
equalling the polish of his wig, and surpassing tliat of his 
shoes, which indeed were not polished, except on Sunday, 
or srfth oocasions as die jiriest of the jiarish was expected 
to pay his. school a visit, — and then the polish tvas pro¬ 
duced by die brogues being greaned, so that ^iie resem¬ 
blance to the w'lg was more perfect. Stockings lie liad, 
after a sort; that is to say, he liad woollen cases for his 
legs, but there were not any feet to them ; they were 
stuffed into the shoe to make believe, and the deceit was 
tolerably well executed in front, w'here Phclini had tlicni 
under liis eye ; but, like Achilles, he was vulnerable in the 
heel—indeed, ivorse off than that renowned hero, for he had 
only one heel unprotected, while poor I’heliin had hotli. 
Oil Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday, riieliiii had a 
shirt — you saiv he had ; but towards tlie latter end of the 
week, from the closely-buttoned coat, and the ambuscade 
of a spotted handkerchief round his neck, there wnis ground 
lor susjiicion that the shirt was under the prouess of 
washing, that it might be ready for service on Sunday ; 
when, at mass, Phelim’s shirt was always at its freshest. 

,1’liere was a paramount rctison, to be sure, w'hy I’lielim 
sported a clean shirt in cliapel on Sunday : lie officiated as 
clerk during the service, — or, xs it wmiild be said amongst 
the peasantry, he “sarved mass and in such a post of 
honour, personal decency is indis])ensable. In this service 
lie was assisted by a couple of boys, who were the head of 
his school, and enjoyed giuat iimuuiiities in consequence. 
In the first place, they were sujiposeil, from virtue of the 
dignity to which they were advanced, to understand itioro 
Latin than any of the rest of the hoys; and from the 
necc.ssity of their being decently clad, they were of course 
the soiis'oT the most comfortable farmers in the district, 
who could afford the luxury of shoes and stockings to tlieir 
children, to enable them to act as acolites. The hoys 
themselves seemed to like the thing well enough, as their 
'■equent passing and r<5>assing behind the priest at the 
_ ->r, with v#!iouj genuflexions, gave them a position of 
•iportance before the neighbours fliat was gratifying; and 
’iiey seemed to be equally pleased up to one point, and to 
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proceed in perfect liarmony until the ringing of a little 

bellj and that'was the signal for a figlit between them :_ 

when I say fight, I do not mean that they boxed each 
other before (or rather behind) the priest, but’to all intents 
and purjioses there was a struggle who should ^et tlTe bell, 
as tliat seemed the grand triumph of the day ; and the 
little helk certainly had a busy time of it, for the boy that 
had it seemed endued with a prodigious accession of devo¬ 
tion ; and as he bent himsflf to the very earth, he rattled 
the hell till it seemed choking with its superabundant 
vibration ; while tlie Ghristiauity of his brother acolitc 
seemed to suffer in proportion to the piety of his rival, for 
he did not bow half so low, and was looking with a side¬ 
long eye and sulky mouth at his victorious coadjutor. 

As for Fhelim, his post of honour was robing and un¬ 
robing the priest before the altar; for in the humble little 
chapel where all this was w’ont to occur there W'as no vestry 
— the priest was habited in his vestments in the presence 
of Ills congregation. But Phelim’s grand triumph seemed 
to be, his assisting his clergy in sprinkling the flock witll 
holy water. Tiiis was done by means of a large sjirinkling 
brush, n hich the priest rli 2 >ped from time to time in a 
vessel of holy water which Phcliin held, and waving it to 
the right and left, cast it over the multitude. For this 
purpose, at a certain period, the little gate of a small area 
railed round the altar was opened, and forth stepped the 
priest, followed by Phelim bearing the holy water. Now 
it happened that the vessel which held it was no other than 
a bucket. 1 do not mean this irreverently, for holy water 
would be as holy in a bucket as in a golden urn ; but, God 
forgive me ! 1 could not help tliiaking it rather queer to 
see Phelim bearing this great bucket of water, with a 
countenance imlicative of the utmost pride and importance, 
fuilowing the priest, who advanced through the" crow’d, that 
opened and bowed before him as his reverence ever and 
aunn turned round, popped his sprinkling-brush into the 
water, and slashed it about right and left over his flock, 
thi|^ courted tlie shower, and W'ere the happier the more 
they were wet. Poor people! if i* made them happy, 
where was the harm of it ? A man is not considered un- 
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Tonliy of the blessings of the constitution of Great Britain 
tjy getting wet to the skin in the pelting rain of the 
equinox ; and I cannot^ nor ever could, see, why a few 
drops of holy water should jxolude him. But hang pliilo- 
Bophy^ what has it to do with a novel ? 

Phelitn, ^ike a great many other hedge-schoolmasters, 
held his rank, in the Church of Home from his k ing able 
to inuuiblo some scraps of Latin, which being the only 
language his Sable Majesty doc^ not understand, is there¬ 
fore the one selected for the celebration of the ma'-s. How 
a prince of his importance could be so deficient in his edu¬ 
cation, may well create surprise, particularly as he is so 
constant an inmate of our nniversilies. 

Phclim’s Latin, to be .sure, could scarcely “slianie the 
il—1,” though certainly it might have puzzled him. 11 
was a barbarous jargon, and but for knowing the phrases 
he meant to say, no one could comprehend him. Spiri/u 
tm, was from his mouth, “ Sper-chew chew u’’ and so on. 
Keverthelcss, it was not in chapel alone that Phelim sported 
his Latin—nor in his school cither, where, for an addi¬ 
tional twopence a-wcek, he inducted his scholars into the 
mysteries of the classics (and mysUTics might they well be 
callcal), ■—- but even in his social intercourse, lie was fond 
of playing the pedant ami astonishing the vulgar ; and as 
poaching piscators throw medicated crumbs into the waters 
where they fish, so Phelim flung about his morsels of 
Latin to catch hist gudgeons. Derivations were liis fort ; 
and after elucidating something in that line, be always s.iiii, 
"Dei-rj- wather,” and took snuff with an air of sublimity. 
Or, if he overcame an antagonist in an argument, which 
was seldom the case, because few dared to engage with 
him,— but, when any individual was rash enough to en¬ 
counter Phelini, he always slaughtered him with big words, 
and instead*of addressing his opponent, he would turn to 
the company prc.sent and .say, “Now I’ll make viz all 
sinsible to a demonstheralioii;” and then, after he had held 
them suspended in wonder for a few minutes at the jumble 
of hard words which neither he nor they undcrstoocL he 
would look round ths circle with a patronising air, saying, 
You persaive — «. e. d. what was to be demoiistheratetl I” 
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•Tliis always finished the argument in the letter, but not 
in the spirit; for Phelim, though he secured silence, did 
not produce persuasion : his adversary often kept his own 
opinion, but kept it a secret too, as long as Phelim was 
present; “for how,” as they themselves said ifhen Tiis 
hack was turned, “could it be expected for them to argufy 
with him wjien lie took to discoorsin’ them out o’ their 
common sense ? —and the hoighth o’ fine language it sar- 
tainly was— hut sure it vx^ulil n’t stand to raison,” 
How many a speech in higher places is worthy of ’the 
same commentary ! 

IVrhaps 1 have lingcred.too long in detailing these pe¬ 
culiarities of Phelim ; but he was such an original, that a 
sketcJi of him was too great a temptation to be resisted : 
besides, as he is about to appear immediately, 1 wished 
the reader to have some idea of the sort of person he was. 

The evening was dosing as Phelim O’Flanagan strolled 
up the horeen leading to the widow O’iMore’s cottage. On 
reaching the house he saw the widow sitting at the door 
knitting. 

“ Ood save you, Mrs. O’More!" said Phelim. 

“ Oed save you kindly!” answered the wddow. 

“ Faith, then, it’s yourself is the industherous woman, 
i\Irs. O More, for it is working you are airly and late : 
and to think of your being at the needles now, ami the 
evemin’ dosin’ in !” 

’■ Oh, ] don’t call this work,” said the widow: ‘'it is 
only jist to have soinelliing to do, and not be lost with 
idleness, that I’m keepin’ my Jiaiuls goin’.” 

“ .A.nd your eyes too, ’faith — and God sjiare them to 
you.” 

“ Amin, dear,” said the widow. 

“ And w'iicre is the colleen, that she isr.’t lidpin you.?” 

“Oh, she’s jist gone beyant the meadow there," to cut 
nettles for the chickens — pie’ll be in in a minit. FV'on’t 
you sit down, Mr. O’Flanagan.? — you'd betther dhraw a 
sate,” 

“ I hp taller standin’, Mrs. O’llore, — thank you all 
the same, ma’am. And where would Rory hef" 

“ M'liy, indeed, the Scholar wint out shootin’, and Rory 
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wint wid him. — It’s fond of the sport he is, Mr. O’Flan¬ 
agan, as you know.” ‘ 

“ Thrue for you, ma’am; — it’s hard if I wouldn’t, 
when I sot over liim for fiVe years and betther; and hard 
it was "to keep him uudlier ! for he was always foad o’ 
sport.” • 

“But not the taste o’ vice in him, Phelim dear,” said the 
mother. 

“ No, no, Mrs. O’More, by no manes — nothing but 
heart and fun in him ; but not the sign o' mischief. And 
why would n’t he like to go a start with the y-ung gintle- 
inan a-shootin’ ? — the dog and the gun i.s templing to 
man ever since the days o’ Vargil hitnselF, who says with 
great beauty and discrimination, Ar7!ia virumqm cauo : 
which manes, “^Arms, men, and dogs,’ which is t irce 
things that always goes togither since the worUl h:gan.” 

“ Think o’ that now !" said the widow : “and to Vargo 
used to go shootin’! ” 

“ Not exactly, Mrs. O'More, my dear: besides, the 
mail’s name was not Vargo, but Varyil. Vaigo, Mrs. 
O'More, manes the Vargin.” 

“ God forgi' me ! ” said the widow ; “ is it the lilc.-^sed 
Vargin I said wint shootin'?” and she crossed lier.se!!'. 

‘•No, Mrs. O'More, my dear—by no mane.-;. V.irgo 
manes only vargin ; which is not lilossed, without you 
join it with something else. But Vai’gil was the man’s 
name ; he was a great Homan pote." 

“Oh, tile darliu'!” said the widow; “anil wu.s he a 
Roman ? ” 

“ Not as you mane it, Mrs. O’More, my dear : he was not 
a good Catholic — and more’s the pity, and a eme loss to 
him ! But he did n't know hetther, for they were lost in 
dffrktiess in them days, and had not the knowledge of uz. 
But whin I say he was a Roman, I mane he was of that 
famous nation — (and tarin’ fellows they w or !)— liomani 
populi, as we say, his nativity being cast in Mantua, which 
is a famous port of that counthry, you porsaive, Mrs. 
O’More.” j 

Here Mis. O^More dropped her ball of worsted: and 
Phelim, not wishing a word of his harangue to be lost, 
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waited till the widow was reseated and in a state of atten 
tion aKuin. 

“ hlantua, I say, Mrs. O’More, a famous port of the 
liomani pnpitli—ihe-port of Mantua—wliicli rctaing to 
tliis day the honour of Vargil’s nativity bein’cii.sf, in that 
game place, you persaive, Mrs. O’More.” 

“ 'i'is, yts, Mr. O’Flaiiagan, 1 ’in mindin’ yoii, sir. Oh, 
what a power o’ lamin’ you have! M-’eH, well, hut it's 
woixllierfiil ! — and sure I never heerd afore of any one 
bein' horn in a portmaiitia.” 

‘‘ ()h ! lu), ho, ho ! Mrs. O’More ! No, luy dear imi’am,” 
said I’heliin, laughing, “1 didn’t say he was born in a 
])ortniaiitia: 1 said the port of Mantua, which was a ter- 
ritoriid jiossession, or domain, as 1 may say, of the llnmtmi 
where Vargil had his nativity cast, — that is to 
sayi was born.” 

“ Dear, dear ! what knowledge you have, Mr. OTlan- 
agan ! —aiul no woridher you’d laugh at me ! Hut .sure, 
no wondher at the same time, wlien 1 thought you wor 
talkin’ of :i ])()rtmantiu, that I uinuld wondher at a child 
l)eiit’ sent into the world in that manner.” 

“ (.tnite natli'ral, Mrs. O'More, my dear— quite nath’- 
ral," said I’lielirn. 

“ Hut can you tell me-” 

“ 'I'o 1)e sure I can,” said I’lielim : “ wdiat is it?” 

“ 1 mane, would you tell me, Mr. O'Flanagan, is that 
vhc place portnianlias comes from ?” 

Why, indeed. Mrs. O'More, it is likely, from the 
derfy wation, that it is : but, you see, tliese is small tlirifies 
o' Iiistory that is not worth the wliile o’ gi eat min to notice; 
and hy raison of that same we are left to our own conjunc¬ 
tures ill si tell matthers.” 

“Dear, dear! 'VV’ell — but, sir, did tliat pintleman 
you wor talkin’ about go a sliootin’— that Mr. Var- 
juicc ? ”- 

“ Vargil, Mrs. O’More—"Var-gil,” said Phelim, with 
authority. 

“ .1-heg his pard’n and yours, sir.” 

‘•'No ofRnce, Mrs. O’More. Why, flia’am, as for goin’ 
shootin’, he did not—.and for various raisons: guns was. 
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scarce In thim times^ and gunpowdhcr was not in vogue, 
but was, by all accounts, atthributed to Friar Bacon pos¬ 
teriorly.” 

“ Oh, the dirty divils !” ^id the widow, to fry their 
bacon wifu gunpowdher — that bates all 1 ever heerd.” 

Phelim could not help laughing outright at the widow’s 
mistake, and was about to explain, but she was a little 
annoyed at being laughed at, and Rory O'More and the 
Scholar, as he was called, haying returned at the moment, 
she took the opportunity of retiring into the house, and left 
Phelim and his explanation and the sportsmen altogether. 


CHAPTER II. 

6UOWIVG HOW A JOnUVEV MAY BK rElirOBMEO ON A OlUOIttOH 
WITHOUT GOING AS TAB AS SI. LAWBENCE. 


Thr arrival of Rory O’More and the Scholar having put 
an end to the colloquy of the widow and Phelim O'Flan- 
agari, the reader may as well be informed, during the pause, 
who die person is already designated under the title of 
" the Scholar.” 

It was some weeks before the opening of our story that 
Rory O’More had gone to Dublin, for die transaction of 
some business connected with the lease of the little farm 
of the widow — if the few acres she held might be digiii- 
5ed widi that name. There was only some very subordi¬ 
nate person on the spot to whom any communication on 
the subject could be made, for the agent, following the 
example of the lord of the soil, was an absentee from the 
property as well as his employer ; — the landlord residing 
principally in London, though deriving most of his income 
from Ireland, and the agent living in Dublin, making 
half-yearly visits to the tenantry, who never saw his face 
undl he came- to ask diem for their rents. As it happened 
that it was hi the six months’ interregnum that the widow 



ROST o’MfME. 


IS 


WiBlieil to arrange about her lease, she sent her son to 
Dublin for the iJurpose — “For what’s the use," said she, 
“ of talking to that fellow that’s down here, who can 
never give you a straight answer, but goes on with his 
gosther, and says he’ll write about it, and will have vrerd 
for you next time ; and so keeps you goin’ hither and 
thither, and all the time the thing is just where it was 
before, and never comes to any thing ? — So Rory, dear, in 
(iod’s name go off yourself ^and see the agint in Dublin, 
and get the rights o’ the thing out of his own mouth." So 
Ilory set out for Dublin, not without plenty of cautions 
lioni his mother to take care of himsdf in the town, for 
■she heard it was “ the dickens’ own place; and I’m towld 
they ’re sich rogues there, that if you sleep with your mouth 
oj)en, they’ll stale the teeth out o’ your head.” 

“ Faix, and maybe they’d find me like a weasel asleep 
answered Rory — “ asleep with my eyes open ; and if they 
have such a fancy for my teeth, maybe it’s in the shape of 
a bue they’d get them.” For Rory had no small notion 
of his own sagacity, 

Tlie wonders of Dublin gave Rory, on his return, wide 
tield ibr descanting upon, and made his hearers wonder in 
turn. But this is not the time nor place to touch on such 
matters. Suffice it here to say, Rory transacted his busi¬ 
ness in Dublin satisfactorUy; and having done so, he 
mounted his outside place on one of the coaches from town, 
and found himself beside a slight, pale, but rather hand¬ 
some young gentleman, perfectly free from any thing of 
thai. repulsive bearing which sometimes too forcibly marks 
the distinction between the ranks of parties that may chance 
to meet in such promiscuous society as that which a public 
conveyance huddles together. He was perfectly accommo¬ 
dating to his fellow-travellers while they were shaking 
themselves down into their places, and on the jrfurney he 
conversed freely with Rory on such suljoccts as the passing 
occtiirenccs of the' road suggested. This unaffected conduct 
won him ready esteem and liking from his humble neigh¬ 
bour,in such cases it never fJils to do; but its effect 
was hujhtened by the contrast which .another passenger 
aflbrdi.d, who seemed to consider it a great degradation to 
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have a person in Rory's condition placed beside him ; afad 
he spoke in an offensive tone of remark to^he person seated 
at the other side, and quite loud enough to be heard, of the 
assurance of the lower orderg, and how hard it was to make 
loWifellojvs understand how to keep their distance. To all 
this, Rory, with a great deal of tact, never made any reply, 
and to a casual observer would have seemed not to notice 
it; but to the searching eye of his pale companion, there 
was the quick and momentary quiver of indignation on the 
peasant’s lip, and the compression of brow that denotes 
pain and anger, the more acute from their being concealed. 
But an occasion soon offered for this insolent and ill-bred 
fellow to make an open aggression upon Rory, which our 
hero returned with interest. After one of the stoppages on 
the road for refreshment, the passengers resumed their 
places, and the last to make his reappearance was this 
bashaw. On getting up to his seat, he said, “ Where's 
my coat ? ” ■ 

To this no one made any answer, and the question was 
soon repeated in a louder tone : " Where’s my coat” 

" Your coat, is it, sir ?” said the coachman. 

“ Yes — ray coat; do you know any thing of it ? ” 

“ No, sir,” said the coachman: “ maybe you took it into 
the house with you.” 

“ No, I did not: I left it on the coach. — And by tlie 
bye," said he, looking at Rory, “ you were the only person 
who did not quit the coach — did you take it ? ” 

“ Take what ?" said Rory, with a peculiar erniihasis and 
intonation on the what. 

My coat,” said the other, with extreme effrontery. 

" I’ve a coat o’ my own,” said Rory, with great com- 
IpoBure. 

" 'I'liat’s not an answer to my question,” said the other. 

“ I tiunk you ought to be glad to get so quiet an an¬ 
swer,” .said Rory. 

“ I think so too,” said the pale traveHer. 

“ 1 did not address my conversation to you, sir," said 
lie swaggering gentleman. 

” If you <iid, sir, you should have been lying in die 
^dle of the road, now,” was the taunting rejoinder. 



RORT OHORB. 


15 


At this moment, a waiter made Itis appearance at the 
door of the inn, bearing the missing coat on his arm ; and 
handing it up to the owner, he said, “^You left this behind 
you in the parlour, sir.” ^ 

The effect was what any one must anticipate; irylignajt 
eyes were turned on all sides upon the person making so 
wanton an aggression, and he himself seemed to^ staggesr 
under the evfclence against him. He scarcely knew what 
to do. After much stammering, and hemming and hawing, 
lie took tlie coat from the waiter, and turning to Rory, 
said, “ I .see— I forgot—I thought that I left it on thjB 
coach ; — but — a - - I see ’twas a mistake.” * 

“ Oh, make no apologies,” said Rory; ‘‘ we were both 
undher a mistake.” 

How both ?” ssud the Don. 

“ Why, sir,” said Rory, ” you mistuk me for ^ thief, 
and I mistuk you for a gintleman.” 

The swaggerer rould not rally against the laugh tlus 
bitter repartee made against him, and he was effectually 
silenced for the rest of the journey. 

Indeed, the conversation soon slackened on all sides, for 
it began to rain : and it may be remarked, that under such 
circumstances travellers wrap up their minds and bodies at 
tlie same time ; and once a man draws his nose insiiie the 
collar of his great-coat, it must be something much above 
the average of stage-coach pleasantry which will make him 
poke it out again —and s])irits invariably fall as umbrellas 
rise. 

R"t neither great-coats nor umbrellas were long proof 
against the torrents that soon fell, for these were not the 
days of Maciutosh and India rubber. 

Have yon ever remarked, that on a sudden da.sh of rain 
the coacliman immediately begins to whip his horses? So 
It was on the present occasion ; and the more it raiued, the 
faster he drove. Splash they went through thick and thin, 
as if velocity could have done them any good ; and the rain, 
one might have thought, was vying with the coachman, — 
for the faster he drove, the faster it seemed to rain. 

At I#.t the passengers seated on the top began to fitel 
tlieir seats inv^^ by the floo^ tjhj^i^j^gcd^Ae roof of 



16 


RORY O'MORE. 


the coachj just as th*ey entered a town where there Vas 
change of horses to be made. The moment the coach 
stopped, Rory O’More jumped off, and said to the coach- 
man, “ I ’ll be back with you before you go ; — but don’t 
start before I comeand away lie ran down the town. 

Faix, that's a sure way of being back before I go ! ’* 
said the’,driver; but you'd betther not delay, my buck, 
or it's behind I ’ll lave you.” 

While change was being made, the passengers endea¬ 
voured to procure wads of "straw to sit upon, for the wet 
became more and more inconvenient; and at last all was 
ready for starting, and Rory had not yet returned. The 
horn was blown, and the coachman’s patience was just 
iworn out, when Rory hove in sight, splashing his way 
through the middle of the street, flourishing two gridirons 
oter his head. 

Here I am,” said he, panting and nearly exhausted • 

’faith, I’d a brave run for it!” 

“ Why, thin, what the dickens do you want here with 
gridirons? ’’.said the coachman. 

“ < Jh, never mind," said Rory ; jist give me a wisp o 
sthraw', and God hle.ss you,” said he to one of tiie helpers 
who was standing by ; and having got it, he'scnamblcd up 
the coach, and said to his pale friend, “ Now, sir, we '11 be 
comfortable.” 

‘‘ 1 don’t see much likelihood of it,’’ said his fellow- 
traveller. 

“ Why, look what I've got for you,” said Rory. 

“ Oh, that straw will sc.on be sopped with rain, and then 
we ’ll be as badly off as before." 

“■ But it’s not on sthraw I’m depindin’,’’ said Rory ; 
" look at this !” and he brandished one of the gridirons. 

“ I have heard of stopping the tide with a pitchfork," 
said tt(b traveller, smiling, " but never of keeping out rain 
with a gridiron.” 

'Faith, tliin, I ’ll show you how to do that same,” said 
Rory. “ Here — sit up — clap this gridiron widhcr you, 
and you ’ll be undhm' dnither no longer. Stop, sir, stay a 
minit— dgn’t ^it down on the bare bars, and be inakin’ a 
beefstakc o’ yourself; here’s a wisp o’ sthraw to put betune 
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you and Uie cowiu iron — and not a dhryeriate in all Ire¬ 
land than the s^e gridiron.” 

The young traveller obeyed, and while he admired the 
ingenuity, could not help laugliing at the whimsicality, of 
the contrivance. ^ ^ 

“ You see I've another for myself," said Rory, seating 
himself in a similar manner on his second gridir^.n: “ and 
now," adde'd he, “ as far as the sates is eonsarned, it may 
rain till doomsday." 

Away went the coach again ; and for some time after 
resuming the journey, the young traveller was revolving the 
oddity oi' the foregoing incklent in his mind, and ied by his 
train of thought to the consideration of national charac¬ 
teristics, ho came to the conclusion that an Irishman was 
the only man under the sun who could have hit upon so 
strange an expedient for relieving them from their difficulty. 
He was struck not only by the originality of the design and 
the promptness of the execution, but also by the good¬ 
nature of ins companion in thinking of him on the occasion. 
After these conclusions had passed through his own mind, 
he turned to Rory, and said, 

‘‘ What was it made you think of a gridiron ?” 

“ lYhy,-thin, I ’ll tell you," said Rory. “ I promised 
iny mother to bring a present to the priest from Dublin, 
and I could not make up my mind rightly what to get all 
the time 1 was there. I thought of a pair o’ top-boots ,* 
for indeed, his reverence’s is none of the best, and only you 
Jenow them to be top-boots, you would not them to be 
top-boots, bekase the bottoms has-been put in so often that 
the tops is wore out intirely, and is no more like top-boots 
than my brogues. So 1 wint to a shop in Dublin, and 
picked out the purtiest pair o’ top-boots I could see; — 
whin I say purty, I don’t mane a floun'shin’ ‘ taarin’ j>aij- 
but sitch as was fit for a priest, a respectable paie o’ boots j 
— and with that, I pulled out my good money to pay for 
thim, whin jist at that minit, remembering the tliricks o’ 
the town, 1 bethought o’ myself, and says I, ‘ T suppose 
these are the right thing ?' says*! to the man. ‘ You can 
thry*ihem,’ says he. — ‘ How can I thry them ?’ s.iys I— 

‘ Pull them on you,'' savs he. — ‘ Throlh, an’ I’d be sorry,' 

2 
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Bays I, ‘ to take siteh a liberty with thin,’ says I. ~ 
‘ Wliyj are n’t you gain’ to ware thim ?’ says he. — ‘ Ig it 
me ?’ says I. ‘ Me ware top-boots ? Do you think it's 
takin’ lave of my sinses I am?’ says I. —‘ 'I’heii what tlo 
you want to buy them for f’ says he. — ‘ For his reverence, 
Father Kinshela,’ says I. ‘ Are they the right sort for 
him ?’ —y How should I know.^’ .says he. —/ You re a 
purty hoot-maker,' says I, ‘ not to know how to m.ake a 
prie.st’.s boot! ’ — ^ How do I know his sir.e.^ ' says he. — 
‘ Oh, don't be cornin' off that-a-wa'y,’ says I. ‘ There's 
no bitch great differ betune priests and other min !’ ” 

“ I think you were very right there,” said the ji.ale 
traveller, 

“ To be sure, sir,” said Rory; “ and it was only jist a 
con,/! off ior his own ignorance. — ‘ Tell me his size,’ say.s 
the fellow, ‘ and I ’ll fit him.’ — ‘ He’s Iwtune five and 
six fut,’ says I. — ‘ Most men are,’ says he, laughin’ at me 
He was an impidint fellow. —‘ It’s not the five, nor six 
but his two feet I want to know the size of,’ says he. So 
I persaived he was jeerin’ me, and says 1, ‘ M^hy, thin, 
you disrespectful vagabone o’ the tvorld, you Dublifi 
jackeeu ! do you mane to insinivate that Father Kinshela 
ever wint harefutted in his life, that I could know the size 
of his fut,’ says I! and with that I threw the boots in his 
face. ‘ Take that,’ says I, ‘ you dirty thief o’ the world ! 
you impidint vagahon.e of the world ! you ignorant citizen 
o’ the world! ’ And with that I left the place.” 

The traveller laughed outright at the absurdity of Rory’s 
expectation that well-fitting boots for all persons were to be 
made by intuition. 

" ’h'aith, I tliought it would plaze you,” said Rory. 
" Don’t you think I sarved him right ’’ 

“ You astonished him, I dare say.” 

“ I ’ll 'engage I did. Wanting to humbug me that way, 
.:-taking me for a iiath’ral bekase 1 come from the counthry!” 

1 “ Oh, I’m not sure of that,” said the traveller. “ It is 

tlieir usual practice to take measure of their customers." 
“Is it, thill ? ” 

“ It really is.” 

, “ See that, now ! ’’ said Rory, with an air of triumph. 
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You would tliinlt that they wor cieverer in the town than 
in the counthiy; and they ought to be so, by all accounts; 
— but ill the regard of what I towld you, you see, we 're 
before them intirely.” 

“ How so ?” said the traveller. 

“ Arrah ! bekase they never throuble people in the 
cotuithry at all with takin’ their measure ; but'you jist go 
to a fair, and bring your fut along with you, and somebody 
else dlirives a cartftil o’ brogues into the place, and there 
you sarve yourself; and scf the man gets his money and 
you get your shoes, and every one’s plazed. Now', is n’t 
that betther than sitch botches as thim in Dublin, that 
must liave the measure, and keep you waitin’ ? while in the 
counthry there's no delay in life, but it’s jist down with 
your money and off with your brogues ! ” 

“ Oil with your brogues, you mean ? ” said the traveller. 

“ No, indeed, now ! ” said Rory ; “ you 're out there. 
Sure we would n’t be so wasteful as to put on a bran new 
pair o’ brogues to go lickin’ the road home ? no, in throth ; 
we keep them for tlie next dance we ’re goin’ to, or maybe 
to go to cliapel of a Sunday.” 

“ And if you don’t put them on, how can you tell they 
fit you ? ” 

“ Oh, they ’re all alike 1" 

“ But what would you do, when you wanted to go to 
your dance, if you found your brogues were too small } ” 

“ Oh, that niver happens. They ’re all fine aisy shoes.’’ 

AVell, but if they prove too easy ? ” 

“ That’s aisy cured,” said Rory : “ stuff a thrifle o 
hay into them, like the Mullingar heifers.” 

“ Mullingar heifers ! ” said the traveller, rather surprised 
by the oddity of the expression. 

“ YA, sir,” said Rory ; “ did you niver hear of the Mul¬ 
lingar heifers P ” • 

“ Never.” 

'' Why, you see, sir, the women in lYestmeath, they 
say, is thick in the legs, God help them, the craythurs ! and 
so there’s a saying again tMra, ‘ You ’re beef to th* 
heelf, like a Mullingar heifer.’" 

“ Oh ! I perceive.” 
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“ Yes, sir, and it’s all on account of what I towld yotl 
about the hay.” 

“ How ? " said the traveller. 

“ Why, there’s an owld joke you may take a turn out 
of, it you 4ike, whin you see a girl that’s thick in the fet¬ 
lock — you call afther her and say, ‘ Young woman ! ’ She 
turns rounJ^ and then says you, ‘ I beg your jiardon, 
ma’am, but I think you ’re used to wear hay in your shoes.' 
Thin, if she’s iutiocent, she ’ll ask ‘ Why ? ’ — and thin 
you ’ll say, ‘ Bekase the calve# has run down your legs to 
get at it.” 

“ I see,” said the stranger! “that is, if she’s innocent.’’ 

Yis, sir — simple I mane; but that seldom hapjiens, 
for they ’re commonly up to you, and 'cute enough.” 

“ Now, in case she’s not innocent, as you say ? ” said 
the traveller. 

“ ’Faith I maybe it’s a sharp ansaver you '11 get thin, or 
none. It’s as like as not she may say, ' Thank’ce, young 
man, iiiy calf does n’t like hay, and so you 're welkim to it 
yoursnf.” 

“.But all this time,” said the traveller, “ you have not 
told me of your reasons for getting the gridirons.” 

“ Oh ! ivait a bit,” s;ud Rory ; “ sure it’s that 1 ’in 
cornin’ to. Where's this I was ?’■’ 

“ You were running down the Mullingar girls’ legs,” 
said the traveller. 

I see you ’re sharp at an answer yourself, sir,” said 
Rory. “ Rut what I mane is, where did I lave oif tollin’ 
you about the present for the priest? — wasn’t il at the 
bootmaker’s shop ? — yes, that was it. 'Well, sir, on laving 
the shop, as soon as I kem to myself aftlicr the feliow’.s 
impidinee, 1 begun to think what w'as the next best thing 
1 could get for his reverence; and vrith that, whfle I was 
thinkin’ about it, I seen a very respectable owld gintleman 
goin’ by, with the most beautiful stick in his hand I ever 
set my eyes on, and a goolden licad to it that was worth its 
aveight in gonid ; and it gev him such an iligaiit look alto- 
gother, that says I to nfyself, ‘ Jt’s the very thin^ for 
Father Kinshe'a, if I could get sitch another.’ And^so I 
wint lookin’ about me every shop 1 seen as I win! by, and 
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at last, in a sthreet they cal Dame Sthreet — and, by the 
same token, I tlid n’t know why they called it Dame Sthreet 
till I ax’d; and I was towld,they called it Dame Sthreet 
bekase the ladies were so fond o’ walkin’ there; — and 
lovely craythurs they wor! and I can’t b’lieve that »he 
town is such an onwholesome place to live in, for most o’ 
the ladies 1 seen there had the most beautiful rosy cheeks I 
ever clapt rny eyes upon — and the beautiful rowlin’ eyes 
o’ them ! Well, it was in Dame Sthreet, as I was sayin’, 
that I kcm to a shop where there was a power o’ sticks, and 
so I wiut in and looked at diini; and a man in the place 
keiu to mo and ax’d me if I wanted a cane? ' No,’ says 
I, ‘ 1 don’t want a cane; it’s a stick I want,’ says I. 

‘ A caiie, you mane' says he. ‘ No,’ says J, ' it’s a stick’ 
— for I was detarniined to have no cane, but to slick to 
the stick. ^ Here’s a nate one,’ says he. ‘ I don’t want 
a luttn one,’ says I, ‘ but a ro.sponsible one,’ says I. 

!’ says he, ‘ if an Irishman's slick wa§ rc.sp()iisible, 
it wnidd l\ave a groat dale to answer for ’ — and ho laught^ 
a power. 1 didn’t know myself what ho meant, but that’s ' 
what he said.” , 

“It was becau.se you asked for a responsible stick,” said 
the traveller. 

“• And why would n’t I,” said Kory, “ when it was for 
his reverence I wanted it? Why wouldn't he have a 
iiice-lookin’, resjiectable*’, Tesj)Oiisible slick ? ” 

“ dcrtainly,” said the traveller. 

“ IVell, 1 picked out one that looked to my likin’ — a 
good .substantial stick, with an ivory top to it — for I seen 
that the goold-licad.cd ones was so dear 1 could ii’t come up 
to them ; and so says I, ‘ Give me a liowld o’ tliat,’ says 
I —and 1 tuk a grip iv it. I never was so surprised in 
my life. 1 tliought to get a good, brave handful ef a solid 
stick, but, my dear, it w\as well it didn’t flyout o’my 
hand a'niost, it was so light. ‘ Phew !’ .say.s 1, ‘ what sort 
of a stick is this ? ’ ‘1 tell you it’s not a stick, but a 

cane,’says he. ‘'Faith! I b’lieve you,’says I, V’ou 
Bee h(>,v good and light it is,’ says he. TJunk o’ that, 

* Rc8pon!;i».»le Is always ajmlicd by the Iribh peasantry in the sense of respect* 
able. 
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sir ! — to call a stick good and light — as if there could be 
any good in life in a -stick that -was n’t heavy, and could 
ethreck a good blo-w ! ‘ Is it jokin’ you are ? ’ says I. 

' Dlfcn’t ]tpu feel it yourself^?'says he. ‘ Throth, I can 
hardly feel it at all,’ says I. 'Sure that's the beauty of it,’ 
says he. Think o’ the ignorant vagabone I — to call a 
stick a beauty that was as light a’niost as a bulrash ! ‘And 
so you can hardly feel it!’ says he, grinnin’. ‘Yis, 
indeed,’ says I; ‘ and what’s jivorse, 1 do n’t think I could 
make any one else feel it cither.’ ‘ Oh ! you want a stick 
to bate people with ! ’ says he. ‘ I'o be sure,’ says 1 ; 
‘sure that’s the u.se of a stick.’ ‘To knock the .sinsLS out 
o’ pfj.'ple !’ says he, grinnin’ again. ‘Sartiiily,’ says I, ‘if 
they’re saucy’ — lookin’ hard at him at the same time. 

‘ Well, these is only walkin’-sticks,’ says he. ‘ Tlirotb, 
you may say rwwnm’-sticks,’ says I, ‘for you dare n’t stand 
before any one with sich a thrannen a.s that in your fist.’ 

‘ Well, pick out the heaviest o’ them you plaze,’ .says he ; 
‘^ake your choice.’ So 1 wint pokin’ and rummagin’ 
among thiin, and, if you believe me, there wasn’t a stick in 
their whole shop worth a kick in the shins — divi] a one ! ” 

“ But why did you require such a heavy stick for the 
priest ? ” 

" Bekase there is not a man in the parish rvants it 
more,” said Rory. 

“Is he .so quarrelsome, then?” asked the traveller. 

“ No, but the greatest o’ pacemakers,” said Rory. 

“ Then what does he want the heavy stick for?” 

“ For wallopin’ his flock, to be sure,” said Rory. 

■“ Walloping I” said the traveller, choking with laughter. 

“ Oh ! you may laugh,” said Rory ; “ but, ’pon my 
sowl! you would n’t laugh if you wor undher his hand, 
for he has a brave heavy one, God bless him and spare him 
to us! ” 

“ And what is all this walloping for ? ” 

“ Why, sir, whin w« have a bit of a fight, for fun, or 
the regular faction one, at, the fair, his reverence sometimes 
hears of it, and comes av coorse,” ' i 

“ Good God ! ” ’said the traveller in real astonishment, 

“ does the priest join the battle ? 
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“ No, no, no, sir! I see you 're quite a sthranger in 
the couTithry. "The priest join it ! — Oh ! by no manes. 
But he comes and stops it ; and, av coorse, the only way 
he can stop it is, to ride into thim, and wallop thim^11 
round before him, and disperse thim — scatther fliim like 
chaff bol'oi 0 the wind ; and it ’s the best o’ sticks he re¬ 
quires for tl. d same.” 

“ Blit might he not have his heavy stick on ]>urpose 
for that service, and make uje of a lighter one on other 
occasions ? " 

“ As for that matther, sir,” said Rory, there's no 
knowiii’ the minit be might want it, for he is often necea- 
siatcil to have reeoorse to it. It might be, going through 
(he village, the public-house is too full, and in he goes and 
dhrives them out. Oh ! it would delight your heart to see 
the style he clears a public-Iiouse in, in no time !” 

“ Blit wouldn’t his speaking to them answer the jiurpose 
as well ? ” 

Oh no ! he doesn't like to throw away his discoorsc 
on thim ; and why should he ? — he keeps that for till? 
blessed altliar on Sunday, which is a fitter place for it: 
besides, he does not like to be sevare on us.” 

“ Severe ! ” said the traveller in surprise; “ why, 

have n’t you said that he thrashes you round on all occa¬ 
sions ? ” 

“ Yis, sir ; but what o’ that ? — sure that’s nothin’ to 
liis tongue — his words is like swoords or razhors, I may 
say : we ’re used to a lick of a stick every day, but not to 
sicb language as his reverence sometimes murthers us with 
whin we riisplaze him. Oh! it’s terrible, so it is, ,^to 
have the weight of his tongue on you I Throth ! I'd 
rather let him bate me from this till to-morrow, than have 
one angry word from him.” 

“ I see, then, he must have a heavy stick," said the 
traveller. 

“To be sure he must, «r, at all times ; and that was 
the raison I was so particular iy the shop ; and afther 
spendpi’ over an hour — would you b'lieve it ? — divil a 
stick 1 could get in the place fit for a childj much less a 
man — all poor contimptible things ; and so the man I was 



talkin’ to says to me at last, ' It’s odd that in all these 
sticks there is not one to plaze you.’ ‘ Ybn knc-^^ nothin’ 
about it,’ says I. ‘ You’d betther be off, and take up no 
more o’ my time,’ says he. ‘ ‘ As for your time,’ says I, 

‘ I’d be sorry to idle anybody; but in the regard of 
knowiu’ a stick, I’ll give up to no man,’ says I. ' Look 
at that!’ says I, howldin' up my own purty kit o’ black¬ 
thorn I had in my fist. ‘ Would you compare your owld 
batther'd stick,’ says he, — (jhere was a few ^chips out of 
it, for it is an owici friend, as you may see), — ‘ would yon 
cogipare it,’ says he, ‘to this?’ — howldin’ up one of Ids, 
bulrushes. ‘By gor,’ says I, ‘if you like to thry a turn 
with me. I’ll let you know which is the best!’ says I. 
‘You know nothin’ about itj’says he—‘this is the he&t o’ 
Sugar canes.’ ‘By my .sowl, diiu !’ says I, ‘ you’ll get no 
sugar out o’ this, I promise you 1 — but at the same time, 
the divil a stveeter bit o’timber in the wide world than the 
same blackthorn — and if you’d like to taste it you may 
t,hry.’ ‘ No,' says he; ‘1 ’m no happy cure,’ — (or some¬ 
thin’ he said about cure.) ‘ Thin if you 're not aisy to 
cure,’ .says I, ‘you’d betther not fight;’ which is thrue— 
and some men is unwholesome, and must n’t fight by raison 
of it — and, indeed, it’s a’great loss to a man wlio hasii't 
flesh that's aisy to hale.” 

“ I'm sure of it,” said the traveller. “ But about the 
gridiron ? ” 

“ Sure I ’ra tellin’ you about it,” said Rory; “only I’m 
not come to it yet. You see,” continued he, “ I was so 
disgusted with them shopkeepers in Dublin, that my heart 
t^sfaiily broke with their ignorance, and 1 seen they knew 
nothin’ ;it all about what 1 wanted, and so 1 came away 
without any thing for his reverence, though it was on my 
mind all this day on the road; and cornin’ throu,gh the 
last town in the middle o’ the rain, I thought of a grhliron.” 

“ A very natural thing to think of in a shower o’ rain,” 
said the traveller. 

“No, ’t was n’t the r^n made me think of it — I think 
it was God j)Ut a gridiron in my heart, .seein’ that it was a 
present for tfic priest 1 intended ; and when I thought of 
it, it came into my head, afthcr, that it would be ti fine 
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thing to Kit on, for to keep one out of the rain, tliat 'was 
ruinatin’ iny cordfieroya on the top o’ the coach; so I kept 
my eye out as we dhrove along up the sthreet, and sure 
enough what sliould I see at a shop half way down the 
town hut a gridiron hanging up at the door ! and so*I wenf 
back to get it.” 

“ Put is n*t a gridiron an odd present.'' — has n’t his re¬ 
verence one already?” 

“lie had, sir, before it 'wqp bruk, — but ^J)at'3 what 
I remembered, 'for I happened to be up at liis place one 
day, .sittin’ in the kitchen, when Molly was brillin’ some 
mate an it for his reverence; and while she jist turned 
about to got a pinch o’ salt to shake over it, the dog that 
was in the jdace made a dart at the gridiron on the.^re, 
and thrown it down, and up he wliips the mate, before one 
of us could stop him. With tliat Molly whips up the 
gridiron, and says she, ‘ Bad luck to you, you disrespectful 
baste ! would nothin* sarve you but the priest’s dinner ? ’ 
and she made a crack o’ the gridiron at him. ‘ As you 
have the mate, you shall have the gridiron too,’ says she ; 
and with that she gave him such a rap on the head with it, 
that the bars flew out of it, and his liead went through it, 
and away he pulled it out of her hands, and ran off' with 
the gridiron bangin’ round his neck like a necklace— and 
lie went mad a'niost with it; for though a kettle to a dog’s 
tail is nath’ral, a gridiron round his neck is very surprisin’ 
to him ; and away he tattherod over the counthry, till there 
was n't a taste o’ the gridiron left together.” 

“ So you thought of supjilying its place ? ” said the tra¬ 
veller. . ^ 

“ Yes, sir,” said Ilory. “ I don’t think I could do bet- 
ther.” 

“ But what did you get two for ? ” said the traveller, • 

“ M'hy, sir, when I thought of how good a sate it would 
make, I thought of you at the .same time.” 

“ That was very kind of you,” said the traveller, 
“ more particularly as I have done;nothing to deserve such 
attertiqfi." 

“ You ’E excuse me there, sir,- if ^ou piaze,* said Rory; 
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“ you behaved to me, sir, like a gintleman, and the word of 
civility is never thrown away." 

“ e\ ery gentleman, I hope,” said the traveller, “ would 
do the same.” 

“ Every rale gintleman, certainly," said Rory, — “ but 
there’s many o’ them that calls themselves gintlemcn that 
does n't do the like, and it’s the stiff word they have for us, 
and the hard word maybe — and they think good clothes 
makes all the differ, jist as if a man hadn’t a heart nndhcr 
a frieze coat.” 

“ I m sorry to hear it,” said the traveller; but 1 liope 
such conduct is not common.” 

“ Throth there’s more of it than there ought to be,” 
said Rory. “But thim that is the conthrairy is never 
losers by it — and so by me and you, sir, —and sure it’s 
a dirty dog I’d be, to see the gintleman beside me siltin’ 
in wet, that gave me a share of his para[)lew, and the 
civil word, that is worth more — for tVie hardest rain only 
vets the body, but tbc bard word cuts the heart.” 

“I have reason to be obliged to you,” said the traveller, 
“ and 1 assure you I am so ; but I should like to know 
what you’ll do with the second gridiron.” 

“Oh, I ’ll engage 1 ’ll find use for it,’’ said Rory. 

“Why, indeed,’’ said the traveller, “from the example 
you have given of your readiness of invention, I should 
not doubt that you will, — for certainly, you have made, 
on the present occasion, a most original apjdicatioii of the 
utensil.” 

“ 'Faith, I daar say, ’ said Rory, “ we are the lir.st mor- 
tials wor ever on a gridiron.” 

“ Since the days of St. Laurence,” said the traveller. 

“ Wily, used Saint Larrance, God bless him • sit on a 
gridiron ? ” said Rory. 

‘■‘No,” said tlie traveller; “but he was broiled upon 
one.” 

“ Oh the thieves o’ the world to brile him 1 — and did 
they ate him afther, sir,?” 

“ No, no,’’ said the traveller,—“ they only broil'd him. 
But I thougiit you good Catholics all knew about the mar* 
*yrs ? ” 



BOBY OMOBE. 


*7 


“ And so we do, sir, mostly; — but I never heerd 
of Saint Larrance afore j or if I did, I’m disremembered 
of it.” 

“ But you do know about most* of them, you say ? ” 

“ Oh ! sartinly, sir. Sure I often heer’d how'Saint 
Stephen was hunted up and down ; which is the raison we 
begin fo hunt^always on Saint Stephen’s Day.” 

“ You forget there too,” said the traveller : “ Saint Ste¬ 
phen was stoned.” . . 

“To be sure, sir, — sure I know he was ; did n’t I say 
lliey run afthcr him throwin’ stones at him, the black¬ 
guards! till they killed Iiira — huntin’ him for his life? 
— Oh, thin but wasn’t it a cruel thing to be a saint in 
thiin baythen times, to be vunnin' the world over, the poor 
inarchcrs, as they might well be called ?” 

“ Yes,” said the traveller ; “those were days of trial to 
the saints.” 

“’Faith, I go bail they never gave them any ihrial at 
all,” said llory, “ but jist murthered them without judge 
or jury, the vagaboiies ! — though, indeed, for the malther 
o’ that, neither judge nor jury will do a man much good 
while there’s false witnesses to be had to swear what 
they’re paid for, and maybe the jury and the judge only 
too ready to b’Jieve them ; and maybe a boy is hanged in 
their own minds before he’s put on his thrial at all, un¬ 
less he has a' good friend in some great man who does n’t 
clioose to Jot him die.” 

“ Is it possible,” asked the traveller, “ that they manage 
matters here in this way ? ” 

“ To be sure they do, sir; — and why would n’t a 
gintleinan take care of his people if it was plazin' to 
him ? " 

“ It is the laws and not the gentleman should be Jield in 
re^spect,” said the traveller: “the poor man’s life should 
never depend upon tlie rich man’s pleasure.” 
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CHAPTER 111. 

net- INTO niKLAND rOStTT TEARS AGO.- HINT.' POtt CIIAntJNG 

JURIES. — EVERY lANDLORl) HIS OWN LAWGIVER. - PRIDE OP 

BIRTir. — A JOCiriAR PRINCE ON FOOT, AND A POPULAR PEER 
ON HORSEBACK. 

A TiiAiN of musing, on fhe traveller’s part, rapidly suc¬ 
ceeded liis last remark ; and as he went jolting along un¬ 
consciously over the wretched road, he was mentally floun¬ 
dering through the deep ruts of political speculation, 
and looking forward, through the warm haze whicli a 
young imagination flings round its objects, to that happier 
time when Ireland should enjoy a loftier position than that 
implied by what Rory O’More had said. But, alas I 
instead of this brilliant advent, blood and crime, and all 
the fiercer passions that degrade human nature, making 
man more like a demon than a human being, were the fu- 
lurity which Ireland was doomed to experience ; and 
v.'hile the entnusiasm of the young traveller looked for¬ 
ward to the heights where his imagination enthioncd his 
country’s fortunes, he overlooked and saw not the valley of 
blood that lay between. 

And forty years (almost half a century) have pas.sed 
away since the young enthusiast indulged in his vision, and 
etiU is Ireland the theme of fierce discussion. 

It was Rory O’More’s remark upon the nature of judicial 
trials iv. Ireland that had started tlic traveller on his train 
of muh'ng. An Irishman by birth, he had long been 
absent from his native land, and was not aware of its in¬ 
ternal details; and that such a state of feudality as that 
imjdietl by Rory’s observation could exist in Ireland, while 
England enjoyed the fullc.st measure of her con.^titution, 
might w’ell surprise him : — but so it was. 

The period to wliich this relates was 1797, when dis¬ 
trust, political prejudife, and religious rancour, were the 
terrible triumvirate that assumed dominion ov«” men’s 
minds. It. such a state of things, the temple of justice 
could scarcely be called a sanctuary, and shelter was to be 
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found'rather beneath the mantle of personal influence than 
under the ermine of the judge. Even to this day, in Ire¬ 
land, feudal influence is in existence ; but forty years ago, 
it superseded the laws of the land.* 

So much was this the case, that it is worth recprdiil^ an 
anecdote of the period wliich is fact: the names it is un¬ 
necessary to giv,e. 

A certain instance of brutal assault, causing loss of life, 
had occurred, so aggravated in its character, that the case 
almost amounted to murder, and the offender, who stood 
his trial for the offence, it was expected, would be sen¬ 
tenced to transportation, should he escape the forfeiture of 
his life to the law. I'lie "evidence on his trial was clear 
and convincing, and all attempts at defence had failed, and 
the ])ersons assembled in the court anticipated a verdict of 
gnjlty on the heaviest counfs in the indictment. The 
pi'osecution and defence had closed, and the judge had 
nearly summed up the evidence, and was charging the 
jury directly against the prisoner, when a bustle was per¬ 
ceived in the body of the court. I'hc judge ordered the 
crier to command silence, and that officer obeyed his com¬ 
mands without producing any effect. Tlie judge was about 
to direct a second and more peremptory command for si¬ 
lence, when a note wa.s haiided up to the bench, and the 
judge himself, instead of issuing his command for silence, 
became silent himself, and perused the note with great 
attention. lie pursued his cliargc to the jury no further, 
but .sent up a small slip of pajier to the foreman, who 
foiiiiv.'ith held some whispered counsel with his brother 
jurors ; and when their heads, th^^ had been huddled to¬ 
gether hi consultation, separaU'd, and tliey resumed their 
Ibnner positions, the judge then continued his address to 
them thus. — 

I have endeavoured to point out to you, gentlemen of 
the jury, the doubts of tliis case, but I do not think it 
necessary to proceed any further ; — I have such confi¬ 
dence in your discrimination and guod sen.sc, that 1 now 
leave vhe .cast; entirely in your hands; — if you are of 
o))uiion that what you have been pat in jmsxe^iontof in the 
P'isoner’s favour counterbalances the facts sworn to against 
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him, you will of course acquit him — and any c oubts you 
have, 1 need not tell you should be thrown into the scale 
of mercy. It is the proud pre-eminence, gentlemen, of 
our criminal laws — larts, gentlemen, which are part and 
parcel of the glorious constitution that is the wonder and 
the envy of surrounding nations, that a prisoner is to have 
the benefit of every doubt; and therefore, if you thinlv 
proper, of course you will find the prisoner not guilty.” 

“Certainly, my lord,” said the foreman of the jui. 

“ we are of your lordship’s opinion, and we say NOi 
OCILTy." 

The fact was, the great man of the district where the 
crime had been committed, wiioso serf the prisoner was, 
had sent up his compliments to the judge and jury, stating 
the prisoner to be a most useful person to him, and that 
he would feel extremely obliyed if they would acquit him, 
'I'liis ruffian was a sort of bold, sporting, dare-devil cha¬ 
racter, whose services in breakiiig-in dogs, and attending 
his master and his parties oa wild mountain-shooting aim 
fishing excursions, were invaluable to the squire, and human 
life, which this fellow had sacrificed, was nothing in the 
scan when weighed against the squire’s diversion. Thi.s 
will scarcely be credited in the present dayy nevertheless it 
is a fact. • 

j^notlicr occurrence of the time shows the same disre- 
gaivl of the law ; though the case is by no mcan.s so bad, 
inasmuch as the man was only taken up for an offence, but 
was not tried — he was only rescued to save him that 
trouble. He had committed some offence which entitled him 
to a lodging in the county gaol, and was accordingly taken 
into custody by the proper authorities ; but, as the county 
town was too distant to send him to at once, he was handed 
over to the care of a military detachment that occupied a 
small village in the neighbourhood. To the little barrack 
yard or guard-house of this outpost he was committed; 
but he did not remain there long, for his mountain friends 
came down in great numbers and carried him off in triumph,, 
having forced the barracks. The moment thf colonel of 
the regiiuent, .a detachment of which occupied the post, 
received intelligence of the circumstance, he marched the 
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greater part of his men to the place, vowing he would drag 
die prisoner who bad been committed to the care of his 
troops from the very heart of his mountains, and that 
neither man, woman, nor child should be spared who dared 
to protect him from capture. While the colonel, wlJb was 
an Englishn in, was foaming with indignation at this con¬ 
tempt of all order displayed by the Irish, Mr. French 
waited upon Him and asked him to dinner. 'J'lie English 
'Valoncl said, he would be most happy at any otlitr time, but 
at present it was impossible; that if he could, he would 
neither eat, drink, nor sleep, till he had vindicated the laws. 

" Pooh, pooh ! my dear sir,” said Mr. French, “ it is 
all very well to talk about the laws in England, but they 
kjiow nothing about them lierc.” 

“ Then it's time, sir, tliey should' be taught ” said tlie 
colonel. 

“ ATell, don’t he in a hurry, at least, my dear sir," said 
Mr. Fieiicli. “ I assure you the poor people mean no dis- 
icspect to the laws^ it is in pure ignorance they have made 
this iiii'-takc." 

“ Mistake !” said the colonel. 

“ ’ Pon my soul! nothing more,” said Mr. French ; 
“ and if you think to make them wise at the point of the 
bayonet, you n find yourself mistaken: you ’ll liave the 
whole country in an uproar, and do no good after all; for 
once these fellows have given you the slip, you might as 
well go hunt after mountain-goats.” 

“Hut, consistently with my duty, sir—” 

“ Your duty will keep till to-morrow, colonel dear, and 
you ’ll meet three or four other magistrates, as well as me, 
at my house, who will tell you the same that 1 have done. 
You ’ll bo wiser to-rnorrow, depend upon it: — so come 
home with me to dinner.” 

The colonel, who was a man of deliberation, rode iiome 
with Mr. French, who talked him over as they went along: 
— “You see, my dear sir, how is it possible you should 
know the peojdc as well as we do Helieve me, every 
landlord knows his own tenantry best, and we make it a point 
here nevu"* to interfere with each other in that particular. 
Now, the fellow they took away fiom your men —" 
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“ Curse them ! ” said tlie colonel. 

“ Keep yourself cool, my dear colonel. That fellow, 
for instance— now he is one of Blake's men : and if Blake 
wantu the fellow to be hasged, he ’ll send him in to you.” 

"Sbnd him in ! — why, sir, if my regiment could not 
keep. the rascal, what chance has Mr. Blake of making 
him prisoner ? " 

“ 1 said nothing, colonel of making hiih prisoner: I 
said, and still say, that if Blake wants him to bo hanged, 
he '11 send him in.” 

“ Do you mean to say, my good sir, that he’ll desire 
him to come in and be hanged ? ” 

“ I’rocisely.” 

“ And will he come ? ” 

“ Most undoubtedly, if Blake desires him.” 

The colonel dined with Mr. French that day : the day 
following the regiment was marched back to head quarters, 
—and Blake did not send in his man to be hanged. ''So 
much for feudality ! , 

But the yimng traveller knew not these facts, an(|^he Ti^as 
awakened from the reverie in which he was indulging by 
the blowing of a long tin horn, announcing the arrival of 
the coach at a dirty little towm, where it was^o stop for the 
niglit. It drove up to what was called a liotel, rountl the 
door of which, though still raining heavily, a crowd of 
beggars stood, so thick, that the passengers could hardly 
press their way through them into the house ; and while 
they were thus strtiggling for admittance, obstreperous 
prayers assailed their ears on all sides, in horrid discord 
and strange variety — for their complaints and tlieir bless¬ 
ings became so jumbled together as to ])ro(luce a luilicrons 
effect. Tlicre were blind and lame, broken bones, widows 
and orjihans, &c. &c. 

'' Pity the blind! and may you never see-” 

“ I'e-morrow morning won’t find me alive if you don’t 
relieve-’’ 

“ The guard will give me something, your honour, if 
you’ll only bid him-S-” 

“Be duiet, you divil! and (}ol’t taze the ^intlpin.an { 
Sure ho has-” 
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" Throe fatherless childher- 

“ And broke his* two legs-" 

That is stone blind-” 

“ And met a dhreadful accident ! — aid sure the Jtouse 
fell on him, and he’s .lyin’ undher it these three weeks 

withdut a bit to ate, but-*’ 

“ Three .akherless childher and a dissolute widow-" 

“ Lying on the broad of her back, with nothing on her 
but-” 

'I’lie small-pox, your honour ! ” ’ 

“For Heaven’s sake! let me pass,” said the young 
traveller, who had a horror of the small-pox j and pressing 
through the crowd that environed him into the house, he 
entered the first room he saw, and suddenly closed the door 
bL‘hiiid him. 

Afi scion, however, as he recovered his first alarm at the 
mention of the terrible disease he so much dreaded, he 
called for the waiter, and made inquiries for Rory. Find¬ 
ing he w’as in the house, he sent him a message to say he 
woxild*bc glad to see him ; and on Rory making his appear¬ 
ance, he requested him to be seated, and asked him W'ould 
he have something to drink ? 

Rory decliaed it, until the traveller said that he himself 
would join him in a potation after their wetting ; and 
when Rory understood that the traveller meant they should 
sit down together over their glasses, he accepted the offer 
with modest thankfulness, and expressed his acknowledg¬ 
ment for the honour done him by his travelling companion. 
In the course of their conversation, the young traveller 
found, that with all the apparent simplicity of Rory, he 
was not deficient in intelligence ; and that the oddity of 
the incidents in which he had described himself as being 
ail actor, arose more from the novelty of his position in a 
large city, than in any inherent stupidity. He became 
possessed of his name also, and Rory could not help show¬ 
ing his pride in having one so good ; for while he affected 
to laugh at his proud descent, it wa-i quite clear he had a 
firm beli^-f in it. 

“ I suppose. Sir, you have heerd tell of oae R*y O'Mire 
in the owld times?” > 
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“■ Yes ; Kinp: of Leinster, you mean," 

So they say, sir, — that he and his feojile before him 
wor kings time out o’ mind, until Lad fortune came to tliim, 
and th^v went to tlie bad entirely ; and the English dliruv 
thim out, bekaze they had a way of puttin’ between people; 
and while they were squabblin’ one with t)io other, tlio 
English used to come in and do them both out—like the 
owld story of the lawyer and the oysthers. Well, when 
once they were dliruv out, they went witherin’ and dwin¬ 
dlin’ down by degrees; and at last they hafl n’t a fut of 
land left thim, nor even a house over tlicir heads ; and so 
we wor reduced that way, sir." 

“ Then you consider yourself the descendant of the 
vl’More ? ’’ said the traveller, 

Throth, Sir, and they say that we are the owld 
O’Mores,—but sure I laugh at it." 

“Butwould n’t you be angry if anyone else laughed at it?" 

" I dunna but I might,” said llory, with iimch inge¬ 
nuousness. 

“ And why do you laugh at it then ? ’’ 

“■ Y^hy, aftlier all, sir, sure it’s quare enongb for a man 
to be talking of his great relations that wan formerly, when 
at this present he is only a poor workin'man; and if I 
was ever so much ■‘he tlirue discindanl of llory O'More 
sure I can’t forget what I am now.” 

“ You may he the representative of the house for al 
that,’’ said the traveller. 

“ Oh ! as for the house," said Rory, “ 'pon my sowd ! 
there's a cruel differ there betune us: the right Rory 
O’More lived in Dunamaise—that was something like a 
house ! anil I have only a poor cabin to live 

*' But still you may be the true descendant of the nght 
Rory, as you call him,” said the traveller, who wished to 
probe the feelings of the peasant on this subject, and 
discover how far the pride of birth could survive loss ot 
station : and he was pleased to discover (for he was him¬ 
self of high descent) that ages of misfortune could not 
extinguish tlie fire of a proud race ; and he more tj^an ever 
felt the truth of' the observation, that it is only tliey who 
have no aiiccst y to boast of who affect to despise it. 
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Tn pup.Ji as these, or those to whom ancestral as 
well as name has descended,— or to the many who take no 
jileiHure in tracing to their secret sources tlie springs of 
re ti'.ni and feeling in the human mind and heart, — it may 
ft cm incredible that a poor peasant could retain tlie pride 
> birth when all its substantial appendages were gone: 
ynf so it .vas. But it was a pride th-t was unobtrusive. 
C'ircmnstances had modified and moulded it to tlie neces- 
.«jties of the peasant’s station: he was res]>ectful in his 
demeanour U, all whose position in society was better than 
h'! own. conscious though be might be of their inferior 
bloo.i and while be took off his hat to some wealthy 
plelkhip, lie never consirlertd the blood of the O’Mores to 
be de.naded. The fallen fortunes of liis house were not a 
Kuhjfct of /ks-.svno/i regret to him ; it was in a nntioiial 
point of view they wen' lamented. That Ireland Juul lost 
l::r King oi’ Leinster he con.sidcrcd a misfortune; but be 
C'-’■ t tor a moment regretted that he, his heir, as he 
‘ d 'innself to l»e (and, perhaps, was), was oiiiiged to 
< .>; r'.n’n'i !- suit, But of the fair fame of the O’More 
!; V.;.- _'n .-■li'ii.s us their founder; and insult, in the 

r. lu.'test degree, roused the latent feelings of fimily pride 
in his bosotri,. Not tin; great Rory himself, jiercln-d on 
iii.5 e.'sfh d (■•ug of Duiiamaise, could he more jealous of the 
iOtuuir <d' Ids liouse than his humble iiauiesake in his 
lhatcl.i cabin. 

'I be y'‘Ui!g traveller, it has been already said, took 
pleasnre in making manifest this feeling of our hero ; and 
in d<i' g s(), ho found that Rory had a provincial as well 
as I'l V-i iia! nride of ancestry. The south, Rory protested, 
bet .d' It und in the regard of high blood.” 

Tiiey have good blood ill the north, loo,” said the 
traveller, 

“ Oh, tliey may have a tlirilie of it; but it’s not of the 
rnh: owhl sort— notliing to compare with us,” 

“ ]).) you forget the O’Neil ?” said the traveller? 

“Oh, that’s good, 1 don’t deny,” said Rory — but 
one s-^'idlow makes no .summer.” 

“Rut I can count rooic than one,” saiti }Iic traveller: 
“ hcve’s Talbot, Do Lacy, Fitzgerald ——” 
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“ oil, miirther ! murthcr ! sir, — sure thirn is only in* 
vadhers, and not the owld Irish at all. Ydn would never 
compare thim with the O’Alores, the O'Deinpsys, the 
O’ponnells, the O'Donaglmei!, the O’Shaughnessys-- 

“ Stop^ stop ! ” said the traveller, who did i iit know to 
what length this head-roll of O’s might extend; ‘you 
forget that tile head of the Fitzgerald.s is Duke of heiii- 
ster.” 

“ But O’Morc was Kitig of^Leinsther, sir, if you plaze.” 

“ Very true, Kory ; but still the tleraldines are a noble 
race.” 

” Who are 11u:y, sir ? ” 

'' “ Tile Fitzgeralds.” 

“Oh, the Juke of Lcinslher you mane, is it? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ ’Faith, thin, to show you, sir, how little we think o’ 
them down in the south, 1 ’ll tell you si ':tethiiig that I 
know is a thruth, bekase I had it from C)’l>einpsy himself, 
who played the tlirick an the juke, and said the thing to 
him, for he’s a comical blade.” 

“ IFell, what is it ? ” 

“Why, you see, sir, O’Dcmpsy was coinin' home from 
Dublin, and the money was getting fiiic-dhiumui with him, 
and he wanted to see if he had enough left to pay for the 
coach home; and, by dad the change was so scarce that 
he was obliged to hunt it vrp in his pocket into the corner, 
like a coiitrairy cowlt, before he could lay howld of it at 
all; and when lie did get it into the pawm of his fist, it 
was a’most ashamed to see the light, it looked so con- 
timptible; and my howld O’Dempsy seen the coach was 
out o' the question, or even a lift in the canal-boat, and so 
he put his thrust in Providence, and took a big dhrink tlwt 
night to sthrenthin him for the inornin’; and the next day 
off he set home, with a short stick in his hand and a pair 
o’ good legs undher him ; and he met nothin’ remarkaUo 
antil he came to betune Kilcock and Maynooth ; and it 
was thin that he licerd th# thramp of horses gallopin' afther 
him, and he turned round and seen three gindemen Rimin’ 
in great sfyle I'one o’ them, a fine full handsome man, 
jircthur of a gintleinaii, and a fine baste undher him, 
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anti tlie gintlemin along with him very nice too; one in 
particular, a smart nate-made man, with a fine bright eye 
and a smilin’ face, and a green handkicher round his neck, 
and a sportin’ aisy sate on his horse ; and Dempsy hcerd 
him say, as they dlirew up ji|;t behind him, ‘ Lo»k whnt a 
line stop that fellow has!’ (maniii' O'Dempsy ; and, indeed, 
a claner l)oy is n’t in all Ireland than himself, and can walk 
with any man). So wlani they came up to him, the small 
gintleman said, ' tied save you ! ’ '' Ood save you kindly, 

sir! ’ says O Dempsy. ‘ Yoti don’t let the grass grow undher 
your feet, my man,’ says the gintlem.an. *' Nor cor/t. 
ii'-iilier. sir,’ says Demjtsy. ' So 1 see by the free step yon 
have,' says the gintleman, laughin’; and the oihers laii.;i)od 
too, the full gintleman in particftl.ir; and says he, ‘Well, 
Ned, yoti got yonr answer.’ 

“ Now the ininit that O’Dempsy hcerd the word ‘Ned,’ 
and it lieitt’ in (In. neighbourhood of Cavtowu, which is the 
Juke o’ Ijoii- .1 j.i .:,-j the thought jumped into his head 
thru, it wa-. !,a,,d l.i. ard Fitzjatal’ was in it; for he 
always heord lie was small, and handsome, and merry, and 
that the juke Itis brother was a fine-lookrn’ man ; and so 
with that he made cock-sure in his own mind that the full 
gititlemau was ihe Juke o’ Leinsther, and the little one 
fioril Edward. So bearin’ that Lord Edward liked a joke, 
(1 Dempsy never let on to suspect who they wor, and they 
walk d along beside him, and had a great dale o’ discoorse 
and. jokin’, and the answers passiu’ hetiine them as fast as 
hops. At last says the juke (for it was himself), ‘ You’re 
a very merry fellow,’ says he ; ‘ where do you Como from.?’ 
•'Erom Dublin, sir,’says O’Dempsy. ‘Oh, I know that 
by the road you’re goin’, ’ says the juke; ‘but 1 mane, where 
is your place? ’ ‘’Faith and I have no place,’ says O’Demp¬ 
sy : ‘ I wish I had.’ ‘ That’s a touch at j/om,’ says the juke to 
the third gintleman, whoever he was. ‘ But where are you 
goin’ to?’ says the juke. ‘I’m goin’ home, sir,’ says 
<)’Dempsy. ‘ And where arc you when you ’re at home? * 
says the juke. ‘’Faith, I’m at home every where,’ says 
O’llempsy. 

* \Yell, Lord Edward laughed at his brother, seein’ he 
coulil n’t force a sthraigt answer out oY 0’.fiempsy. ‘ lYill 
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you tell me thin,’ says die juhe, ‘ •which are you — Ul- 
sther, Leinstlier, Munsther, or Connaught? ’ ‘ Ltinsther, 

sir,’ says O’Dempay, though it was a lie ho was teUiii ’; 
but it was on purpose to have a laugh agin the juke, for he 
was layfj)’ a thrap for him alj the time. ' You don’t spake 
like a Leinsther man,’ says the juke. ' Oh, the tongue is 
very desaitful sometimes,’ says O’Dempsy. 

“ Lord Edward laughed at his brother agin, and said, 
he’d make no hand of him. ‘ By gor,’ .says Lord Ed- 
■ward, ‘ that fellow would bate Counsellor Curran ! ’ ‘ Well, 
I 'll thry him once more,’ says the juke ; and with that 
says he to O’Dempsy, ‘ What's your name ? ’ Now that 
■was all O'Dempsy wanted, for to nick him ; and so says 
hi, ' My name is O’Shalfghnessy, sir.' ‘ I’ve cotch yf,u 
nov,',’ says the juke: 'you can’t he a Leinsther 'man, with 
that name.’ ' ’Failh, I see you 're too able for me, sir,’ 
says O’Dempsy, laading him on. 'Well, iMr. ft’Shaugh- 
nessy,’says the juke, ‘ it’s somewhere out of Munsther 
you i?oine,’ ‘ No, ’faith, sir,’ says O Demj.’sy, ' I arn a 
Leinsther man in airnest; but I see you could n’t be <!e- 
saived about the name, and so I ’ll tell you the tliruth, and 
nothin’ hut the thnith, about it., I am a Leinsther man 
but I wint to live in Munsther, and 1 was ohleeged to 
change ray name, bekaze they had no respect for me there 
with tile one I had.’ 'And what was your name ? ’ .says 
the juke. ' My name was Fitzjarl’, sir,’ says O’Demjisy ; 
‘but they thought me only an upstart down in Munsther, 
so I changed it into O’Shaughnessy.’ W’ith that the jnke 
and Lord Edward laughed out hearty, and the third giii- 
tleman says to the juke, ' I think you’ve got yovr hit now.’ 
Wcl^ sir, the juke pulled a guinea out of his ]>orl;et, and 
put it into O’Dempsy's hand, and says to liiin, laughin’, 

' 'fake that, you merry rascal, and dlirink my health ! 

' Long life to ynur grace !' says O’Dempsy, taking off his 
hat, ‘you desarve. to he an O’Shavghnessy / ’ 'More 
power to you, Baddy ! ’ says Lord Edward as they put 
spurs to their horses ; and away they i-owdhercd down the 
road, laughin’ like mad.” ’ 

'J’he young traveller enjoyed Rory's anecdote exces.s!vely, 
and scarcely knew which to admire most, — the impudon*- 
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waggery of llory’s friend, or the good humour of tlic Duke 
of Leinster and. Lord Edward Fitzgerald. 

After mucli praise of Uie latter, and some other strange 
odds and ends from Rory, the travellers separated for the 
night. 


o’flAPTER IV. 

JOUilNKy criNTINOen.—OKSUl-TOUY COACH CONTKHSA'l'lOW, IN WHICH 
THE I.nOlcrY OF “THE TKESS ” IS IMSCHSSED, ANll THZ THISTLE 

HECI.AKFD TO ME NOT INDIOKNOI'S TO IltEI.ANI). - AHUUMENTS 

AND COACHES LIAMI.E TO BKEAK DOWN. - HINTS FOIl KEEriNO 

HOHNJl.S, ETC. ETC. 

On tile folloiviiig morning the coach resumed its journey, 
and Rory and the stranger still continued I'ellow-travtilers. 

The insolent aggressor upon Rory, as well as the pas¬ 
senger who sat beside him, did not appear ; but their 
jdaces Were occupied h^ a person to whom Rory touched 
ids hat as he took his seat, and another who seemed to he 
his companion. The latter was decidedly a Scotchman ; 
what the other might be, it was not so easy to decide— 
perhaps North of England. 

He addressed Rory and expresserl surprise at seeing him. 
“ Throtli, and it’s jist as little 1 expected to see you, 
Mr. Scruhhs,” said Rory. 

“ 1 was up here on a little business,” said Scruhhs. 

‘ 'j'liiit’s what you’re always up to, Mr. Scrubbs,” an¬ 
swered Rory. ^ 

And yov "re just as ready for fun, Rory. I suppose it 
was thut l/vonglit you here?” 

“ No, indeed, sir,—it -was the coach, brought me here 
yestherday,” 

“ Ay, ay,—there you ere at your answers !—I suppose 
it was in Dublin, tlicn, you wodld be ? ” 

“*N'o, indeed, I v’oiild n’t be if 1 couid l^lp it.’ 

Wed, but you were there ? ” 
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. “YeSj I was.” 

“ And what business had you in Dublin 

“ About the lease of the place below.” 

" Did n’t I tell you I’d see about that when the agent 
fame down ?” 

“ Wlty, you wor seein' about it so long that 1 thought 
it might be out o’ sight at last, and so 1 wint myself to 
the head agt ut, and settled it at wanst.” 

Scrubbs did not seem well pleased at this information ; 
and silence liaving ensued in consequenc{-, Jlnry took from 
his pocket a newsjiaper and began to read. For some lime 
Scrubbs cast suspicious glances at the paper, till at last, 
when Rory turned over its front page and discovered the 
i'ltle of “ The Press,” Scrubbs could no longer remain 
silent. 

I wonder you’re not ashamed,” said Scrubbs. 

“ Of what ? ” said Rory. 

To read that paper.” 

“ ’l<'aith, I’d be more ashamed if 1 could n’t read it! ” 
said Rory. 

Why, it’s all sedition, and treason, and blasphemy.” 

*''W’liat’s blas])hemy?” said ^ory. 

“’Tisaword,” said the young trav'ellcr, “that some 
people always join to treason and sedition.” 

Scrubbs gave a look askance at the last speaker ; but 
seeing he was a gentieman and rather better dressed tliaii 
himself, he made no observation to him, but said in con¬ 
tinuance to Rory, — “ I always thought you were of the 
peaceable and well-disposed class, O’More'^ and J'm sorry 
to see you read that desperate paper.” 

“’Faith, it’s very desperate, sure enough, if it be 
thrite what they say here, that bank-notes will- he soon 
worth nothin’, and won’t bring a penny a pound in a 
snuff-shop.” 

“What’s that but treason, I’d like to know?” said 
Scrubbs ; — “endeavouring to undermine the gov- -nment ? ” 

“ Sairtainly,” said the Scotchman, “ it is varra had to 
destroy the cawnlldencc in pooblic creydit.” ^ 

“ I dar sa,v, ’sir,” said Rory to the Scotchman, “ you 
rather have bank-notes than golden guineas,? ” 
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“ I did na say tliatj” said the Scotchman drily ; “ but 
bank-notes are a euffeecient security.” 

“ And they say here,” said Rory, “ that we ought n't to 
dhrink lay nor coffee, nor take.snuflT, nor smoke tabacky, 
nor dhrink whisky.” 

“And what do you think of that?” said Scrubbs. 

“ 'Faith, I think thim that has no money will follow 
their advice,” said Rory. 

“ Ay ! but look at the villidnons intention — to injure 
the revenue, or jiroduce a rebellion.” 

“You think, then,” said the traveller, “that people 
must either smell snuff or gunpowder, whether they will 
or 110 r 

“ I know, sir, they '11 have gunpowder enough if it goes 
to that. We have plenty of loyal men to put down sedi¬ 
tion, both militia and yeomanry.” 

“ IV'hich you can’t trust,” said the traveller. 

“ Do you doubt their loyalty, sir?” said Scrubbs, waxing 
rather angry. 

“ It would seem the government does,” said the tra¬ 
veller, “ for whole regiments of yeomanry have been dis¬ 
banded this year,” 

This was a hitter trutfi to Scrubbs, who not being able 
to deny the fact, returned to the charge upon “ The 
Press.” 

“ As for that vile paper, they would do right to serve it 
as ‘ The Northern Star' was served the other day, when 
the Donegal militia, God bless them ! broke open their 
office, burnt their papers, and broke their printing-presses.” 

“ AVhat noble and constitutional work for soldiers to be 
employed upon!” said the traveller. “1 do not wonder, 
when the cloth is .so degraded, that high-minded gobtle- 
u;en, such as the Duke of Leinster, Lord O'Neil, and 
(lolonel Coiiolly, resign their regiments.” 

This was anoilier bitter fact to wliich Scrubbs was un¬ 
able to reply ; so, leaving the field in possession of the 
enemy, he addressed his Scotch friend on some fresh sub¬ 
ject, and thus eVaded the discussion. 

Tlfe traveUer with Rorv, and Scrubbs with the Scotch- 
man, now kept themselves distinct, and the day was passing 
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away slowly enough, tlie monotony of the road only broken 
by some occasional remark between Scruble and his friend, 
or the young traveller and. Rory:—seeming to observe 
each other with mutual digtrust, a restraint was put upon 
»genei«l conversation, and it was only some passing observ¬ 
ation on the surrounding scenery that either party would 
venture to indulge in. 

Tlie day rvas more than half spent, when liiey were 
driving through a fine tract of country, which calJed forth 
the Scotchman’s admiration.* . 

“ A fine kintra, this, Mr. Sendrhs," said he. 

Yes,” said Scruhbs, “ 'tis a good sort of country, but 
not fit to compare with England.” 

' Rory looked indignantly at him, l.ut said nothing. 

" I dinna ken aboot England," said tl)e Bcolchmau ; 
‘'but this kinira puts me varra much in mind o’ my ain." 

“Your kinthry, do you say?” said Rory v>*ith what 
heroines call “ ineffable contempt.” 

“ Yes, my kintra.” 

“ Oil, do you iiear ibis!!” said Rory to the young ira- 
vellei. “ He is comparin’ this coiinthry to bis!! — Why 
’tare an ouns ! sir,” said Rory to the Seotclirnan ; “ sure 
you would n't he comparin’ this lovely fine uounthry to 
Scotland — or sayin’ it was like it?” 

“ Yes, hut J would, though,” said the Scotchman perti¬ 
naciously. 

“ Why, by the seven blessed candles, you have n’t seen 
a thistle i'nr the last tin miles !” said Rory, 

Tile young traveller laughed at Rory's illustration, and 
the silence and disunion of the two parties Increased. 

Thus the day wore on uncomfortably enough, and the 
evening began to close, when a premature stop was put to 
their journey by the breaking down of the euach. 

Fortunately for the passengers, tlie accident was not one 
that placed them in any danger. Some of them were 
nearly thrown off, and a lady passenger who was inside 
screamed, of course; and the more she was assured that 
there was no danger, the louder she screamed. In the 
mean while, the jiassengers jumped off; and the e'^treme 
amount of damage to them was, tliat tliey could proceed 
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no fiirtlier by tlie coach on their journey as one of the 
wheels was broken» 

NoWj Ivhciiever an accident of this kind occurs which is 
manifestly so bad as to be beyond retrieving, it may be re¬ 
marked that every one looks at it in all possible wc.'ys — 
under it, an over it, and round it, just as if looking at it 
could do any good. So were the jjaasengers congregated 
round tlie wheel of the coach, all making their roniarks. 

It was the nave,” said one. 

“ No, — the opokes,” said another. 

“ Oh dear, no,— the tire,” add.ed a third. 

“ i\Iosi provoking ! ”' 

“ Scandalous ! ” said Scrubbs; “ like every thing else in 
this country ! The proprietors ought to be prosecuted I'or 
having a coach in sucli a condition." 

“ Murther, inurther!” said the coachman, who lost Jiis 
temper at last when the honour of his coach was c(;ncer:icd ; 

do you hear this ! just as if an accident never hapj^ened 
to a coach before.” 

VVheii jieople pay tlieir money,” said Scinl)l>-., *•' they 
have a right to complain.” 

Sairtainly,” said the Scotchman. '■ In fae, 1 thenk 
the money should he refurulcd.” 

“ Arrah ! listen to him ! ” said Rory aside to the 
stranger. 

“ How far is the coach from the end of the journey } ’’ 
said the lady. 

“’J*on my word, ma’am,” said Rory, “ tlie coach is at 
tile end of its journey for this day, any hown’’ 

And what are we to do ?" said the lady. 

“ I (1 iidveyse,” said the Scotchman, ” that we should 
get poost-chaises, and chorge them to the coach pro- 
preytors.” 

“ ’Faith, that’s a tine plan, f/" ym could yet them,” said 
Rory. 

“ Then what arc we lo do?” said tlie lady, again. 

“ If you’d be quiet the laste taste, ma'am,if you plaze,” 
said the coachman, ‘'we'll conttlrive some contbrivanoe 
by-aiwi-by," ^ 

“Why, the night is falling," said the lady. 
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It’s time for it/’ said Rory. 

“ My God! ” said the lady, “ what odd answers these 
people give one! ” 

The liorscs became •restless, for the wheelers, pull¬ 
ing/aixl finding so much resistance, began to kick, and their 
example set the leaders going: the coachman and Rory ran 
to their heads. , 

“ Bad luck to you, you fools !” said Rory to the horses ; 
“sure, it’s glad, and not sorry, you ought to be, that the 
dhrag is off o’ you ; be quite ! you garrans, will you ! ” 
and he forced them at last into some obedience. I tell 
you what you’ll do now," said be to the coachman : “ jisl 
take off the horses,—they’ll be quite enough liere, grazing 
by the side o’ the gripe* ; and you get on one o’ them, 
and 2 )elt away into the town, and come out agin wid a fresh 
coach.” 

“ 'rhroth, and it's the best jilan, 1 b'lieve,” said tlie 
coachman, “ afther all.” 

“ And must ter stay here ? ” said the lady. 

“ Barriu’ you walk, ma'am.” 

“ And how far might it be to W'alk ? ’’ 

“ ’Faith. I don’t rightly know,” said the coachman. 

“ You’re a feyne driver,” said the Scotchmafi, “not to 
know the dist.iiice on your ain road.” 

'•I know it well enough whin I’m dhriven,” s.aid the 
coachman; “hut how .should 1 know how far it is to walk ? ” 

“ iVliy, you stupid rascal !’’ said the Scotchman, alwut 
to make an elaborate .argument to show the coachman the 
bull he had made, — but he was interrupted by Rory. 

“ Arrah ! never mind his prate, Iloolaghan ; do what I 
bid you, — away wid you into town !” 

“ Indeed, I think’t is the best thing you can do,” said 
tlic young traveller. 

“ And must wc stay here.^ Why, 'tis growing dark al¬ 
ready, and we may be murdered while you are away.” 

“ Uivil a one ’ill take the throuble to murder you — 
don’t be in the laste afear’d ! ” said Rory. “ Uj) wid you 
now on the grey, Iloofaglian, your sowl, and powdher away 
like shot!,’’ 


* The ditch. 
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“ What’s that he’s saying, sir, about powder and shot ? ’ 
said the la^y in alarm. 

“He’s only giving directions to the coachman, madam,’ 
said the young traveller. 

“Hut he said powder and shot! sir:—is there "any 
danger ? ” 

“ None in the least, I assure you, madam.” 

“ 'I'he horses ’ill stay quite enough while you’re gone," 
said Kory; “here, gi’ me your fut — I’ll lift you on the 
baste.” And so saying, Iloolaghan placed his left foot in 
Rory’s light hand; and thus aided, he sprang astride of 
one of the coach-horses. 

“ There now,” said Rory, “ you ’re up ! and away wid 
you ! .list be into the town in no time, and back in less. 
‘That’s the cut! says futty, when he cut his mother’s 
throat.’ ” 

“ AThat’s that he's saying, sir, about cutting throats ?" 
said the lady. 

“ Nothing, madam, 1 assure you, you need be alarmed 
at," said the traveller. 

“ Indeed, you need not make yourself onaisy, ma’am, in 
the lastc,” said Rory, after he had placed Iloolaghan on 
horseback. “ It will be all over with you soon now.” 

The lady shuddered at the phrase, but spoke not. 

“And now, sir,” said Rory to his fellow traveller, “ it's 
time we should be thinkin’of ourselves: there’s no use 
you should be loithcrin’ here until the other coach comes 
back ; for though it’s some miles from the town, where, 1 
suppose, you were goin’ to, it’s not far from this where I 
must turn off to my otvn place, which lies acrass the coun- 
thry, about two miles or thereaway ; and if you, sir, 
would n’t think it benathc you to come to a poor man’s 
house, sure it’s proud’ I'd be to give your honour a bed ; 
and though it may not be as good as you ’re used to, still 
maybe ’twill be betther than stoppin’ here by the road¬ 
side.’’ 

The traveller expressed his thanks to Rory for the kind¬ 
ness of jhis offer, but said that perhaps he could as well 
walk to the town. To this Rory ohjecteti, suagesting the 
probability of the traveller’s losing bis way, as he could 
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only be bis guide as far as the point wncre he hail to turn 
towaTils his own home ; besides many other arguments 
■urged on Rory’s part with so much heart and cordiality, 
tbat_^ he prevailed on his fellow-traveller to accejit liis 
profii'red hospitality. Selecting a small portmanteau from 
the luggage, the traveller was about to tlirew it over hia 
shoulder, when Rory laid hold of it, and insi.sted on carry¬ 
ing it for him. 

yoil've your own luggage to carry ! ’’ .said the tra¬ 
veller. 

“ Sure, mine is nothin’ more than a small bundls — no 
weight in life.” 

“ And your gridirpns, Rory ? ” 

By the powers ! I was near forgettin’ thim,". .said 
Rory; “ but sure, thim itself is no weight, and I can 
carry thim all !” 

“ Stay a moment," saiil the traveller, whose gallantry 
forbade that he should leave the lady of the party, alarmed 
as she was, in such a situation, and apparently not regu¬ 
larly protected, without the offer of his servico.s. lie ap- 
pro.iched the coach, into which the lady had rotireil (o 
avoid the dew that was now falling heavily, and niaile his 
offer with becoming courtesy. 

“I’m much obliged to you, sir,” said she, “ but I iiavc 
my husband here.” 

“ Tliank you, sir” said a miserable-looking little man, 
who had not uttered a word before ; “1 am tliis lady's 
husband.” — He did not dai'e to say, “ Tiiis lady’s n.v 
wife.” 

The traveller made his bow, and he and his guide, 
leaving the forlorn coacU-jiasseugers on the, road, pro¬ 
ceeded at -a smart pace towards the cottage of Rory 
O’More. 

“ ’riiose pei'ple, I tliink, are likely to remain a good 
whi^ before assistance can reach them,” said tlic tra- 

t Faith, I’m thinkin’ myself they ’ll have a good long 
of it,” said Rory ; “ and in throth I ’in not sorry for 
s^liie of thim." 

Don’t you pity that unfortunate woman i" 
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“ Son-a mudj! ” said Rory ; “ the screechin’ fool, with 
her shoutin’ about her throat bein’ cut! — though, indeed, 
if it was cut itscdf, it would n’t be much matther, for all 
the sinse I heard her spake. Throat cut, indeed ! as if 
the wlude counthry was murtherers and mornders." In 
troth the countJiry would be quite (quiet) enough if they'd 
let us be ijuite; but it’s gallin’and aggravathi ns they 
are at every liand’s turn, and puttin’ the martial law on 
us, and callin’ us bad names, and abusin’ our blessed 
religion.” 

‘‘ And are the people much dissatisfied at this stat ■ of 
things ?” 

“ Why, I don’t see how they could be plazed, sir ! And 
sure, my heart warmed to you whin you gave that dirty 
Serubbs his answer to-day; ’fatitb, he got bis fairin’ any 
how from you ! he had no chance at all with you, sir. 
Ob, when you silenced him, sure it was butthcr to my 
bones ! ” 

“By the by, who is that person ? ” said the traveller. 

“ He is a fellow that lives not far froqi this, sir; — they 
call him the Ccllecthor.” 

“ Collector of what ? ” 

“ Of every tiling, ’faith. He collects tithes for the 
parson, and rints for the agint, and taxes and cess, and 
all to lliat; and so he goes by the name of the Collec- 
thor.” 

“ He’s not an Irishman 

“ No, thank God, he’s not! Though, indeed, there’s 
some of the Irish bad enough to their own or ivorse than 
Bthrangers maybe; but 1 say, thank God, hekaze there's 
one blaekguaial the less belongs to us.” 

“ Has lie boon long here ?” 

“ Not to say very long indeed, considherin’ all he lias 
done for himself in the time. I remember, whin he came 
among us first, it was with some horses:—a sort of low 
stable-helper, a kind of a hanger-on about sonu' officers 
that w'as in the town, and thin he,was badly off 'enongb. 
He liai^n’t ns much clothes on him as would scour a sjiir; 
and his flesh, the little he had of it, bangin’ idioiit him as 
if it didn’t fit him. But he wint to churcli the first Sun- 
•day he was here, and, as Prodestants is scarce, he was 



48 


nOBV o’ MORIS. 


welkim to the parson ; and so that he might n disgrace 
the congregation, the parson gev him sonAe daccnt clothes: 
and thin he got him to do odd jobs for him, one way or 
anotl^r ; and so he made'hiinself plazin' somehow to the 
"^parson, and got on one step afiher another. And the 
parson noticed him to the squire, and thin this squire gave 
him a lift, for he it was got him to be collectlior ; and now 
he has a mighty snug house, and a nate farm nigh hand to 
the parson, thougli the first place he slop' in, not along ago, 
whin he came to the town beyant, was in the hayloft 
of the inn, for tlrey would n’t dirty the barrack-stables 
with him.” 

" Then the parson is his patron ? ” 

“ Not only the parson, but the magisthrits about the 
place as well, for they know that Squire Ransford no¬ 
tices him.” 

“ How did he get into the squire’s good graces ? ” 

“ There was a cast-oif lady of the squire’s, that was 
t.'.roublesome to him, and so he gev some soft discourse, 
and bard cash too, J b’lieve, to Scrubbs, to make an honest 
W(;man of her, and take her off his hands ; and so he did ; 
and now you ’ll see her goiii’ in her jantin car, if you 
plaze, along wid that mane-spirited dog that tuk another 
man’s lavings, marchin’ into church every Sunday as bowld 
as brass, and wid as many ribands on her as would set u]) 
a thravellin’ pedlar,” 

Atid what does the parson say to all this ? Does be 
counttmance the affair? ” 

Arrah, what can he do, sir ? ” said Rory. “ Sure, /m 
can't help if.she was unproper ; and is n't it better she’d 
go to her duty than stay away, bad as she is ? And sure, 
if she was a sinner, that's the greater the raison why he’d 
be glad to help her in mendin’ her ways; and sure, as she 
Ttas n’t the luck to be a Roman, it’s well for her she’s even 
a Prodestaui ! ” 

“ That's a very "charitable view of the matter on your 
part,” said the traveller. 

“ Oh, by dad, sir! you must n’t be too hard ^on the 
parson, for he's 3 daccnt man enough. If all the Pro- 
destants was as quite (quiet) as him, we’d never fall out 
wid thim, for he's a nice aisy man, and is good friends 
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wid Father Kinshel.i, and both o’ thim dines together wid 
the squire whin he’s here. And you know, sir, that’s 
liearty ! ” 

“Very, indeed," said the traveller, “I’m glad to he.'ir'it."j 

" Scrubbs himself is a nasty fellow ; and liis lady is a 
dub, and nothin’ else : but sure the parson can’t help that, 
and I would n’t expect of him to be too particular on 
thim, for sure he must be glad to get a Prodestant at all in 
his church, where they are so ^scarce. Throth, it must be 
cowld work there, in a big ramblin’ church in the win- 
thcr, wid so few in it, to be sayin’ prayers ! ” 

You seem to like the parson, 1 think ? ” said the tra¬ 
veller. 

“ Oh, I don’t mislike him, sir, for he's civil-spoken, 
and a hearty man, and he likes huntin’ and shootin’, aiul 
divarshin of all sorts.” 

“ But do you think that becoming in a clergyman ? ’’ 

'^Oh, you ’re too hard on the clargy, sir;—why would n’t 
they be merry?'—sure Father Kinshela himself some¬ 
times takes a dart afther the dogs, whiu the squire is down 
here, as well as the parson." 

“ Squire Hansford, then, lives here a good deal ? ’’ 

“ Not a good dale, sir, — only by times w'hiii he comes 
down to take a start huntin’ or shoootin’, and thin he 
l;rings down a power o’company wid him; but unle.ss at 
that time, the place is like a wildlieriiess, only an ould 
woman and a couple o' maids to mind the house, and a 
•stable-helper left, or somethin’ that way, to watch tlie 
Itlace.” 

“ A single stable-lielpcr ! Did n’t you tell me he keeps 
a pack of hounds ? ” 

“ Yis, sir; but he does n't keep up the dogs unless whin 
he’s here himself." 

“ How does he manage, then?” 

“■ Why, he gives one couple o’ dogs to one tenant, and 
another couple to another, and so on in that way, while Ije 
i.s n’t in the place; and whin he» comes back, be gathers 
thim i^ again ; and so lie is n’t at the expense of ktepin’ 
up the kennel while he's away." • 

“ What a shabby fellow," said the traveller. 

’ 4 
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“ Oh ! not to say shabby^ sir.” 

“ Wliy, what else can you call quartering his dogs on 
uis poor tenantry ? ” 

■ '•iOh, for all that he 'I not shabby ; — for whin Ae is 
down here/the company is never out of his house; and 
they say there’s lashings and lavings of every thing in it, 
and the claret flyin’ about the jdace as common as beer 
and no stint b) any one, I ’in towld.” 

“ That’s mere wastefulness and rioting, and eant.ot in 
my opinion redeem his shabbiness, for I cannot call it imy 
thing else. Can he not feel that when the poor ]5eople feed 
his sporting-dogs, the fruit of their labour is inva !>'d ; i 
contribute to his pleasure ? ” 

“ Why, if you go tile rights o’ the tiling, what yi nr 
honour says is ihvue enough; but wc woahl n’t be too 
sharp in looking at what a gintleman would do, — and, 
indeed, 1 don’t niisliko it myself, as far as tliat goes, for 
the coujile o’ dogs that is left with me I do have a great 
deal of fun with.” 

“How?” 

“ limitin’ rabbits, sir.” 

“ They must be nice dogs after that! " 

“ Diiil a harm it does thiin ! — sure it come.s nath'ral 
to the craylhurs, and would be cruel to stint them of their 
divarsliin.” 

“ nd do you all hunt rabbits with the dogs left to ycr.r 
care ? ” 

Every one of us." 

“ 'Then the [lack can’t be worth a farthing.” 

‘^‘^Why, indeed, I don't deny they nin a little wild nenv 
and thin ; but sure tvliat would be the use of a whipper-in 
if the dog.s worn’t a little fractious.^ ” 

Jlory contiiiuod his discourse tvjth the stranger as liny 
proco.cd>;d on their road, giving him various inforniatioii 
respecting the squire, and the collector, and the parson, in 
tall of which, though Kory did not so intend it, his heaver 
found deep cause of disapproval of their conduct 'i’heir 
conver.satiou was now interrupted by the deep paying of 
dogs ; anil Kofy answered the sound by a cheering whoop, 
and the calling of tlie dogs by their names. 
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“ There they are, sir! ” said he; “ you tee we’re jist at 
home.” 

As he spoke they turned into the little boreen already 
nof,!ce{1, and two hounds came rushing wililly up t’ni€Tan»f 
ancl jumped upon llory with all the testimonials of canine 
recognition. 

“ Down, Iluttler, you divil, down ! — you ’ll tear the 
coat av my "baclt. Murther! Sw'eetlips, don’t be kissin' 
me — down, you brutes!” . And he drove the animals 
from him, whoso fui ioiis caresses were more than agreeable. 
“ Poor things ! ” said he to the stranger in a kindly tone, 
“ sure, tliin, it’s pleasant even to have a dog to wclkiin one 
home." 

“ More than a dog, Rory, dear,” said a sweet voice from 
amid the darkness; and the next instant a girl ran up to 
Rory, an<l throwing her arms round his neck, kissed him 
over and over .again. He returned her embrace with af¬ 
fection, and said, “ How is the mother ? ” 

Hearty, thank God,” said the girl. 

“ And yourself, Mary dear? " 

“ Oh, what would ail me ? — But teD me, what sort ox 
a place is Dublin ? — and how did you like it ? — and did 
you get me the riband ? ” 

It’s my sisther, sir," said Rory to his guest, paying 
no attention to the numerous questions of ftlary, who now, 
for the first time observing the strangf r, dropped a short 
curtsy to him, and said in a subdued voice, “ Yoursarvant, 
sir * 

“ Run on, Mary dear, and tell the mother we're cornin’ 
said Rory, acoompanying his words ivith a significant pinch 
on Mary's elbow, which meant, " Make the place look as 
dac<mt as possible.” 

Mary ran hastily forward, fully understanding Rory’s 
telegraphic communication; anti when the travellers 
reached the cottaae, they found the mother and Mary in 
that pccidiar state of action which in the polite world is 
called ‘'hurry-scurry;” and the dragging of chairs and 
stools, ijramming of things into corners, and slapping alrout 
with the ends of aprons, testified their ahxiet^ to receive 
ao unusual a visiter with proper honour. 



When they entered, the widow first received her son 
widi the strongest evidence of a mother’s* afiection, kissing 
him tenderly j and with the reverential appeal to Heaven 
in’widch the Irish peasantry so much indulge, she said, 
'* God bless you, alanna, you ’re welkim home ! ” She 
then turned to the stranger, and in that soft accent of her 
country which so well expresses the gentlest emotions of 
human nature, she said, in tones that would liavo almost 
conveyed her meaning witliout words, “ You ’rc kindly 
welkim, sir.” 

The stranger expressed his thanks ; but, notwithstanding 
the manifest commotion which his arrival occasioned, he 
was too polite to seem to notice it, and did not, as a vulgar 
person always does, overload the people with requests not to 
trouble themselves on Ms account. 

He quietly took a seat; and Rory, with instinctive good 
breeding, took another, and continued to discourse with his 
guest. Now and then, to be sure, he could not help casting 
his eyes towards his mother, who was bu.sy iti all sorts of 
preparation, and asking, “ Can 1 help you, inoth(-r dear } ” 
But the answer always was, — 

‘■'No, alanna. Sure you’re tired afther your journey ; 
and Mary and myself will do every thing ; and sure it’s 
glad we arc to have you, and proud that the gintleinau is 
corac with you, and only hopes he ’ll put up with what we 
can do : but sure, if the onthertainment is poor, the welkim 
is hearty, any how.” 

*The stranger assured her of liis sen.se of her kindness. 

“ If we knew of your cornin’, sir, sure we could have 
ha<l a couple of chickens ready ; and if the gintleman 
would wait a bit, sure it is n’t too late yet, and can have a 
rashir and egg in the mane time.”, 

“ My dear ma’am,” said the .stranger, “pray don't think 
of chickens to-night: the fact is, I’m very hungry, and I 
don’t know a better thing than a dish of rashers and eggs, 
which has the great advantage, besides, of being got rea(iy 
sooner.” 

Bashers and eggs were accordingly got read^ irnme* 
oiately; ind w^iile the mother was engaged in the culinary 
department, Mary spread a coarse but white cloth upon the 
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table, and taking ^own from a cleanly-scoured dresser some 
plates of coarse delf, arranged the table for the supper. 
This the hungry travellers discussed with good appeti^ 
and much relish ; and after many relays of the safSuiry 
viands had vanished rapidly before them, a black bottle of 
whiskey was produced, and some hot punch being made, 
Kory’s guest protested he had eaten one of the best suppers 
he ever made in his life. 

Kory and his mother and. sister were lavish in their 
compliments to the stranger on being so easily pleased, and 
uttered a profusion of wishes that they had better to offer. 
This by their guest was pronounced impossible ; and when 
at last the stranger retired to bed, they parted for the night 
with the highest opinion of each other,—he in admiration 
of their hospitality, and tliey of his condescension. 

Rory then, v/ith his mother and sister, drew rotnid the 
fire, and, relieved from the presence of a stranger, indulged 
in that affectionate family gossip which always is the result 
when one of the circle has returned from a temporary ab¬ 
sence. Rory sat on a chair in the middle, his sister on a 
low stool beside him, with one hand resting on his knee, 
and her pretty eyes raised to his, in open wonder, only to 
be exceeded by the more open wonder of her mouth, as 
Kory tohl sometliing of what he had seen in Dublin. The 
widow, on the other side, .seated in a low easy chair of 
platted straw, looked upon her son with manifest pleasure; 
and while she led Kory into a digression, by asking him 
how he managed “ the little hmsincss ” about the lease, 
Mary filled up the interval very agreeably by looking with 
ecstasy at the roll of riband which her brother brought her. 
'J'his was a great delight to Mary : — it was nil pedlar’s 
trash, — no common thing bought at a booth in a fair, — 
but a real downright metropolitan riband, “brought all the 
way from Dublin to herself.” Wasn’t she happy i* And 
maybe she did n’t think how she’d astonish them next 
Sunday at chapel ] 

Kory told them how he met the stranger he brought 
home, add of the accident which led to it, and ]Jrai^ed liim 
to the skies for his liberality and gentlemanly conduct,— 
swore he was of the right sort, and said, he ivas one for 
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whom a poor man ought to lay down his life. Such was 
Rory’s opinion of the stranger he had met, and who was 
jgtrocluced lo the reader in the first chapter under the title 
«of'dfo “ Scholar.” How lie acquired this title will be 
subsequently seen. 

The trio talked on until the embers on the hearth were 
quite burnt out, and it was at an advanced hour in the 
morning that they separated and retired to their slumbers, 
which were sound, because their lives were healthful and 
innocent. 


CHAPTER V. 

WHISKEY vr.lisos SMAIX-rOX. —GHIBBKUISII VKUSDS nU NCH. - A 

SECKF.T WITH TWO HASDI-ES TO IT, WHICH OUa HEUI) AND IllS 
SISTEJl LAY HOLD OF. 

Tub next morning the tPidow O’M'ore and her son and 
daughter arose refreshed and light-hearted, hut not so their 
guest: he awoke with the burning thirst, intense lieudach, 
and deadening sensation of sickness, which are tlie precur¬ 
sors of fei’er. It was early, and from tlie silence that 
reigned in the cottage he concluded no one had yet risen. 
He endeavoured to .sleep, but tlie effort was vain : he fell 
hut into a confused dozing, filled with broken images, 
confused recollections, and wild imaginings, from which lie 
started but with an increased sensation of illness upon him ; 
and even when the inhabitants of the cottage rose they came 
not near him, wishing to leave him undisturbed after his 
fatigue. At length, on his hearing Rory’s voice, he exerted 
his so as to make himself heard ; and when Rory entered, 
lie percciveil, from tlie heavy eye and altered eountenance 
of tlie stranger, tliat he .was unwell. 

'' God be good to us ! what’s the matthcr wdth you, 
sir ? ” said Rory.* 

I *m ill, very ill. O’More,” said the stranger languidly. 
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Well, don’ disturb yourself, sir, and you'll be betther 
by and by, plaze fiod ! ” 

“ I ’rn afraid I’ve caught the small-i)ox,” said the 
stranger. 

“ I hope not, sir: don’t be thinkin’ o’ sich things. Sure, 
how would you get the small-pox } ” 

“ From a beggar in the crowd ere last night, when we 
alighted at the inn. I remember shuddering at the mention 
of the disease when she spoke of it; and 1 fear I am in¬ 
fected with what I dread more than any thing under the 
sun.” * 

“ I had hetlbcr bring my mother to you, sir,” said Rory, 
“ for sbo is very knowledgeable in sickness, and undlier- 
stands the arihs ” (iierbs) ; and with tiicse words he left the 
room, leaving the ])Oor sick stranger utterly at a loss to know 
what her knowledge of the Anibs, as he took Rory’.s word 
to he, could have to do with his illness. 

M'^het! R.try returned witli his mother, she asked the 
stranger (for so we shall yet continue to call him) how he felt. 
He told in what manner he was suffering, and she replied 
by pro])osiiig to him to take a glass of whiskey. The very 
name of the thing produced nausea to the sick man, who 
refused the offer with a shudder. 

“ Sec how you thrlmble, .sir!” said she. Indeed, if 
you b'liove me, a good big dhrop o’ whiskey is the best 
thing you could fake.” 

“ Don’t mention it, I 1)^ of you. I fear it is the 
small-pox f have caught.” 

“ Phiiit' Clod, I hope not!” said the widow : “ hut if it 
is, nos a finer thing in the world than a dhrop of whiskey 
to dhrive it out from your heart.” 

Thus she continued to urge the taking of ardent spirits, 
which, to this hour, in the commencement of every sick¬ 
ness atnongst the Irish peasantry, is considered the one 
thing needful, and for the reason the widow assigned in 
this case, namely, to “ dhrive it out from the heart.” The 
heart is by them considered the vulnerable point in sickness 

• He must have caught the disease earlier, as the Infection o^inall-pox doM 
Dot exhibit icgcir ao soon young gcntleitiL'ii arc not expected to be toe 

learned in auch cuttera. 
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as well as in love; so much so indeed, that no matter what 
disease they labour under, it is always called an “ impres¬ 
sion on the heart.” So understood does this seem to 
ZbSTospngst them, that evdh the part affected is not neces¬ 
sary to be named, and the word ‘ heart ’ is omitted alto¬ 
gether ; and if you ask “ What's the matter with such-a- 
one?” the answer is sure to be, “ He's got an impression.” 

Mrs. O'More,” said the stranger, “ I am certain it is 
the Binall-pox ; and while I may yet be moved, pray let mo 
be conveyed to the neighbounng town, to the inn, and lot 
not your house be visited with the disease and the con¬ 
tagion.'* 

“ Oh, God forbid that I’d do the like, sir, and turn the 
sick sthranger outside my doors whin it’s most in? wanted 
the caring for — and in an inn too 1 Oh, what wouid 
become of you at all in sich a place, where I w'oiild n’thave 
a sick dog, much less a gintleinaii, bchowldin’to ! Make 
yourself aisy, sir; and if it’s as bad as you think, we '11 
take care o’ you, niver fear.” 

“ 1 don’t fear,” said the stranger, affected by the widow’s 
kindnessbut it is not right that you should have this 
horrid disease under your roof, and all for a stranger.” 

“ Kee}> your mind aisy, dear, do,” said the widow ! — 
“ sure wc ’re all poor craythers, God help us ! — and if we 
did not help one another in our want and throuble, it’s 
the dark and blako world it wouhl be ! —and wliat would 
we be Chrishthans for ai all, if we h.ad n’t charity in onr 
hearts ? I beg your pardon, sir, for sayin' charity to a 
gintleman —but sure it ’a not charity 1 mane at all, only 
tiiidherness and compassion. And as for the sickness being 
undlu:r our roof, my childhcr, (Jod be praised! is over the 
small-pox — iv it be it — and had it light, — as well as 
my.stlf: so make your mind aisy, dear, and dhrivc it out 
from y.'jur heart with the whiskey. Well, well ! don’t 
shake your poor head that way; 1 won’t ax you to take it 
till you like it your.self: but whin there u- an impression, 
there’s nothin’ like dhrivin’ it out. So 1 ’ll lave you, sir, 
for a while — and see if you can sleep ; and I ’ll come in 
again by and by ;■ and if you want any thing in the inane 
time, you can jist thump on the flure. with the chair — 1 
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hove put it convajnient to your hand: — and the sooner 
you can bring yourself to take the sper’ts, the bettlier. 
Well, well! I ’ll say no more — only it’s the finest thing 
in the world, with a clove o' garlic, for worms or fayieer' 
to throw out the venom.” And so, muttering praises on 
her favourite panacea, she left the room. 

The illness of the stranger increased during the day, and 
in the evening he began to speak incoherently. The Widow 
O'More now thought it probably was the small-pox with 
which her guest was visited, and began to take the most 
approved measures that were in those days established for 
the cure of that terrible disease ; — that is to say, she 
stopped every crevice of the room whereby air could be 
admitted, opened the door as seldom as possible, and hfeaped 
all the clothes she could on the patient, and gave him //of 
drinks to allay the raging thirst that consumed him. Not 
content with heaping bed-clothes over the unhappy sufTerer, 
she got a red cloth cloak and wrapped it tightly round his 
body ; it being in those days considered that a wrapper of 
red cloth was of great virtue. 

Let the reader, then, imagine the wretched plight the 
poor stranger was reduced to, and what chance of recovery 
he had from such treatment. The fever increased fear¬ 
fully, and he soon became quite delirious. During his 
ravings he imagined the bed in which he lay to he a tent ; 
for, with national hospitality, he had been placed in the 
Itest bed in the house, with the flaring calico curtains before 
mentioned. 

Why is this tent square ? ” said he. 

“ Wliisht, wdiisht, dear,” said the widow soothingly. 

“ But w by is it square ? — And look here,” said he, 
seizing the curtain, — “why is nd> this while? why is 
my tent red ? — or is it the blood of tlie enemy upon it ?” 

“ God help the craythcr ! ” said the widow. 

Rory now entered the room ; and the stranger started up 
in the bed and said, Qui vive ? ” 

“ Sir ? ” said Rory, rather astonished. 

“ Alifi e'est m07i cnporal’’ pursued the sick man. 

“ Capnrul, 7)uus ar-ons vainc/i les Angfiiis ! — voUd lew 
sang and he shook the curtains fiercely. 
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“ Humour hiiUj dear,” said the widow to Rory ; “ the 
crayther’s ravin’: purtcnd you know all about it — that’s 
the best way to soother him.” 

i^ure I duiina what he’s sayin’ — he’s niuttheriu 
ghibberish there.” 

“ ’IVell, do you mutther ghibberish too,” said llio widow, 
and left the room. 

“ li^jmndes vite, caporal " said the invalid. 

Hullabaloo !” shouted Rory. 

“ Quest-cc gufi c’ast ?” 

“ Hullabaloo !” cried Rory again. 

“ Vouf! cteti Mranger,” said the poor sufferer; '‘ti'embkz! 
enclave, tremb/ez ! rendezvous!" and he jumped up in lH;d 
—rtndez au drnpean tricolor!" 

“A dhrop o' what?” said Rory. 

“ Vwc !o drapeau trieolor!" cried de l^acy. 

Rory left the room, and told his mother he believed 
“ the poor gintleman was railin’ for a dhrop o’ .‘■oinething.” 
Slie entered with more hot drink, and asked the sick man 
to swallow; “■ It’ill do yon good, dear,” s-iid she. 

“ Is there any thing you’d like betther, sir ? ” said Rory ; 
“and if it’s to be had I’ll get it for yon.” 

The stranger seemed to be recalled from his raving a 
moment by the sounds of another language upon his cars ; 
and looking wildly again at Rory and his motlier, and tile 
bed, he said, “This is not my tent—who are you? — 
where am T?’’—land he flung the bcd-clothcs down from 
him;—then seeing the red cloak wrapped round him, ht 
said fiercely, “Take this accursed cloth from oft' me,— 
I’m no slave of the English tyrants ;—where’s my blue 
uniform ?” 

“ Lie down, dear, li#down,” said the widow. 

“Never!” said the sick man,—“we'l. never lie down 
under tyranny !” and he attempted to jump from the bed. 

“Ilory, dear, liowld him,” said the widow,—^'howld 
him, or he’ll be out; and if he catches cowld, he’s lost.” 

Rory now by force held down the sufferer, who struggled 
violently for a while, but, beconiiug exhauiited, sanlj back 
on the bed atid groaned aloud. “ Ah ! I see what my fate 
is,—I’m a prisonei 'h the bands of the accursed English!” 
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For some time he now lay quieter, and Mai-y was left to 
watch in li s chamber while Uory was absent for some 
drugs his mother sent him for to the neiahljouring village. 
During her sojourn in the room, Mary often l)eard-‘ffie' 
Blran:;cr lamenting liis fate in a plaintive tone, and calling 
oil a female name in passionate accents. In this state for 
some days the patient continued ; his paroxysms of raving 
being hut varieties of lamenting his fate as a prihoner, 
calling for bis blue iiniform, apd invoking a femaie name. 
Fioin the nature cf all this raving, Rory and Mary drew 
each their own conclusions. Uory, from his knowledge of 
Ihe Gtranger’.s hearing and opinions before he fell sick, and 
from the tone of his subsequent delirium, suspected he was 
ail officer in the French army; and Mary, from his fre¬ 
quent. calling on a female name, had no doubt he wa.s in 
love. Now', to the end of time. Mary could never have 
gue.sscd at the stranger’s profession, nor Rory at the state 
of his heart: hut these are the delicate shades of dillerence 
that exist between the mind of man and woman. The 
sympathies of the former are alive to turmoil and strife j 
those of the latter, to the gentle workings of our nature; 
the finer feelings of a woman vibrate with magic qiiickne.ss 
to the smallest indications of affection; while man, like the 
war-horse of the Psalmist, '•sraelleth the battle afar off.” 

Both Rory and Mary were right in their conclii.sions : 
the sick stiaiiger wax an officer in the French service, and 
also w’as in love. 

IVitb respect to the love affair, the tangled business may 
go tangling on, as the more tangled such affairs become the 
better; but of the stranger's name and purjio.ses it i.s time 
the reader siiould he informed. 


CHAPTER VI. 

IK WHICH A CKX'l'LEilAN WllITtS A LETTER AS LOKG AS A LADV’.?. 

« 

Hobacp. Dk Lacy was the stranger's name. Descended 
/rom the noble race of De Lacy, one of the original con- 
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querors of Ireland, he inherited all the fire and courage of 
his ancestors; but now, the descendant of the enslaver 
became the champion of liberty, and panted with as burn, 
ing u zeal for tlie regeneration of his country as his an¬ 
cestors had done for her subjugation, for Ireland was now 
his native land, and the remark so often made in the 
chronicles of England, that the descendants of English 
settlers in Ireland became more fierce in their rebellion 
than the natives themselves, was about to be once more 
verified in the jierson of Horace Do Lacy. 

Though an Irishman by birth, he had for some years 
been re.sident in France. There he imbibetl all the fierce 
enthusiasm to which the epoch of the French revolution 
gave birth, and the aspirations for universal liberty which 
fired his young heart were first directed to his native land. 
As early as 1794, communicaiions were carried forward 
between the disaffected in Ireland and the French exe¬ 
cutive: and Doctor Jackson, one of the agents at that 
period, was discovered, and w'ould have been hanged, but 
that he escaped the ignominiou.s death by swallowing poi.son 
in the dock, where he died in the face of his accusers auil 
his judges. 'Fhe death of Jackson produced a great sens¬ 
ation in Ireland. It made the rapacious and intolerant 
faction that tkon ruled the country, more insolent; and 
those who cursed their rule and endeavoured to overthrow 
it, more cautious. 

The result was fearful. Wrong was heaped upon wrong 
by the oppressor; — suffered in hopelessness, but remem¬ 
bered, by the oppressed. Each new aggression on the one 
side produced a debt of hatred on the other, and the ac¬ 
count was carried on with compound interest. 

In 17.97) another (#nmunication was opened betweeu 
the disaffected in Ireland and the executive of the French 
governmetst, and De I^acy was one of the agents. He was 
an officer in the French army, and volunteered to undertake 
the dangerous duty of visiting Ireland and England, with 
a viejv of ascertaining the probable likelihood of success in 
R revolutionary movement in the one country, and the state 

feeling ai regarded a desire of revolution in the other. 

In France, at that period, it is singular the total igno- 



ranee that existed with relation to the state of the united 
dominions of Great Britain. Repeatedly as they had been 
assured of the certainty of co-operation in a descent upon 
Ireland, and the futility of any sdeh attempt upon Englan^l, 
nevertheless the absurd scheme was entertained of letting 
loose some French desparadoes in Eng^nd, and carrying 
on a system of Chouannerie in that country. 

The most active and intelligent of the Irish emissaries, 
I’heobald Wolfe Tone, then resident at Paris, had repeat¬ 
edly assured the French executive that such a plan was 
worse than hopeless, but still they were not convinced; 
and General Clarke, then minister of war, because he bore 
an Irish name, and was of Irish descent, thinking he must 
know something of the matter, though he never had set 
foot in the country, helped to strengthen them in this 
belief, and notwitlistanding all the assurances and argu¬ 
ments of Tone, Clarke would not be satisfied of the truth 
of such statements without having an emissary of his own 
to visit the country and report upon it. 

De Lacy was the person who volunteered this service ; 
and, crossing the Channel in Uie boat of a smuggler, wlio 
knew the coast well, and was in constant habit of com¬ 
munication with* both England and Ireland,—^..but parti¬ 
cularly the latter,—he had been for some time in London 
and through the English provinces before he visited Ire¬ 
land. There he had hut recently arrived when Rory 
O’More met him as a travelling companion; and of the 
events of his journey since, tlie reader is in possession. 

What impressions his observations in England produced 
may be seen by the following letter, which was forwarded 
to France by a sailor on board a vessel which traded be¬ 
tween Dublin and France, under*. Swedish colours, and 

under the particular patronage of Lord-, then high 

in the government of Ireland, and the most vindictive 
enemy of the liberal party. 

It may be asked, why did Lord - permit, much less 
patronise, this proceeding ? It was because the vessel was 
cliartejed by a certain merchant to whom he was indebted 
in large loans of money; and the acoommadation thus 
afforded was partly paid by the exclusive permission of 
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trading with France thus granted by Lord-, whose 

influence in Ireland was then so paramount, that a word 
from him was sufficient to guarantee the safety of his 
•^O.end’s ship, by the willing blindness of the commissioner,s 
of customs, who always treated this make-believe Swedish 
vessel with the rgost exemplary indulgence. Certain in¬ 
telligence from France, too, was procured in this way : but 
while the noble lord and his party thus obtained inform¬ 
ation, they little dreamed that the same channel was used 
for the transmission of intelligence between their enemifs. 

In the packet of information that follows, the reader 
must not be .startled at its high-sounding style; the tone 
of the period w'as extravagant, particularly in France ; and 
De Lacy was of that age and of that profession which de¬ 
lights in flourishes whether of trumpets or words. The 
packet was addressed to a certain “Citizen Madgett” at 
Paris, well known in those days to the Irish republican 
party, and to whom General Clarke had desired lie Lacy’s 
communications to be made. Its contents ran thus: — 

You know witli what feelings 1 left France. I re¬ 
joiced there, in common with my fellows, 411 the trhimjjh 
that rigi\t had achieved over wrong; the majesty of 
human nature overcoming the king.s that would have en¬ 
slaved her; in the hriiliant era of retribution and resus¬ 
citation that more tlum redeemed the tyranny and .snff'erij'g 
that gave it birth. You know how 1 hoped, in the w'armth 
of my head and heart, that the rest of mankind should 
share in the blessings wc had so dearly purchased with 
our blood, and that man, freed from the thraldom of 
ages, should form but one family ; that the prejudices and 
distinctions of countries should be forgotten, and rege¬ 
nerated mankind, as one nation, kneel Pcruvian-like, to 
the newly-risen sun of their freodom. 

Ilut this glorious dre.am has been disturbed since 1 left 
you. 1 visited Fnglaud with the view of kindling on a 
thotj^sand altars ^le fire of lilKu ty that 1 bore with me from 
liberty’s own temple; but tlie moral as w'ell as the^natural 
atmosphere of Knglaud is damp and chilly, compared wiih 
the country of the vine, and I found myself a disappointed 
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enthusiast, with few or none to share in my raptures. Jly 
hymn of liberty ivas not half so cheering to me as the 
clank of John Hull’s chains to his own cars (and long 
enough they arc) j and a priesrt of liberty, like any othet 
priest, cuts a very contemptible figure without a oon- 
gregiition. 

“ So, after some little time, seeing the state of affairs 
stand thus, I began to look about me with more observ¬ 
ation. ' Perhaps,’ said I to myself, ‘ John Bull is like his 
own flint-stones, with fire enOUgli in him, only you must 
strike him hard ar;d so 1 laid myself out for observation, 
and wuis on tlic alert for every grievance. 

“ 1 was baffled in making any great advances towards 
siiy oiyect, and after some time fruitlessly spent, it struck 
me that tiie capital city of a kingdoln is not the place to 
judge of tl\e real state of a country, or measure tiie feel¬ 
ings of the peo])le. Here,’ said I, ‘ in London, where 
pern hitVL' their palata-s-, and merchants their mansions: 
whi.re watseful ivealth and lavish luxury deprave the whole 
community, and blinding the citizen to the real state of 
things, make him believe, because he is a sharer in the 
plunder tiiey aft* wasting, that he is a gainer hy their ex¬ 
travagance ; — here is not the place to hoite for the altar 
of Ireedoai, and the rights of regenerated man to bo re- 
^pectod. ’riie Londoner will enditre the abuses of his 
time because he enjoys from them a temporary benefit, 
and even upholds the very tyranny of which he himself 
will be the last to suffer. But to lx; the last in suffering 
is considered a wondrous 'gain iu cur contemptifile na- 
tuios. Mow like men are to children in such matters! 

I reracinb.ir, at school, hthv tlie timid boys hung back from 
a cup of medicine, or the cokl-luth, or punishment, and 
the wix'icli who was last (Ircnched witii rlmbarb, shoved 
into the river, or flogged, thought himself a clever I'cliow", 
and enjoyei! a sort of per ceutmje on the suffering that had 
gone before him. So is it,’* thought I, ‘ witll^l the Lon¬ 
doner: but I will go into the country, an.d then?, in tho 
interior of England, observe the canker that is at her 
heart; and wliile 1 observe the disease, 1 •will kiculcato the 
remedy.’ 
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“ With this view I quitted the capital and visited a vil¬ 
lage. The lord of the soil (one of tlie magnificent Eng¬ 
lish baronets) I knew was in the capital at the time, and 
from his neglected and forsaken tenantry I might hope to 
hear the murmurs of dissatisfaction and the desire of re¬ 
dress. But in this I was disappointed. I wished to see 
what extent of domain the aristocrat appropriated to his 
own enjoyment (when he was at home), and walked to¬ 
wards ‘ tlie Honor,' as it is ‘called, in expectation of seeing 
the shutters closed, and grass growing through the avenues. 
I leaped a fence, and proceeded through a rich field and a 
piece of beautiful plantation, until 1 was accosted hy a 
well-dressed peasant, who asked me, sqmewhat sturdily, 
what brought me there. I told him 1 was going to look 
over the grounds and see the house. He asked me, had ] 
got leave, and how did I get in? On telling him how', 
he said that crossing the ft-nce was not perniilted, and 
suggested my going back, I said, if the family were at 
home, I would not have taken the liberty to intrude; hut 
in their absence there could be no offence. ‘ Sir Richard 
is quite as particular when he is away,’ w'as the answer. 
‘ Is he so very churlish,’ said I, '^as to ol^ject to a gentle¬ 
man crossing his domain when he is at^y, and when his 
privacy cannot be invaded?’ ‘Oh, whether he's here or 
not, is no odds,' replied the man ; ‘ for strangers running 
in and out of the park would spoil it just as much, wiiellicr 
Sir Richard be here or no.’ ‘ Then he keeps up his park 
at all times?’ said I. ‘To be sure, sir, he do,’ said the 
man, looking at me as if he did not know whether I was a 
rogue or a simpleton. ‘ And may I not be permitted to 
wall; through the park ? ’ ‘ Why, sir, if you get leave of 

Mr. Lowniies, or Mr. Banks, or the steward, or the agent, 

or-’ And on he went, telling me how many people 

could give me leave, till I interrupted him by saying, 

‘ M'liy, you have a large establishment here.' ■ ' Oh, yes, 
sir,' said«he; ‘ it’s all the sTune, like, whether Sir Richard 
Ije here or no— except that there’s not the company at the 
house.’ ‘And who may you be?' I inquired. '■ One of 
the keepers, siiv’ ‘ AVell,’ said I, ‘ as 1 have no\ time to 
ask any of the people you have named, perhaps you would 
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be so obliging/ —and all the time I kept a telegraphic 
fumbling of my rigiit hand in my waistcoat pocket, — 
‘ you would be so obliging as to show me up to the house,’ 
and as I finished my query, I glided a half-crown back¬ 
wards and forwards between my fore-finger and thumb. 
‘ Why, sir/ said the keeper, ‘ as I sees you’re a gen’Jman/ 
— and he looked, not at me, but at the half-crown, —‘ I 
cawii’t see no objections;’ and a transfer of my money and 
his civility at once was effected. 

“ IMy guide led me through a splendid park towards the 
house: no grass growing through the walks, as I antici¬ 
pated, — but beautifully kept, as if the lord of the soil 
were present. We reached the house : no closed shutters, 
but half-open wdndows, and the curtains from within, 
caught by the breeze, peeping out to visit the roses that 
were jtceping in to meet them — a sort of flirtation be¬ 
tween the elegancies of the interior and exterior. 

“ On entering the house, I found myself in a square 
hall, lined tliroughout with oak. The ceiling was low and 
divided by richly-carved octagonal frame-work into com¬ 
partments ; the polislied floor was also inlaid after the 
same pattern, and the wainscot elaborately panelled and 
covereil with curious carving. Old suits of armour, cross¬ 
bows, bills, partisans, two-handed swords, and other wea¬ 
pons, were distributed around the apartment; and an 
enormous blood-hound lay stretched upon the floor, basking 
in the sun, and seemed a suitable tenant of this domestic 
irnmury. I strolled through room after room, and an air 
of habitual wealth prevailed throughout. 

“ There was an old library, with pieces of buhl furniture, 
and old ebony seats and chairs, with large down cushions, 
where one mightluxuriate inlearning. And this delightful old 
room lookedouton an antique-looking garden, whose closely- 
cut grass-plots were like velvets, and divided by high hedge¬ 
rows of yew, cropt as smooth as a wall. Then a large cetlar 
spread his dusky branches so close to the windows *as to c.x- 
clude some portion of the light, and produce tliat demi-jour 
so suitable to a place of study. There were picturej through¬ 
out the house, principally portraits, of which tlie English 
are fo fond — some of them very good, suflSciently so to 

6 
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be ■valuable as'worlts of art. Holbein and Vancl fke had 
immortalised some of the former owners of the Honor; 
and there they hung in goodly succession, liolding a place 
on tile walls of the chdleau they had successively been 
masters of. The seal of Time was on all this evidenee; — 
here from sire to son had plenty been transmitted, and 
wealth and comfort were hereditary. There was, withal, 
such an air of peace and tranquillity about the old place, 
that it was quite soothing: you could hear througli the 
open casements the rustling of the flowers in the ganlen, 
as the warm breeze whispered through tliem and wafted 
their fragrance into the library. Could one, at such a 
moment, think hopefully of revolution — where so much 
comfort existed, there also would exist the love of repose. 
I confess I was overcome by the influence of all I had 
seen, and convinced that Tone is quite right. On quitting 
the Honor, however, I considered that tliough the aristo¬ 
cracy might revel in such enjoyments as these, tlic great 
mass of the people would be willing to invade a repose 
that was purchased at the price of their labour and taxa¬ 
tion, and a system where the many were sacrificed to the 
few, ‘ It is not in Allenby Honor I must look,’ thouglit 1, 

‘ but in the village.’ 

“ Here, after days of observation, I confess 1 tliink tlie 
hope of revolutionising England quite absurd. The com¬ 
forts of the people are generally such, that men with less 
caution than the English would not risk the loss of them 
m the hope of sjieculative blessings. Their liouscs are 
well built, and so beautifully clean! —but not merely 
clean — a love of embellishment is to be seen : trailing 
plants perhaps festoon their windows round a bit of trellis, 
a white curtain peeping from within ; there is a neat 
paling round the house, and flowers within this fence; — 
the cultivation of flowers in the little gardens of the lower 
orders, bespeaks a country in contentment. Then the 
better ciass of dwelling, with its paved walk leading up 
from the outer gate through evergreens, and its bright brass 
knocker and bell-pull, and white steps, that seem as if they 
had been’-washed the minute before ; the window^ so clean, 
■with their Venetian blinds inside and fresh paint without; 
in short, 1 could not enumerate a twentieth part of these 
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trifling evidences that go to prove the ease and prosperity 
of these people. 

Their domestic arrangements keep pace with this out¬ 
ward show. They are universally well found in the 
essential comforts of life ; — they have good beds, are well 
clothed and well fed I saw an old fellow yesterday even¬ 
ing driving his water-cart to the river, and he was as fat 
and rosy as an alderman: the ctirt and the water-barrel 
upon it were nicely painted, and as the little donkey drew 
it along, the old fellow trudged beside it, comforting him¬ 
self with the support of a slick. Fancy a peasant with a 
walking-stick 1 — do you think that felJow would turn 
rebel r — never ! 

“ On a little green beside the village, some boys were 
playing at cricket: they had their bats and ball — poverty 
cannot he here when peasants can buy the materials of play 
for their children. Then the children seemed so careful! 
— the coats and hats they had taken off' during their ex¬ 
ercise were j)ilcd in a. heap at a distance, and when their 
game was finished, they dressed themselves with such regu¬ 
larity ! — and with what good clothes they were provided ! 

“ This is not the country for revolution !.— such is my 
firm conviction. There are some in England who hail 
with rapture the dawn of liberty, and wish that its splen¬ 
dour may lighten all nations; but that number is compa¬ 
ratively small, and 1 cannot wonder at it, after all 1 have 
seen. Believe me, there are few men in England like 
Horne Tooke. By the by, I must tell you a caiutal thing 
he said the other day. The coiiveisation ran u])on dadni- 
tions, and some one said it would be very hard to define 
what was treason. ‘Not at all,' said Hi^'iie Tooke: ‘it 
is nothing hut reason with a t to it.’ — Wasn’t it capital ? 

“ To conclude, — Tone is right. I repeat it, no hopes 
can be entertained of revolutionising England. 

“ 1 go to Ireland riext week ; and from all I can learn 
here, matters promise Iretter for us tkore. I carry this 
letter with me to Dublin, whence I shall transmit it to you 
by oiy Swedish friend. You shall hear from me again, 
immediately that I hare made my observations. 

“II. P. L.” 
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Now, bating the flourishes about fi' ejlom and regene¬ 
rated mankind, there is much good sense and shrewd ob¬ 
servation in this letter. It will be perctived, that however 
great his revolutionary enthusiasm, it did not carry him 
away into the folly of believing in impossibilities: lie saw, 
and said, that England could rwt be revolutionised, for her 
people enjoyed too many comforts to throw them away in a 
civil war. This temperate tone is noticed to the reader, to 
show that De Lacy was a trusty sgent in the cause he 
undertook; that, uninfluenced by his preconceived notions, 
and in the very teeth of his wishes, he saw England was 
beyond the reach of revolutionary influence, and pointed 
out the reasons why. Let the reader mark the calm and 
judicious observation of the man, for in due time another 
letter of his will appear, describing the state of Ireland ; 
and the influence of that letter will be the greater by 
remembering the foregoing one, and bearing in mind tlnat 
the same man, exercising the same observation, and vvitli 
the same desire to ascertain the real probability of success 
in a revolutionary movement, is the writer. The wislies 
and hopes of the republican were utterly overthrown by 
the security and prosperity of England, but he found in 
the misery and misrule of Ireland the ready materials for 
a country’s convulsion. 


CHAPTER VII. 

A MAK OF LAW AHD FHFSIC. 

** He was a man to all the country dear**' 

Da L.vov’s fever continued to rage, and his raving to pro¬ 
ceed in their usual course. Two things were in his favour: 
his fury at the red cloth obliged the Widow O’More to 
give up that hope of recoveriug her patient; and ’all her 
ingenuity could not ialuee him to take whiskey, even in 
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the most ;lilutcd.form. Sometimes, when the poor sufferer 
had beei> ealling for drink for some time, the cunning pre- 
scriher ^vould enter with a vessel of liquid containing a 
])ortion of the favourite medicine, and hoping that tin* an¬ 
xiety for any alleviation of thirst would make him swallow 
it witlioiit examination, she would say — “Now, dear, 
here 't is for you. Dhrink it up at once, — dhrink it up 

Poor De Lacy would seizq the vessel with avidity, and 
make a rush with open mouth upon it; but the moment 
the presence of whiskey was apparent, he would refuse it. 
In mere charity, at last, though without any hope of doing 
him good, the widow made him some plain two-milk whey, 
and this he swallowed with that fierce desire for drink that 
the thirst of fever or the Desert only knows. 

llory procured the drugs his mother ordered at the vil¬ 
lage, and brought them back to her with all the speed that 
might be. What they were it is needless to know, and 
perhaps the Faculty might or might not be benefited by 
the knowledge; but as vaccination has triumj)hed over the 
terrible plague that then scourged matikiiid, it is unneces¬ 
sary to seek what were the nostrums the widow employed 
in her medical capacity. 

“ \Flio do you think did I meet at M'Garry’s to-day, 
whin 1 wint there for the physic?" said llory on his 
return. 

‘‘ Arrah, who thin ? ’’ said his mother. 

“ Sweeny ! ” 

“ Is it Sweeny ? ’’ 

Divil a less ! ” 

“ 1 'wondher he isn’t ashamed to go theidace, the dirty 
scut! His father was a 'pottekerry, and he must turn at- 
turney ,• and instead of follyin’ his dacent father’s business 
before him, and attindin’ to the ’pottekerry in’, it’s the 
'turneyin he must be afther — bad luck to him ! — and 
instead of doin' people good, and curin’ them of any thing 
might come over thim, he’s doin’ thim all the harm he 
can, atvi laving them without any thing over them, — not 
as much as a blanket, much less a house. * His*father used 
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to cause ’ructions*,*but he’s risin’ them< and, as I said 
before, 1 woiulbcrhe’s not ashamed to go into the owld 
shop, for it ought to remind, him that he might Iw a dacent 
’pottekerry, iiisti-ad of a skrewging 'turiiey, as he is: and 
more betoken, tlie di^y little ’turney to .set up to be a 
gintleman, and for tldii same to change his blts.sed and 
holy religion, and turn prod’stant! Oh, tlie little vaga- 
bone! ” 

Now it will ho seen the widow wound up her philippic 
against Sweeny liy placing the heaviest ofFcoco the last; — 
‘'lie turned prod’atant; ” — this was the great crime in 
tlie widow's eyes, and indeed in tlio.se of mo.st of the people 
of her cia.s.s. Sweeny i iighf have robbed all Irel.uid, and 
suffered les.s in tiieir ojiiiiinii than by the fact of hi.s going 
to cliurcl^ Poor Ireland ! —the great question of a inaii’s 
vice or virtue, fitness or unfitiiea.s, talent or stupidity, wis- 
doii! or folly, treason or loyalty, was tiii.swcred in those 
days by the fact of ivhether he went to a proustaiu church 
or a catholic chajicl. 'J'lio two sects disliked each other 
equally ; but the protestant born and bred was not iialf so 
much loathed as the apostate wdio rciioiaired' tin; faith of 
liis fathers for “ the fie.sh-jiots of Kgypit; ” and the Ko- 
rnan catholics were the more jealous of tiii.s defectien, be¬ 
cause they never had any converts from the protestants in 
return, and for the best reason in the world, — t/n.rc tvac 
nothing to he nuide hg it. • 

Now it was by a proce.ss of consecutive reasoning that 
Swt^ny had renounced physic and poiiery, and as.snmed 
the attorney and ascendency. He g.ive up tin? healing art 
becau.se lie saw his father could make nothing of it. 'flow 
could he } APlVeii a jiopulaiinn is so ]>oor as not to be able 
to afford the necessaries of life, they cannot be expected to 
command the remedies against death : if they cannot buy 
bread, they will hardly buy physic. So Sweeny the younger 
turned his attention towards the law, which is an amuse¬ 
ment that those who have someiliing to lose deal in, and 
tlierefore, belongs more to the richer classe.s, —or, as they 
call diemsclyes, the hetler classe.s. 

Now as these better (alias richer) classes in Ireland were 

* HucUoii a breaking out, a disturbance; 
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on the side of the protestants. Sweeny thought that con. 
forming to the church as by law established would bo a 
move in his favour^ and accordingly he (to use the words 
of a paragraph in one of the government papers of the 
day) “ renounced the errors of the church of Rome, and 
embraced those of the church of England.” 

He had lived, long enouglt witn his father to pick up a 
few words of apothecary Latin, and these he mixed with a 
vile jargon of his own, which he imposed on people for 
medical knowledge ; and althdugh as ignorant as a liorse in 
every way, he had the impudence to enact the ainaicur 
doctor, and gave advice gratis in physic to his clients in 
law. '^I'his dablding in doctoring ])ermitted him to indulge 
iira ruling pro])i'nsity of his nature, wliich was, curiosity : 
while he played the doctor, ho could j)lay tlie inquisitor ; 
and by Ids joint possession of cunning and impudence, it is 
surprising liow he used to ferret .out ititelligence. He 
seldom ventured on giving prescrijUions of his own, and to 
avoid this, he always recommended some patent medicine, 
a .supp'y of which he kept by him to furnish to his friends, 
and he charged them a handsome profit on the same. He 
would say, — 

“ ISJy dear ma’am, don’t be going to that dreadful 
M'Garry ! You ’ll ruin your health — your precious 
health ! you can’t depend ujioii his drugs at all; he has n’t 
them pure — how could he, poor creature ! 1 would give 

you a recipe if his drugs could he depended u])on ; but 
they jxjsitively cannot. Suppose now, rriy dear ma’am, — 
suppose your little nerves got out of order, and I wi.shed 
to give you something of an al/uvuitiii(/ nature, I might 
wish to exhibit a small dose of hippopnlamux, and most 
likely lie, not having the article in his cornucopia, might 
give you uo.r populi. Now only fancy your swallowing vox 
popuU instead of hippopotamus I There's no knowing 
what the consequence might be; perhaps utter prostitution 
— prostitution of strength I mean : —only fancy ! I tell 
you, W'Garry is dangerous ; besides, M'Garry keeps the 
rost-^ffice, — and how can a man mind the post and his 
profession ? — or, as the Squire most fassyetiously said the 
otlier day, ‘ How can he be at his two posts at once? ' Ha, 
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ha! Very good— -wasn’t it? Capital, I think. But, 
to he serious, M‘Garry ’a dangerous ; he ’U better throw his 
physic to the dogs, as the Bard of Devon says, for 'tis fit 
for no one else. You had. better let me send you a little 
hox of pills, and a bottle of that thing I sent you before; 
they are patent medicines, and must be good. Y ou liked 
the last — did n’t you ? Tastes rather strong, you say ,• so 
much the better —make you strong; very nice though. It 
is an expensive medicine, rather ; but what o’ that in com¬ 
parison to your precious health ? Better than Ijeirig poi¬ 
soned with vox populi.” 

Thus would this impudent and ignorant vagabond talk 
his vile rubbish to the fools who would let him send them 
his patent medicines, and charge them in his bill. 

IV’hen Sweeny saw Kory O’Morc getting drugs at 
M‘Garry’s, he asked him who W'as ill. Rdry, not liking 
him, and aware of his prying nature, wished for reasons of 
his own that he should not know for whom they were in¬ 
tended, as he thought it possible the animal might pay a 
visit to the cottage on the plea of giving ailvice, and see 
the stranger, and what would be worse, henr him raving 
too : and llory’s surmises as to the profession x)f his guest 
made him anxious that tliis should not be. He accordingly 
evaded all the questions of the medical attorney as well as 
he could, and left him without giving him any inform¬ 
ation on the subject. But this was quite enough to excite 
Sweeny’f suspicion, and set his curiosity craving ; and so 
he rode out the next day to pay llory’s home a visit, and 
ferret out tlie mystery. On arriving at the house, he hung 
his liorse’s hridle-reins over a hook near the door, and 
bolted into the cottage at once. Ilory, his mother, and 
sister, were all there; therefore, it was a plain ease that 
none of the family were ill. 

“Good me.row, widow,” said Sweeny in his politest 
manner,— “glad to see you well, ma’am,— and you, Mary 
O’More— Well and hearty;—all well, I see,— glad of it. 
j|^as afraid some one was sick — saw Rory getting drugs 
^yiarterday—just dropt in as I was coming by, to see could 
i^wTer any a(|vice : who’s sick?” ' 

“ Thank you, iVlr. Sweeny, I’m oblceged,” said the 
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widow coldly; “I just wanted atlirifle o’ physic, and so llory 
wint for it:” and'she bustled about, evidently having no 
inclination to enter into conversation with him, and letting 
him see that such was her intention: but Sweeny was not 
to be put off BO. 

“ Can I do any thing in the way oi advice, Mrs, 
O’More ? ” 

“ Yis, indeed, Mr. Sweeny, you can ; and I think I ’ll 
be going over to you, to ask about a little bit o’ law soon, 
for I' in having an alteration Kfede’ in my lase." 

‘'Yes, yes, — certainly — law business — certainly — 
always ready, Mrs. O’More: but I mean in the medical 
way,—you know I'in ■skilful in that way, Mrs. O'More,— 
and as there’s some one sick here, if 1 can be of any use, 
I’ll be most happy—most happy, Mrs. O’More. 

The widow saw there was no evading the attorney, ant 
so she said a traveller had been going the road, and was 
taken ill, and they took him in and put him to bed ; but 
“ it would n't signify, plase God ! and he’d be well enough 
in a day or two.” 

“ If I can be of any use. I’ll see him with pleasure.” 

“ Thank you, sir, but I gave him something myself that 
I know will do him good — obleeged to you all the same.” 

“ Is ho poor.^ ” said Sweeny. 

“ I never asked him that,” said the widow reproachfully. 

“ Of course—of course;—but then I mean, you might 
guess.” 

“ Guess ! ” said llory, who hai}^ been eyeing Sweeny all 
this time with a sidelong glance of contempt, — “ Guess! 
— why, tliin tare an ouns! do you think the man’s a 
riddle or a conundherum, that we’d be guessin’ at him } ” 

All tlie time this conversation was going on, Sweeny 
kept rolling his little grey eyes aliout liiin; an^ at last he 
spied I)e I.acy's portmanteau, and approaching it directly, 
and laying hold of it, he said, “ This is the traveller's port¬ 
manteau, I suppose ? ” 

“ Well, and what if it is ?” said Rory. 

“ OJij nothing—nothing,” said Sweeey, who had turned 
It over and over to look for a name or initials f but there 
were none: “no harm in my asking, I hope?” 
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“ Nor 1 0 good, either,” said Rory. 

“ Only, by this portmanteau, the travelkv is a gentle¬ 
man, I perceive.” 

“ Well, he’s not the worse of that,” said Rory. 

'' Any thing 1 can do for the gentleman, 1 ’ll he most 
nappy,” said Sweeny, who always laid a gentleman under 
obligation if he could. 

“ Thank you, sir, but he’s very comfortable here, I 
can tell you, and sha’n’t want for any tiling,” said the 
widow. 

“ I’ve no doubt of that, Mrs. O’More; but if I could 
see him, jierhaps I might be able to give some little advice. 
Is he in that room ? ” said Sweeny, pointing as he spoke. 

“ He’s asleep, and must n't be disturbed,” said Ivory. 

Just at that moment De Lacy’s raving took a noisy tuiii, 
and ho became audible to Sweeny. 

“ There,” said Sweeny, “lie’s awake,—now you can 
let me go in and be was advaneiiig to the door, when 
Rory steiiped "between, and said the patient shouidn’t be 
disturbed, at the same time be turned towards his mother, 
and made a grimace, as much as to say, “ Sweeny must 
not be admitted.” The widow griiiiutd, and hlinki'd hei 
eyes, .as much as to say, “lie .shall not."—“ V’ou see, IMt. 
Sweeny,” said site, “the poor gintleinan’s ravin’, and 
does n’t like sthraugers.’’ 

“ ILaviiig!—ho, ho!—fever — dangerous, Mrs. O'More, 
— take care, take care.” 

“ 1 've taken every care, .sir.” 

“ lJut fever, Mrs. O’iMore; — have you given 
esciiig drinks ? ” 

“ lie has all he W'ants.*' 

“ you should write to his friends, and tell them j — 
may\A;, you know;—I ’ll write to them, if you like.” 

“ And charge six-and-eightjience for it,” said Kory aside. 

“ l).i you know his name? ” 

“ No,” said Rory very short; “we didn’t ax him any 
impid’iit questions.” 

“ Rory, my man, don’t be unreasonable, — don’t be in a 
passion ; — maybe a person of consequence — bis friends 
in a state of suspense. He’s raving : now all you have to 
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do is to open his valise smd examine his papers, and find 
out who he is. I ’ll do it for you, if you like." 

Rory’s rage now hurst its hounds. The prying imper¬ 
tinence of Sweeny he bore so long as it merely amounted 
to his personal annoyance; but when he made the last 
proposition, Rory opened upon him furiously. 

“ Why, thin, do you take me for such a mane-sperited 
dog, that while a sick man was on his back, I’d turn spy 
and thief, and brake open his portmantle and hunt for his 
saycrpts ? ” 

“ My dear Rory-! ” 

“ Don’t dear me ! — Dear, indeed, — 'faith ! it's cJiape 
you howld me, if you think I’d do sitch a dirty turn, — to 
bethriiy the man undher my roof; — you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself! ’’ 

" Rut it’s a common practice 1” 

A common 'lumcy’s practice maybe, — or a common 
thief’s practice.” 

“ Hillo, Rory ! ” 

“ Oh, to the divil 1 pitch you and your hillo ! — I say, 
a common thief’s practice, again, — to break lochs or cut 
open Ijags, and pimji and sjiy ; — faugh on the man would 
do the like ! Tliroth, if 1 thought there was one dhrop 
o’ blood in niy body would consent to it, I’d open my 
veins till it was out. Oil, niunher, inurther, — to hear of 
sitch a scheming turn ! If I done such a rogue’s thrick, 
I'd howld myself disgraced to the end of my days, and 
think myself only fit company for Judas.” 

Sweeny was dumb-foundcred before the torrent of Rory’s 
honest indignation, and was about to make some shuffling 
rejily, when Mary O’More entered the cottage, she having 
left it a moment before, and said, " Run, run, Mr. Sweeny! 
there’s your horse has got his head out of the bridle, and 
is run into tlie field.” 

Now it was Mary herself who had loosened the bridle 
from the beast, and let liirn escajie, for the purpose of 
getting rid of their troublesome visitor. 

Swcei^ cut short his discourse, and darted fioin tlie 
house, pursuing his hor.se into the field, \fhereTie airived 
in time to see him rolling over in great glee, much to the 
ficnefit of a new saddle. 
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Sweeny shouted, " murder! ” and it was some time 
before the horse could he caught, even with the assistance 
of Rory. "When he was secured, the saddle was discovered 
to have been split by'the horse’s tumbles; and when 
Sweeny got into his seat and turned homewards, he saw 
Mary O’More showing her white teeth in a most undis¬ 
guised laugh at the result of her trick, which Rory rejoiced 
in equally. 

After I)c Lacy had suffered under dangerous fever for some 
time, the eruption made its appearance, and he was soon 
out of danger. lie had no other aid in his illness than 
that of the widow’s simple remedies, which, backed by a 
good constitution, carried him through, and now quiet and 
patience were all that he required. 

As. soon as he recovered his senses, it was some time 
before he could perfectly understand how he came to be in 
Rory O’jMnre’s cottage ; but a few words from his kind 
host gradually gave tlie key to memory, and lie was en¬ 
abled to recall the circumstances that preceded his illness. 
After this he was for some time sUent, and then lie asked 
wliat was the day of the month. On being told, he knit 
his brow, and seemed to undergo some feelings of dis- 
apjiointment, to which an cxpre.ssion of great anxiety suc¬ 
ceeded. 

“O’More," said he at last, “shut the door. C’omc close 
to me ; I want to ask you a question, and 1 charge you, 
as you hope for salvation, to answer me truly. I know 1 
liave been out of my sense-s, and I suppose 1 talked a 
great deal while I was so. Now tell me honestly, did any 
thing remarkable strike you in my raving ? " 

“ Ves, there did, sir,” said Rory, smiling at De Lacy, 
and looking straight into his eyes with that honest look that 
honesty alone can give. 

There was a soothing influence to De Lacy in the ex¬ 
pression of that smile and look, and a peculiar intelligence 
in them, that showed him Rory knew' the drift of ha 
question, by having fathomed the circumstances of hi* 
situation.’’ i 

' I’m kure you guess what I am,” said De Lacy. 

“ Shouldher arms, — whoo ! ’’ said Rory, laughing. 
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De Lacy smiled faintly at Rory’s mode of illustrating 
his knowledge. 

“ You are right,” said De Lacy, "and you know I’m 
not a soldier of King George.” 

Rory sang in a low tone,— 

« Viva la, the French is coining — 

Viva la, our friends is thrue; 

Viva la, the French is coining — 

What will the poor yeomen do ? ” 

De Lacy nodded assent, and smiled, and, after a short 
pause, said,'" You ’re a sharp fellow, O’Morc.” 

" 1 ’ve been blunt enough with you, sir.” 

"Honest as the sun,” said Ue Lacy. “Now tell me, 
do the women know any thing about this 

“ Not a taste; they suspect you no more nor the child 
unborn : only, Mary says-" 

" Vl’hat ? ’’ said Ue Lacy, rather alarmed. 

" That you ’re in love, sir, — beggin’ your pardon.” 

“ Oh ! that’s all. Well, she's right too. Why, you’re 
a sharp family altogether.” 

" Divil aniuch sharpness in that,” said Rory: “sure whin 
there’s the laste taste o’ love goin', the wind o’ the word 
is enough for a woman. Oh ! let them alone for findin’ 
out the soft side of a man’s heart! — the greatest fool o' 
them all is wise enough in such matthers.” 

“ O’More,” said De Lacy, after another pause, “ you ’re 
a united Irishman.” 

Rory smiled. “ Now it’s your turn to be sharp,” said 
he. 

“You are a united man, then } ” said De Lacy. 

“ To the core of my heart,” replied Rory with energy, 

" Then my mind’s at ease,” said De Lacy ; and he held 
out his hand to O’More, who gave his in return, and De 
Lacy shook it warmly. 

“ God be praised, sir ! ” said Rory: “ but how does 
that set your mind at aise ? ” 

“ Because you can fulfil a mission for me, Rory, that 
otherwise must have failed ; — that is, if, you^ll under¬ 
take it.” 
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" Undhertake it! — I’d go to the four corners of ;he 
earth in a good cause.” 

“ You ’re a brave fellow !” said De Lacy. 

Hut M'ill you tell me, sir,” said Rory, “ is the French 
cornin’ in airnent to help us ? ” 

“ No dotibt of it, Rory,— and you shall be the joyful 
messenger of their coming, by doing the errand 1 wish 
for.” 

“ Oh ! but that'll be the proud day for me, your 
honour 1 ’’ 

“ Well, then, there’s no time to lose. I asked you the 
day of the month a few minutes ago, and my heart sank 
within me when you told me the date ; to-morrow I am 

bound by promise to be in the town of-, where an 

agent from France is waiting, who bears intelligence to 
Ireland. It is impossible for me to go;—now will you 
undertake the duty, Rory ? ” 

'‘With all the veins o’ my heart!” said Rory, “and be 
proud into the bargain.” 

“ Go, then,” said De Lacy, “ to the town of-, and 

there on the quay there's a public-house.” 

“ ’Faith, there is, —and more," said Rory. 

“ The public-house I mean hears a very odd sign.” 

“ 1 ’ll 1)0 bound I know it,” said Rory, whoso national 
impatience would not wait for De Lacy’s directions ; I 'll 
engage it’s the Cow and the Wheelbarrow.” 

“ No,” said De Lacy, who could not Itelp siniiiiig at the 
oddness of the combination in Rory’s anticipated sign, 
“it is not; but one quite as queer; the Cat and Bag¬ 
pipes,” 

“ Oh, that’s a common sign,” said Rory. 

“ There arc a great many very queer things common iu 
Ireliind,” said De Lacy, who even in his present weakened 
state could not resist his habitual love of remark. “ You 
are well acquainted, I see, with the town,” be con¬ 
tinued. 

“ Indeed, and I’m not,” said Rory ; “ I never was there 
but wanst, and that happened to be on the quay, by the 
same token, where I remarked the Cow and the Wheel¬ 
barrow, for it’s a sign I never seen afore, and Is mighty 
noticeable.” 
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" But tluit is not the sign of the honsc you are to go to, 
remember.” 

“ Oh, by no manes, sir; the Cat and Bagpipes is my 
mark.” 

Yes ! and there ahoui: the hour of six in the evening 
you will see a party of three men.” 

“ But if there’s two parties of three ? ” said Rory. 

“You can distinguish our frien4f by contriving, in the 
most natural way you can, — I mean, so as not to excite 
oliscrvation from any one but those who will understand 
and answer your signal,—=to say. One, two, three, in their 
hearing ; and if those whom I expect you to meet should 
be there, you will be spoken to by them, and then you 
must introduce into whatever you say to them these words, 
Thei/ were very Jine ducks. They will then leave the 
public-house, and you may trust yourself to follow wherever 
they lead.” 

“ Now, how am I to make sure that they are right ? ” 
said Rory. ^ 

“ You have my word for their being trusty,” said De 
Lacy. 

“ Ob, sir, sure it's not your word I’d be doubting ; 
but 1 mane, how am 1 to make sure that it is the right 
men I spake to ? ” 

Tlieir noticing your remark will he sulfieicnc; but, 
as a further assurance, they can return you the united man’s 
signal and grip. Give me your hand,” said De Lacy, and 
he clasped the extended palm of Rory. 

“ That ks the grip,” said Rory, “ sure enough. AYhy 
thin, how did you eomo by that, sir ? ” said Rory ; “ tare 
alive ! are tlic French united Irishmen 

“ Not exactly,” said De Lacy, smiling; “ hut the 
chosen know your signs. Now 1 ’ve told you all that’s 
requisite for your mission: when you give these signs, 
they whom you '11 meet will tell you what is requisite 
for me to know, and you can bring me back the intelli¬ 
gence." 

“ I ’i^e no time to losa," said Rory ; “ I must be off to¬ 
morrow by the dawn.” 

“ Will your mother or sister suspect any tiling from your 
'absence ? ” 
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“ Why, sir, the thruth is, neither mother nor sisther 
ever questioned me about my incomin’s or outgoin’s ; 
though they have, av course, observed I was not always 
reg’lat, and women is sharp enough in sitch matthers ; but 
they suspect something is going on in the counthry ; how 
could they help it ? but they know it is in a good cause, 
and that (/w;/ have no business to meddle with it, and so 
, the fewer questions they ask, they think it is the betther. 
They know men must do what becomes men ; and though 
the mother and sisther loves me as well as ever a son or a 
brother was loved in this wide world, they would rather set; 
me do wliat a man ought to do, and die, than skulk and live 
undher disgrace.” 

I)e Lacy was touched by ibis simj)lc expression of the 
^ivalrous feeling which existed throughout this humble 
family, and, after Rory assuring him he would do his mis¬ 
sion, and telling him to " keep never minding" to the mo¬ 
ther, he took his instructions once more, and recommended 
De Lacy to go to sleep. ^ 

It was evening; so Rory bade his guest good-niglit. 
" You won’t see roe agMn till afther I come back ; make 
yourself aisy, sir. The thing will be done, dejjend upon 
that; above all, say nothing to the mother ; she ’ll ask me 
no questions, and I ’ll tell her no lies.” With this wise 
saying, Rory left De Lacy, who soon slept, from the 
fatigue which the excitement lu? had just gone through 
produced. 


CH.iPTER VIII. 

“_^BEITANMA RULES THE WAVES.” 

It was in the grfty of a fine autumnal morning, about a 
fortnight previously to the scene and time just recorded, 
that a swift lugger was seen dashing the spray from her 
beautiful ’«iow6 as she sailed through a fleet of stately men- 
of-war that lay in the T»el. The lugger made for the 
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shore, and when close in, dropped her anchor ; and her 
small boat being lowered from her stem, three men entered 
it, and it was pulled swiftly to the beach. To one who 
knew not that a craft like the lugger required a numerous 
crew, it might have been supposed, when tho.se three men 
left her side, that every living thing had departed from 
her; for the stillness which prevailed within her was pro¬ 
found. There she lay on the placid water, quiet a.s the 
element she floated on, without sign or a sound to indicate 
that she was the den of many a daring ruffian. 

About noon, the boat reapproached the lugger, with two 
additional persons, and after hailing her, and remaining a 
few minutes under her quarter, again pushed oft', and made 
for the centre of the fleet, where the flag of Admiral 4e 
Winter floated from the ma.st of the Vryheid, — a splendid 
seventy-four. 

Three persons from the boat went up the side of the 
admiral’s ship, two of whom were admitted to the admiral’s 
cabin ,• the third, the commander of the lugger, waited on 
the deck until those he brought from the shore should 
command hi.s presence below. And these two were per¬ 
sons whose names are well known in the eventful history 
of the period, and on their heads was the price of blood, 
— Theobald Wolfe ’rone, and Lewines : the former, an 
exile for some time from his country; and the other, more 
recently an envoy from the executive of the disaffected 
party in Ireland, 'fone had obtained rank in the French 
army, and was at this moment on tjie etat major of the 
armament destined for the invasion of the kingdom of 
Great Britain ; though at what point that invasion might 
take place was not as yet decided ; — it being matter of 
dispute whetlier the expedition should land on the English 
coast, or in Ireland; whether it should strike at the vitals 
of Great Britain, or assail her from the extremities. 

General Hoche, who was only second in fame to Bona¬ 
parte, was anxious to do something brilliant, while the 
fame of his rival’s Italian campaigns made Europe ring 
witli wjnder ; and as the prevalence of contrary winds had 
prevented the expedition sailing for some w^ks for Ireland, 
he made the daring proposal of landing in Lincolnshire, 

6 
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and marching direct on London. A ygar before, his ex¬ 
pedition, which sailed from Brest for Ireland, was utterly 
defeated by contrary winds ; and as the same element 
seemed, as usual, to interpose a providential barrier between 
England and her foes, he, with that impatient thought so 
eharacteristic of genius, suggested the idea that as the wind 
did not blow in favour of the course they wanted to steer, 
they should make it subservient to another purpose, descend 
on llie most open quarter, and trust to the fortune of war ; 
for he burned that some great achievement of his should 
prevent his name being overshadowed by the freshly- 
springing laurels of Napoleon Bonaparte. 

Against this preposttfrous notion of carrying England by 
^ coup de main, 'J'one had always argued strenuously; hut 
he found such a singular ignorance of the state of England, 
as well as Ireland, to exist amongst tlie French, that it was 
with great difficulty he could make Generai Iloclie listen to 
a word against his newly-conceived expedition. It was, 
therefore, with great pleasure lie had the letter of De Lacy, 
bearing so strongly on this pohit, put into his hands tluit 
morning by the commander of the lugger, and he lost uo 
time in laying it before the authorities in command of the 
expedition, to dissuade tliem from a course that he knew 
could be no. other than ruiimus. 

. Wlien he and Lewiiies entered the cabin of the admiral. 
General Hoche and Dacndells were looking over a map of 
England ; and Admiral De Winter, witii his second in 
command. Admiral Storey, were examining charts of tlie 
Britisii Channel and the North Sea. 

“You see 1 ’ve not given it up yet," said Hoche viva¬ 
ciously to Tone. 

“ I perceive you have not, general,” said the latter ; 
“but I think this will decide you:” and he presented to 
him the letter of De Lacy. 

Hoche pounced uiioii it, and began to devour its con¬ 
tents. He passed rapidly on, till, stopiiing suddenly, he' 
asked, “ Who is this from 

Tone informed him it was from an agent of^ General 
Clark, who had been commissioned to inquire into the 
,truth of all the statements Tone had made to the Directory. 
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“ I reineinl)er," said Hoche ; and he resumed his 
readiup;.- 

A conversation ensued in the mean time between the 
admirals and the Irish emissarfes, until it was interniPed 
by Hoche exclaiming impatiently, “ Quc diahle ! VVhat 
have carved ceilings and handsome apartments to do with 
the mattter ? His oak ceiling is only good for burning ! 
VVhat nonsense!” And he threw down the letter con¬ 
temptuously. 

l‘ruy, go on, general,” said Tone. “ There is a good 
deal of detail, certainly, in the communication ; but if the 
writer has been careful and elaborate in his observations, it 
15 only fair to read them all to arrive at a just estimate of 
his judgment.” 

Hoche continued the reading of the letter, and as*he 
[iToceeded, his face became more thoughtful, he read witli 
deeper attention ; and when he had finished the perusal, 
he laid down the letter in silence, as if he had not the heart 
to say, “ I must give up my expedition,” although he felt 
it was hopeless. 

“ You see, general,” said Tone, “ the expedition to 
Ireland is the only thing.” 

“■ Whenever it can sail tliere,” said Hoche. 

That may be a month,” said Daendells. 

“ Or to-morrow,” said Tone. 

“ This south-westerly wind is blowing as if it had set 
in for it,” said the admiral, shaking Ips head, as if he 
doubted Tone’s hopeful anticipation, 

“ d'lie tronjis have been now embarked nearly a month,” 
said General Daendells, “ and though amply provisioned 
for the prabablf! necessities of the expedition, it is impos¬ 
sible their stores can last m\ich longer; and whenever they 
become exhausted, I doubt how far our government would 
deem it jirudent to advance further supplies," 

“ General Daendells,” said Hoche, “ it has appeared to 
me, latidy, that the Batavian republic seems to have a 
jealousy that her army should be led by a general of France 
in an affair that promises so much glory, and I should not 
wonder that much further delay iu the sailiu^of the expe- 
d:tion might prevent this noble undertaking altogether. 
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Now, I would not for the glory of C'ffisar.that ray pergonal 
fame should interfere with the great cause of universal 
freedom ; and if you think that your legislative assembly 
•w(fhld he more willing to pUrsue this enterprise if it were 
under the command of one of its own generals, I will 
withdraw my itretensions to the command, and give all tlie 
chance of the glory to you.” 

“ You are a noble fellow,” said DacnJells, extending his 
hand to Hoclic ; “ there may be some truth in what you 
say, and I shall never forget'this act of generosity on your 
part^ for none can deny that you, from your efforts made, 
and disappointments endured, in this cause, deserve to reap 
all the laurels that may be mine in the result. This is tiie 
greatest of your conquests, — you have triumphed over 
your ambition ! ” 

Tone was affected almost to tears — he could scarcely 
speak; but, struggling witli his emotion, he said, ‘‘ Ge¬ 
neral, my country will never forget this noble conduct on 
your part. lYe knew how brave you are, but we did not 
know how generous ! ” 

“ Who hi ought this letter? " said Hoche, wishing to 
turn the conversation. 

“ De Welskein, the smuggler,” said Tone; and he 
wishes to know whether he may promise speedy aid to the 
sufferers in Ireland, for they are beginning to be impatient 
of it.” 

“ The moraent^he wind permits, they shall have suc¬ 
cour,” said Daendells. “ Is it not so, admiral?" said he 
to De Winter. 

“ Certainly,” answered the admiral. “ Is the smuggler 
on board ? ” aJded he, addressing Tone. 

“ Yes, admiral.” 

“ Then I wish to speak to him ;” and the smuggler was 
ordered into the admiral’s presence. 

D^ Welskein was a Frenchman, though bearing a Dutch 
nuftlrit^e was one of the many desperate characters that 
the f*5^ich revolution produced. A fellow of loose habits 
and desperate fortunes, he took to smuggling, as the 
readiest modk of indulging the one and repairing the other; 
^ had also a love of fimsse, and a spirit of intrigue, tliat 
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diis sort of life esabled him to indulge in ; and he was the 
most active of the agents in carrying on intelligence be- 
* tween France and Ireland at that period ; — not that he 
cared for the Irish, not that he had a moral sensibility 
within him to desire the liberation of the veriest slave, — 
but that it gave him an opportunity to smuggle and in- 
trigtie. Many a turbulent spirit in Ireb.nd who longed for 
an outbreak of rebellion, and who looked to France for aid, 
courted Monsieur De Welske\n as emissary from the land 
of promise, and he made them, through this hold upon 
them, more ready instruments in his smuggling specula¬ 
tions. 

Deficient though De IFelskein was in any moral appre¬ 
ciation of the beauty of freedom, he babbled in tlie jargon 
of his time about it, and shouted “ Five la iihvrti!” be¬ 
cause his lihertl- meant tlie absence of all restraint, human 
or divine ; and he had a sort of confused no'tion that a 
revolution was glorious, and tliat it was the business of the 
grande nation to revolutionise the world in general, but 
Ireland in particular, because it gave him a good opportu¬ 
nity for smuggling brandy and tobacco. 

I’liere was a species of melodramatic fancy about the 
fellow too — a propensity for romance and adventure, that 
lis connection with Ireland gratified. Besides, it indulged 
his vanity, as, in his present situation, Monsieur Eugene St. 
I'oix de AV'clskein was no small personage in liis own 
oitinion; he rhodomontaded about the fate of emph-es and 
tlie desiiniex of naiionx, as if he were a sucking Jupiter, 
or one of the French Directory. 

His names too were a source of rejoicing to him : Eugene 
St. Foix. The former he inherited from his father ; the 
latter was the maiden name of his mother, who was a 
washerwoman. De Welskein he did not much like ; so 
that his companions, when they wished to vex him, called 
him by his surname, while in moments of friendship they 
addressed him as Eugene ; but when they courted him, the 
heroic title of St. Foix was the one they preferred. To 
be surc^ they sometimes called him, behind his back Sans 
Foi ; but in his presence he was fond of li&vinghis courage 
celebrated under the name of Sans Pear : so that St. Foix 
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sans penr vras a flattering address sometiiaes made to him; 
— but though St. Foix was certainly sans peur, he was not 
sans reproche. 

When De Welskein entered the cabin. Admiral De 
Winter asked him, had he seen the English fleet? 

He answered, that he had passed them in the nigiiU 
Then you could not count the number of their ships ?” 
said the admiral. 

“ 1 was sufficiently near in the morning to see them,” 
said the smuggler, “ and 1 think they are eighteen sail.” 

“ Eighteen ! —are you sure?” 

“ I think, eighteen ; 1 ’m almost sure.” 

“ Frigates, or line-of-battle ? ” 

Most line-of-battle.” 

“I sec he has observed them,” said the admiral, “for I 
could perceive, even from the harbour, with a glass, that 
tliey were All line-of-batllc:—but 1 could only ntake out 
fitteeii ; they must have been reinforced. Some of their 
shijis wore in mutiny at the Nore; per))apa the ii'ut’riy 
has been suppressed, an<l tliat accounts for the itu'rease of 
numbers.” 

“ That’s unlucky,” said Tone. 

“How unlucky, sir?” said Storey. 

“As long as our fleet had a Buperiority, there was a 
cha»ce we could force our passage ; but-” 

“Sir,” said Storey, “you mistake very mttch if you 
think we would shrink from contending with aij equal, or 
even superior number of the enemy. J wi.sh for nothing 
better than to be broadside to broadside with them.” 

'fills was the bravado of the man who, in about a month 
after, deserted De W’iuter in his engagement with that 
identical fleet, and literally ran uwop with his division of 
the Duteh force from the enemy he vaunted himself so 
eager to engage_So much for braggarts ! 

“I’ardon me, admiral,” said Tone; “I hope neither 
you nor Admiral dc^Vinter”—and he bowed defeientially 
to that gallant officer, as if it were to him rather than to 
Storey he apologised —“ I hope you do not sujiposp me so 
unworthy as to iliidervalue the bravery of the Dtitch navy, 
at the same time tliat 1 consider it a matter of importance 
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we should reach Ireland without an engagement, as by that 
means our force will be undiminished; and I wish that 
the army landed should be as large as possible, for the 
affair will be the sooner decided, and thus an effusion of 
blood will be spared, — and I wish from my heart that in 
my poor country as little blood as possible may be shed." 

“Jlah !" said Hoche ; “you can't malre omelettes wi(h~ 
out breaking of eggs." 

“Adjutant-General,” said De Winter to Tone, “Ido 
not misapprehend you: there is no denying tliat the 
English are a brave enemy, and Admiral Duncan is a gal¬ 
lant and able officer. I shall not seek an encounter with 
him until I land your expedition,—but 1 shall certainly 
not shun it.” 

Thus spoke the man of true courage, who fought his 
ships gallantly in the subsequent actioti, even after the de¬ 
fection of the braggart who deserted him. 

Tone tapped General Hoche on tlie shoulder, an<l led 
him apart for a ferv words in private, the door being open 
that led to the stern gallery, they walked forth, and Tone 
began an energetic atldress, reqnc.sting thS general to dis- 
inade the admiral as much as ])ossible from an eiigagmnent 
with the Engli.sh fleet. “ I,ot the troops be landed in 
Ireland,” said he: “on the land you are invincible, as tlic 
English are on the seas. Fate seems to have given to them 
the dominion of the oct>an:*' Mark me — my won® arc 
proplunic — so sure as tin's fleet shall eng.ige the English, 
so .surely shall it be beaten !” 

“ De IFinter i.s an able officer,” said Hoche. 

“lie is,” said Tone, “and a brave man, I am certain, 
from Ids moderate manner; while 1 doubt very much tlsc 
courage of that flourishing geiiticiriari. But have w'e not 
the example of repeated engagements to show us that 
Great Britain is an overmatch for every nation on the seas.? 
and it makes rny blood boil to think that while her fleets 
are freely manned by Irisbmeu, the land that gives them 
birth groans beneath her ojipression. Ireland heljis to 
gather laurels for Britain’s brows, but not a leaf of the 
chaplst is given to her ; she .shares in winning the victories 
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that enrich and aggrandise the Queen of the Ocean, but is 
allowed no portion of the fame or the presperity.” 

“Be not thus agitated,” said Hochesoothingly, touched 
by the fierce enthusiasm with which Tone uttered the latter 
part of his address c when once this armament lands in 
Ireland, there is an end of Great Britain’s domination." 

“ Ay, when it lands,” said Tone, with a voice in which 
impatience and hopelessness were strangely blended. “Ob! ” 
said he, stretching out his hands to the expanse of sea and 
sky before him — “Oh! ye elements — ye mysterious 
agents of Heaven! why do ye interpose your potent shield 
of air and foam between England anij her foes ? You 
blasted the Armada of Spain ; I saw you scatter the ships 
of France at Bantry ; and now this gallant fleet, with fifteen 
thousand chosen men, who burn for the liberation of my 
country, is chained here by an adverse wind for a whole 
month ! Ireland, my country, I fear you are doomed !" 

llis hands dropped to his side, his head sank on his 
chest, and he stood with bis eyes fixed on the ground. 

“ Hally, man—rally !” said Hoche, slapping him on the 
shoulder; “why, adjutant-general, I have never seen you 
thus before!” 

“ Whenever I think of the fate of that unhappy country, 
it breaks my heart! But I’ve done:—only, for God’s 
sake. General Hoche, dis.sua(le them from a sea-fight; we 
are |jpned if they attempt it." 

Hoche and Tone now re-entered the cabin. They found 
He Winter and Daendellc giving instructions to the smug¬ 
gler. De Winter desired him to put hir.iself in the 
way of the English fleet, and give them some false 
information. It was planned that De Welskein .should 
pass the English squadron in the night, and towards morn¬ 
ing sail bac;k again, as if he came up Channel, and tell the 
English admiral that he saw a French fleet at the Channel’s 
mouth ; this mi^it give him an idea that the Brest fleet 
had got out to .sea, which would serve to divide his atten¬ 
tion, and possibly draw him farther off the coast, and leave 
a ])as.,age from tlie Texel more open, in case the wdnd 
should change so as to favour such a movement. , 

General Uaendells told him to assure the Irish of speedy 
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succour, for that fifteen thousand men were embarked for 
that service, and only waited a fair wind to sail. A few 
lines to De Lacy, from Hoche, was all the writing the 
smuggler bore, and he left the ship on his mission. 

Such were the plans that were proposed; such were the 
promises made. What was the result ? 

The wind continued foul a fortnight longer; in all, six 
weeks. The provisions for so large a number of troops, 
as well as seamen, became exhausted ; the troops were re¬ 
landed; the expedition to Ireland was given uj),—and 
England again was spared the danger of a formidable in¬ 
vasion into a disaffected portion of her kingdom. 

The night the troops were 'disembarked, Tone went to 
his tent with a heavy heart: the next morning he saw the 
pennants of the fleet turned towards England. 

The breeze which the d;iy before would have made his 
blood dance, had he felt it on the deck of the 'Vryheid, 
now only made his heart sick ; he stood on the beach like 
one possessed. After remaining motionless for some mi¬ 
nutes, he stamped fiercely, clenched his teeth, struck his 
forehead with his hand, and walked rapidly away; hut ere 
he descended a slight declivity that shut out the bay, he 
turned round aud cast a look of despair towards his 


country. 

Thus ended the second expeditipn undertaken for th^ 
invasion of Ireland; and the gallant Hoche, within ▼ 
month after, was no more — cut off in his prime of man¬ 
hood and ciireer of glory by the hand of the assassin ! * 
And what was the fate of die fleet? 


Admiral De ITinter, tlie October following, sail'd from 
the Texcl, met the English squadron under Admiral Dun¬ 
can, and fought like a hero;—but Storey deserted him. 
De Winter, nevertheless, maintained a fierce engagement 


against superior numbers: but tlie prophecy of Tone was 
fulfilled; after a well-contested fight, the Dutch struck 
their colours, and the flag of England again floated tri¬ 
umphantly over the seas. 


• Hoche’s life v*s attempted more then once. Hii death was atfrihuted to 
alow poiaon. ' 
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CHAPTER IX. 


TKK PR2TTY (iJRL MILXD^O HER COW. 

“ I fi;iw a young dnnisol,—*tw.is NArcc n ; — 
Her niigU‘18 did carelessly flow. 

Oh I how I a<lorc you, ina vourtfrt'tft 
Ma coUecn dkas crutlu'm na tnbho.*‘ 


Rohy O’Mobe left liis coifafi;e at an early hour tlie rnorn- 
ing after his conversation with De Lacy. For a few miles 
he followed the by-road that led from, his liouse, and then 
struck into a path through some fields, for the purpose of 
■making the high-road which W'as the direct way to the 
place of his destination. 

As he was walking briskly on, looking neither to the 
right nor the left, hut quite absorbed in the contemplation 
of the business be bad undertaken, his attention was sud¬ 
denly arrestwl by bearing one of those quaint and sportive 
melodics of his country, sung by a sweet voice. Ilory 
paused ; — he recognised the tones that had so often made 
his heart thrill with pleasure, — and running up the gentle 
hill before him, he beheld, as he topped the summit on the 
other side of the hillock, st-ated under the shade ol' a haw- 
lj|orn hedge, a bcautifuLpcasaiit girl, whose song proceeded 
irarrily, while she w’as milking her cows. 

Kathleen Ilegan wnts sitting with her back towards the 
point whence Rory approached ; so that he was enabled, 
unperceived by her, to gaze with pleasure on her sweet 
figure, and listen to her sportive song. 

Tliere s .a lad that I know; and I know that he 
Speaks softly to ric, 

U'lie cnMa-ma~chrce ! 

He’s the i)ride of my lieart, and he loves me well; 

.sCnt who tlic lari Is, I *m not going to tell. 

as straight as a rush, and as bright !is the stream 
That around it doth gleam, — 

Oh 1 of him how I dream ! 

I'm ,?3 high as his shoulder — the way that 1 kno''..’ 

Is, he caugfit me one day, just my measure to sliow. 
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He whisper'd a qiies'ion one day in my car: 

When he breathed it, oh dear! 

How I trembied with fear 1 

Wliat tile question he ask’d was, I need not confess: 

Hut tlie answer I gave to the question was, “ Yes.” 

His eyes they are bright, and tliey looked so kind^ 

Wlien I was inclined 
To speak my mind ! 

And his breath is so sweet — oh, the rose’s is less ! 

And how I found it out, — why I leave you to guess. 

rile seene was one to excite the imagination and charm 
the senses of one less keen to such pleasures than Kory. 
He could catch the aort scent of the morning breath of the 
cows, vicing in fragrance with the woodbine that was 
peeping through the hedge; at the same time that he could 
hear the sweet voice of the girl he loved, and see her bright 
ringlets curl down her graceful neck and beautifully-rounded 
shoulders. 

He watched her for some moments in silent admiration, 
and then stealing softly behind her and suddenly uttering 

Wow 1” the girl started, and in her moment of surprise 
Rory caught her in his arm.s and snatched a kiss. A 
hearty box on his ear followed the salute, witli the ex¬ 
clamation of, — 

“You divil ! how dar you !” 

“ I ktr-e. yon to gnesx'' said Rory, laughing. 

You’re mighty impident, .so you are, Rory,” 

“Arrah 1 how could I help it, Kathleen darlin’ }” said 
Rory with a look of admiration that would liave softened 
the anger of even a more cruel beauty than Kathleen ; — 
a look that appealed more strongly to the .self-love of the 
woman than the li’oerty taken had startled her modesty. 

“You’re very impident, so you are,”'said Kathleen, 
settling het hair, that had been tossed into a most becoming 
confusion over her face in the struggle. 

“You often towld mo that before,” said Rory. 

“ It doe.s not do you much good, thin,” said Kathleen. 
“You hear me, but you don’t heed me.” 

“ WlyV, if you go to that, how can I help myserf ? Sure 
you might as well keep the ducks from the watifer, or the 
bees from the flowers, as my heart from you, Kathleen.’ 
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“ Now, Rory, lave off!” 

“ By this light, Kathleen ! ” 

Now don’t be goin’ on, Rory 1” 

" There’s not a girl ——” 

“ Now, don’t be inakin' a fool o’ yourself and me too/ 
aaid KatH^n, 

“ If makin’ yon my own would be to make a fool of 
you, thin it’s a fool I’d make you, sure enough,” said 
Rory. 

• Rory,” said Kathleen rather sadly, “ don’t be talkin’ 
this way to me, — it's good for neither of us.” 

“ Kathleen darling!” said Rory, “^•what’s the inatther 
with you ? ” and he approadied her, and gently took her 
hand. 

Nothing,” said she, ‘^nothing,—only it’s foolishne.ss.'’ 

“ Don’t call honest love, foolishness, Kathleen dear. 
Sure, why would we have hearts in our bodies if we 
did n’t love ? Sure, our hearts would be no use at all 
without we wor fond of one another, Arrah ! what’s the 
inatlhcr with you, Kathleen ?” 

“ 1 must go home, Rory ; — let me go, Rory dear,” said 
site with a touching tone of sadness on the dvnr, as slu' 
strove to disengage from her waist, the hand that Rory had 
stolen round it. 

^ No, I won’t let you go, Kathleen, ma vonruccii said 
Rory, with passion and pathos, as he held her closer in nis 
embrace. “ Now or never, Kathleen, 1 must have your 
answer. You are the girl that is, and ever was, in the 
very core of my lieart, and 1 ’ll never love another but 
yourself. Don’t be afraid that I ’ll change ; I’m young, 
hut 1 ’m thrue : the blessed sun that sees ns both this 
minit is not thruer; and he’s a witness to what 1 say to 
you now, Katlileen asthore, that you are the pulse o’ my 
heart, and I ’ll never rest aisy till you 're my wife.” 

Kathleen could not speak. She trembled while Rory 
made his last address to her j her lip quivered as he pro¬ 
ceeded • two big tear-drops sprang to her eyes, and hung 
on their long dark lashes, when he called her ‘/pulse of 
his hcait/’ but when hr named the holy name of wife, 
she fell upon his neck and burst into a violent flood of tears. 
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Rory felt this was a proof of his being beloved; but 
it was not the way in which, from Kathleen’s sportive 
nature, he thought it likely she would accept a husband to 
whom there was no objection; and while he soothed the 
sobbing of the agitated girl, he wondered what could be 
the cause of her violent emotion. Wlien she became calm, 
he said, “ Kathleen dear, don’t be vexed with me if I took 
you too sudden: — you know 1 ’m none of the coolest, 
and so forgive me, jewel! I ’ll say no more, to you now ; 
— only give me an answer at 'your ow’n good time, my 
darling.” 

Kathleen wiped the tears from her eyes, and said, “ No, 
Rory, dear : you been plain with me, and 1 '11 be plain 

with you. As for myself-" she looked up in his 

eyes, and their soft and confiding expression, and the 
gentle pres.^ure of the hand that accompanied the look, 
told.more than the words could have done which her maiden 
modesty forbade her utter. 

"You love me, then?” said Rory with delighted 
energy ; and he pressed her to his heart while she yielded 
her lips to the pressure of a kiss.which the fire of pure 
love had refined from the dross of passion. 

“ Oh, Rory, — but my brother Shan ? ” 

“ Well, what o’ that ? " said Rory. 

“ Oh, you know, — you know,” said Kathleen mour^ 
fully. * 

“ Yis, Mary did n’t take to him ; but sure that’s no 
rayson.” 

“ Oh ! you don’t know him !” 

“We ’vo been rather cool, to he sure, since, but I never 
put coolness between me and him ; and if my sisther 
could n’t like him, sure that's no rayson to put between, 
you and me.” 

“ Oh, Rory, Shan is very dark ; and I'm afeard.” 

“ But why should he prevent our cornin’ together ? Sure, 
isn't there your motlicr ? " 

“ Oh, hut she’s afeard of him, and-’* 

“But how do you know he would make objections ? ” 

The p9or girl blushed scarlet as she said, “4Vhy, to 
tell you the thruth, Rory, and it’s no matther now that 
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you know it, afther what’s passed be ween us this morn¬ 
ing ; but Shan suspected 1 liked you, and he warned me 
it, and swore a bitter oath, that if ever I’d think of 
you, he'd-” 

“ What ? ” said Rory. 

“ Curse me,” said Kathleen ; and she shuddered as she 
said it. 

“ God forgive him ! ” said Rory solemnly. “But never 
mind, Kathleen; 1 ’ll meet liira, and I ’ll spake him fair, 
and tell him the thruth. ‘ jtnd when I spake to him like a 
man, he can’t be less of a man, and he would n’t be of so 
dark a heart to keep spite agen me because my sisthcr didn’t 
love him. 

“ It’s the kind and generous heart you have, Rory ; but 
I’m afeard it would be no use : at all events, don’t lie in a 
hurry about it; wait a bit, and maybe when he comes 
across some other girl that will wane his heart from the 
owld love, he may be aisier about it; but at this present, 
Rory dear, don’t purtend that you love me, nor let on wliitt 
you said to me this morning.” 

It’s hard to hide what’s in the heart,” said Rory ; “ for 
even if the tongue does n’t bethray you, it may peep out of 
your eyes.” 

“ But we shan’t meet often,” said Kathleen ; “ so there 
^11 be the less danger of that.” 

That's hard too," said Rory. “ But, Kathh'en, will 

you-” he could not finish the sentence, but Kathleen 

caught his meaning, and 'said,— 

“ You couldn’t say the words, Rory, — you were going 
to say, will I be thrue to you ? Oh, Rory dear! I have 
given you ray heart, because I could n’t help it, and I trust 
to you that you have given me yours ; and, oh ! <lon’t take 
it away from me ! I must hide my love for a time. I ’ll 
hide it as a miser would hide his gold; and oh, Rory ! 
don’t let me find the treasure gone wlien 1 may venture to 
show it to the day.” 

“ Kathleen darling! while there’s life in my heart, it is 
you are the queen of it.” 

“ Go,’now/” said Kathleen; {‘go, — don’t s'iay longer 
here; I would n’t have you seen for the king’s ransom,” 
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“ May the heavtjjis bless and keep you ! ” said Rory ; 
“ one more kiss, my own — own girl; ” and clasping her 
in his arms, they bade each other farewell. 

Rory hurried on with a rapid’ step that attiorded with 
the tumuli of his feelings, and was soon lost to Kath¬ 
leen’s sight. She looked after him while he remained 
within view, and then resumed her occupation ; but it was 
in silence. The sportive song had ceased — the light¬ 
heartedness of the girl had jiassed away even with the con¬ 
sciousness of a deejier pleasure. ’ Her task ended, she took 
up her jjail, and went her way liomewanis, but not with 
the elastic step with which she had trodden the wild flowers 
on her outgoing. 

A'V’lien Rory gained the high road, he pursued his way 
mechanically towards the place of his destination, without 
a thought of the immediate business he had in hand. His 
brain was in a whirl, and hi.s heart in a blaze ; and love 
and Kathleen Regan were (lie objects of his thoughts, and 
not conspiracies and his mysterious guest. 

His approach to the town, however, reminded him of 
the object of his mission, .and he proceeded at the appointed 
hour to the public house indicated by De Lacy. It was 
market-day in the town, so tliat the public house vi'as more 
crowded than on ordinary occasions ; and llory, when he 
entered, saw many persons engaged in drinking porter and 
whiskey, but mostly the latter. He cast his eyes about to 
see if such a group as he was instructed to look for was 
there, and more than one party of three was present; he 
therefore had to exercise his sagacity in selecting which of 
the groujis was the one to test by his signal, — and he was 
not long in deciding. It was at the further end of the 
room, where a small square window admitted as much light 
as could find its way through some panes of greenish glass, 
with bulls’ eyes in the middle of them, covered with dust, 
that three men were seated at a dirty table where a congre¬ 
gation of flies were finishing a pot of porter. The aspect of 
one of the men struck Rory to he “outlandish,” as he would 
have said himself, and the quick and restless twinkle of his 
dark eye spoke of a miwe southern climate^ ToHhis group 
Rory approached, and looking round, as it were to see where 
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he should Bit, he asked permission of the party to take share 
of their box—for the room was divided into such com¬ 
partments. They made room for him; and he, taking up 
the empty quart-pot on whose dregs the flies were regahng, 
knocked loudly with it on the table and started the buzzing 
nuisances from tlieir banquet, and being driven from their 
pewter palace, they alighted on the various little pools 
and meandering streams of various liquids that stood 
upon the filthy table, which seemed to be left to them as a 
sort of patrimony, as the fallen dates are to the wanderers 
in the East. The tender-hearted sthreel who was die Hebe 
of the house would not have robbed the poor flies of their 
feast for the world, by wiping the table. Charity is a 
great virtue! 

This dirty handmaiden came in answer to Roiy's tliump' 
ing of the quart-pot on the board. 

“ Loose wei e her tresses seen, 

11 or /one unbound.” 

Her foot was unsaiidelled, too; in short, she was, as 
Bory remarked to his neighbour beside him, “loose and 
careless, like the leg of a pot.” 

“ Wliat do yizz want” says Hebe. 

“ Something to dlirink,” says Rory. 

“ Is it a iJot, a pint, or a crapiier.^ ” says Hebe. 

“ I ’ll jist take the cobwebs out o* niy throat with a pint 
first,” says Rory. 

“ I ’ll sarve you immadiently,” says Hebe, who took up 
the quart, and to save time she threw out the dregs of the 
liquor it liad contained on the floor, and tlieii held it up 
inverted in a most graceful manner, that it might drain it¬ 
self chan for the next customer; so that her course might 
be tracked up and down tlic room by the drippings of the 
various vessels, and thus she, “ did her tpi/itiiig gently, 
dropping odours, dropping wine,” ale, and sper'ts. 

She returned soon with a pint of porter to Rory, who 
tiiok out a shilling to pay for it. “ 1 '11 throuble you for 
iiihe change, my dear,” said he. 

alfe went again to get the change, and, after some 
again returned, bearing two quarts of porter in one 
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hand, and a jug of punch hanging between the fore finger 
and thumb of the other, while a smell roll of tobacco and a 
parcel of halfpence were clutched in the remaining fingers. 
The liquids tnd the tobacco ahe deposited before a party 
that sat in a box opposite to Rory, and then, advancing to 
him, she flopped the halfpence down on the table before 
him, and putting her hand to her mouth, pulled out of it a 
piece of tin which she was pleased to c^l sixpence, and 
sticking it on the top of the halfpence, she said, “ There's 
your change, sir.” 

“It’s a tinker you have to make change for you, I 
b’lievc," said Rory. 

‘‘ How is it a tinker ? ” said tl)e damsel. 

Oh, I would n’t take that piece of tin from you for 
the world,” said llory ; “you might want it to stop a hole 
ill a saucepan, and maybe it’s coming aftlier me you'd lie 
for it.” 

“ I be long sorry to folly you,” said the damsel, 
saucily, and turning away. 

“ See, young woman,” said Rory— “don't be in sitch 
a hurry if you plazc — I gave you a good hog*, and 1 '11 
throuble yon for a good taisther.” 

“ I have n’t a betther to give you, sir — barrin, lialf- 
pence.” 

“ Well, I'm noways proud, so the halfpence will do for 
me ; good copper is hetthcr than bad silver, any day.” 

'I'he state of the .silver currency in Ireland at this period 
was disgraceful — so bad, t’iiat it left the public almost at 
the mercy of the coiners. When the irarwickshire militia 
went to Ireland, man\ of the privates, having been work¬ 
men in Birmingham, were very smart hands at the practice, 
and many stories art- current of their doings in this line. 
Amongst others, it .s stated that a party of these men in a 
public-house offered some bad money for what they had 
drunk; but the publican being on his guard, as their habits 
in this way were becoming notorious, refused several shil¬ 
lings one after another. Th^ soldier who offered them said 
the dealer in liquor was over-particular ; but he retorted, 

• The rflllling and sixpence were rellcil by tlm lowjr ordeai “hog” and 
tester. ^ 
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that they were so well known for thei tricks, it was neces* 
sary to be cautious. “ Well," said the soldier at last, 
“ here then, since nothing else will do;" and he threw 
down another coin, and a, very good-looking one it was. 
The landlord examined it for a while, but at last it was 
rejected. “What!" said the soldier, “ nor not (hat 
neither ! " " No," said the landlord. So a good shilling 

was obliged to be produced at last, and as the party left 
the house, the discomfited hero was heard to say, “ Well, 
I never know’d one o' Tom's-make to miss before." 

The girl brought back Rory the value of the sixpence in 
copper — or rather, much more than its value ; and then 
llory commenced reckoning his change, which was the 
means he had decided on for throwing out his signal. So, 
spreading the halfpence before him, he began, — 

One, two, three — there’s some sense in good half¬ 
pence ; one, two, three — jist as if I was to rob you of 
your tin, my good giil j one, two, three — phoo ! murdher! 
I’m mixin’ them all.” 

“ Arrah will you never be done reckonin’ them ! ” said 
Hebe impatiently ; " one ud think ’twas a hundher poun’ 
you wor countin', let alone change of a hog. 1 ’m thinkin’, 
it’s no great credit to your schoolmasther you are.” 

“ Fair and aisy goes far in a day," said Rory, again 
commencing to count his change. 

j “ One, two, diree;" and while he spoke, he looked at 
Jjhe dark-eyed man, in whose face he fancied he caught 
S^metlting of an expression of the intcEigence of his mean¬ 
ing, aild then he proceeded with his reckoning and dismissed 
the gitj. 

One*l)f the men now addressed him and said, “ You arc 
pai'llcular in counting your change.” 

“ Yes, indeed I am," said Rory, “ and 111 tell you the 
reason why: because I lost some money the otlicr day by 
not being ]iarticular in that same, when I was buying some 

“^(riie dark-eyed man looked aery sharply on Rory as he 
pr ^eded. 

“ To be rsure, I did n’t mind the loss much, .for the 
^cks was wortli'the money. They wor wry fine ducki.” 
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A still keener glance from the dark-eyed man followed 
Rory’s last words, and he rose immediately, and left the 
public house; his two companions did so likewise, and 
Rory lost no time in following ’ them. On reaching the 
door, he saw them standing together a few paces removed 
from the house, and on seeing him appear they walked 
down the quay until they arrived at a corner, where looking 
back to see that he followed, they turned up the street. 
Rory tracked them, and at another turn the same practice 
was observed by his conductors^ whom he continued to fol¬ 
low, dodging them through many an intricate winding, until 
arriving at a very narrow alley, they turned for the last 
time, and when Rory reached die spot, he perceived them 
about half-way up the passage standing at the mouth of a 
cellar • and the moment he appeared, they all suddenly 
descended. He followed fast upon them, and going down 
a steep and broken stair, entered a low*, door which was 
closed the moment he had passed it, and he found himself 
in total darkness. 


CHAPTER X. 

ly WHICH aoiiv HKAas and skks moke thak he bakgainko 

roll, AND FINDS IN CIIZ COHCDUSION THE TftDTH OP THE FBO. 
ViaiB, THAT FEOVIDENJE NEVEU SHUTS ONE DOOB WITHOUT 
OFENING AHOTHEh. 

WhiivK spots of red and green were dancing before Rory’s 
eyes by his sudden immersion from light into darkness, a 
voice close beside him said, — 

“ Ver glaad to see you.” 

" God sjiare you your eyesight! ” said Rory ; " I wish 
I could return the compliment to you.” 

Rory heard a low laugh in another tone, and then the 
former f oiee spoke again :— 

“ Whaat! you no glaad to see me ? 



100 no*y o'uoRE. 

" Faith, I would be very glad to see you ;■ but how can 
I see you in the dark ? ” 

“ Ho ! ho ! I see, you fonee feylow — ha^ ha ! ” 

“ Strek a light,” said aftother voice. 

‘MFait a minit—I'm geitiii’ the tcndlicr-box/' was 
the answer. 

The foreign voice again said, addressing Rory, 

“ You air waikome.” 

“ Thank you kindly,” said Rory; '' give us your fist.” 

“ Vaut you say ? ” 

" Give us your fist." 

“ He's biddin’ you shake hands wid him,” said a voice 
that had not yet spoken ; and Rory thought it was one he 
should know, though where he had heard it he could not 
rpmember. 

‘‘ Oh ! ” said the foreigner, “ donnee-moi la main." 

“ No, I dunna any man,” said Rory. 

“ Bah ! shek han’ wis me ! ” said the voice. 

Rory now stretched out his hand, and encountered an 
extended ualm which grasped his and exthangod with him 
tile grip 01 the United Irishman. 

This satisfied Rory all was right, and he now waited 
with patience for the light. The sound of a flint and 
steel, followed by a shower of sparks, showed that tlio 
process of illumination was going forward ; the tinder soon 
became ignited, and the sharp sound of blowing was soon 
followed by the lighting of a match—and the first face 
that its lurid glare fell upon was that of Shan Regan. 

Rory started: he was the last person ho expected to 
meet, and certainly the last he could have wished to see in 
that place. A coolness for some time had fe'xistod between 
them, as tlie rliader already knows ; and though Rory fully 
intended to do all in his power to remove it, and to meet 
Regan for that purpose as often as he could, yet on such an 
occasion as the present he could have wished him absent. 
His presence there, it is true, showed him to be engaged 
in the same cause as Roiy, and one at the first glance 
might suppose that this would have facilitated a reconcili¬ 
ation between them ; but on closer examination we shall 
"find this not to be the case. In all conspiracies where men 
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are linked together in a cause whose penalty is death, private 
friendship is desirable amongst its members, at least in its 
early stages, where fidelity is essential to its existence. 
Personal foes may fight side by side in the same cause when 
once a conspiracy arrives at its outbreak; but in its secret 
preparatory councils, a man recoils from- the contact of any 
but a friend. 

It was the consciousness of this fact, perhaps, that led 
to the ingenious construction of the plan by which the 
heads of the Society of United Irishmen contrived to organ¬ 
ise a great portion of Ireland. The system was this: 
There was a Chief Committee of twelve; each of these 
twelve was the head of another twelve, but between each 
knot of twelve there was no acquaintance—they were 
totally distinct from each other; so that an extensive rami¬ 
fication of union existed in parties of twelve, each obeying 
its own superior, through whom, alone, all commands and 
plans were conveyed. Each knot was thus a little band of 
Irieiids, and from their distinctness, the secret was the mere 
likely to be kept. It will be seen that by this means the 
Head Committee organised one hundred and forty.four 
members, whose knots of twelve each being multiplied, 
gives a force of twenty thousand seven hundred and odd 
men, and their multiplied dozens would produce nearly two; 
hundred an<l forty-nine thousand ; thus, at three removes 
from the focus of the system, a powerful force was at a 
muineut’s command, within whose several knots private 
friendship as well as the common cause was a source of 
utu'on and fidelity. It was only in the higher grades of the 
confederation that private signals existed. In the inferior 
classes, each dozen only knew their own circle; so that to 
whatever extent the system might be spr^d, each of the 
subordinate actors was intimate with no more than twelve 
persons, which tended at once to give greater personal 
security, and to prevent also a premature explosion of the 
conspiracy. 

This brief sketch of the system is given, to account fo» 
Rory not knowing Regan to l)e a United man, although 
living in the same district. Regan belonge^l to another 
circle; and it jvas from very different ‘desires that he wa* 
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af the association, and widi a very different set that he waa 
leagued. Rory became a United IrishnAn from other and 
better motives than Regan. However erroneous those 
motives might have been,' they had their origin in a gene¬ 
rous nature ; wild notions of the independence of his 
country were uppermost in die mind of Rory, while the 
mere love of licence was the incentive to Regan. During 
that terrible period of Ireland’s history, some of the in¬ 
surgents were pure, however mistaken enthusiasts ; while 
there were others whose lovq of turbulence was their only 
motive. Of the latter class was Regan: he had inherited 
from his father a comfortable farm, but his love of debasing 
amusements — such as cock-fighting, &c., the frequency 
of his visits to public-houses, and his attachment to dis¬ 
orderly company, had led him from the wholesome pur¬ 
suits that would have made him good and prosperous, to 
become improvident and embarrtissed. 

It is strange that whenever this takes place, a man 
mostly becomes an idler : the very fact which should warn 
him of his danger, and make him exert himself the more, 
generally operates in the contrary way. lie gives himself up 
as it were to ruin, and seeks in dissipation forgetfulness of 
the past and disregard of the future. This state of things 
lasts as long as there is any thing left to support him ; and 
when all is lost, he is then fit lor every sort of violence 
or meanness; — he must be cither a beggar or a des¬ 
perado. 

It was in the middle stage that Regan fell in with De 
Welskein. They were just the men for each other: — 
Regan was the head of a disorderly set of fellows, who 
were ready and active agents in assisting the Frenchman 
in his smuggling ; and, in return, the brandy, and tobacco, 
and merry-mamngs of the smuggler were ample temptations 
and regards for Regan. The debauched orgies of the 
cellar, where Rory i]ow found himself for the first time, 
wer qjHn tiliar to the unfortunate victim of idlenessj bad 
,co)srij|P|Band lawless desires. 

Wkiu^ he was often absent from home and neglected 
ms' husbandry, he still retained his farm; but his pay- 
iRients of rent became irregular, his farming stock grew less 
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by degrees; a caw, a sheep, a pig, was obliged now and 
then to be sacrificed to supply his riotous propensities, and 
his poor motlier and sister saw with sorrow their comforts 
lessening around them ; but they complained not, for they 
dreaded the fierce temper of Shan Dliu, or Black John, as 
he was called. It was not only the diminution of his 
worldly substance they lamented, but they felt that the 
most resi>ectable of their neighbours, one by one, dropped 
ofi’ from their acquaintance w'ith them; and this, to the 
sensitive nature of the Irish peasant, cuts deeiier than even 
want. Want, they are familiar with; they see it on ^kry 
side, and they can bear it with patience: but the social 
virtues flourish amongst them in the midst of barrenness, 
like the palms in the desert. 

Amongst tlie friendships which had decayed was that of 
the O’Mores. The widow loved her daughter too well to 
give her to a disorderly, tliough a comparatively wealthy 
peasant, as Shan Regan was when he asked Mary O’More 
for his wife; and Mary herself had an intuitive dislike 
for all that was gross, which revolted from Regan’s brutal 
nature. Rory, though he knew him not as a Jfriend at 
any period, —for the men were too unlike each other ever 
to liave associated closely, — yet always had recognised 
him as an old acquaintance whenever they met; but he 
never sought his company — for-Rory, though as full of 
fun, as fond of mirth, and loving his glass, his joke, and a 
pretty girl, as much a» enery Irishman ought to do, yet he 
reverenced the decencies of life too much to be a drunkard, 
a buffoon, or a debauchee. His acquaintanceship with 
Regan might have £one on, as far as Rory was concerned, 
jwst the same, quite uninfluenced by his sister’s refusal; 
but not so with the rejected one. He considered the part 
Mary had taken as a family affront; his pride (such as it 
was) was wounded more than his heart; or rather, it was 
his love for himself, and not for the girl, that suffered 
most. So he made a feud of the business, and included 
Rory amongst his foes. To this he was the more inclined, 
as h| suspected ConoUy, who was a sworn friend of 
O’More’s, to be his rival. 

From all these circumstances, it is no wonder that Rory 
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■Was startled at seeing Regan at such a time; but as he 
could not help himself, he determined to affect composure,, 
tvhich he was the better able to accomplish, as he had time 
to recover from his surprise before his presence was mani¬ 
fest to Regan., The scene that had occurred in the morn¬ 
ing, too, rendered him the more anxious to conciliate, and 
with a sincere wish to overcome the coolness that Repan 
had lately observed towards hipi, he advanced to liim with 
open hand and greeted him kindly. It was obvious, from 
t he; expression tiiat passed over -Regan’s face, tliat tlie 
TMCting was quite as startling and disagreeahie to him as 
it hadlieen to Rory, who continued still, however, theoft'er 
of his hand, and repeated his words of kimlly recognition. 
A cold reply was all that followed, though the hand was 
accepted : but there was no sympathy in the contact; the 
touch of friendship tvas wanting, — that touch whose sens¬ 
ation is so undeflnahle, but so well understood, — that 
natural freemasonry whicli springs from and is recognised 
by the heart. 

As soon as the light was struck, a lamp wat lighted in a 
ship-larrtem that hung from the low roof of the cellar over 
a coarse table round which benches of a rude construction 
were placed. Another person as well as Regan was pre¬ 
sent in addition to the three Rory liad followed from the 
pnblic-house ; and this man seemed more familiar with De 
'Welskein than any of the others, and sometimes addressed 
him in French. Round the cellar were some coils of 
rope; a couple of hammocks were hung in one corner ; 
two' or three kegs and some rolls of tobacco were stowed 
away under a truckle-bed in another quarter of the den ; 
and in a rude cupboard, coarse trenchers and drinking-cans 
were jumbled together, with some stone jars of a I'oreign 
aspect. After some bustle, pipes and tobacco were laid on 
the table, the stone bottles and the drinking vessels were 
taken from the cupboard, and De Welskein invited Rory 
to sit ^Owineside him. 

" Chmbe, you sair — seet down — here sometmg for 
you to drink — not nastee, like pobelick-house, bofe goot 
— Iia, ha f' No' doretee portere, bote brandee — ver goot 
and-nussing to pay.” 
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All the men sat dovru, and sending the stone jars from 
man to man, the cans were charged with brandy, slightly 
diluted with water from a black pitcher; pipes were 
lighted, smoking and drinking ‘commenced, and while a 
desultory conversation was kept up among the rest of the 
party, De Welskein questioned Rory as to tlte cause of his 
being the messenger to him. Rory made him acquainted 
with De Lacy's illness, ainf^the circumstances that led to 
his'being his guest; in all of which communication the 
person who spoke French assisled in making De Wels^n 
and Rory intelligible to each other. This was no 
easy matter sometimes; the Frenchman’s English bothering 
Rory uncommonly, as his name, did also. However, as it 
was necessary he should drink to the founder of the feast, 
he was obliged to make an offer at his name, and so he 
boldly took his can of grog in his hand and with his best 
bow said — 

“ Here's to your good health, Mr. \<^ilkison.” 

A laugli followed at Rory’s expense, in which the 
Frenchman »nly half joined, for it has already been no¬ 
ticed that his name was matter of anxiety to him ; so as 
soon as the laugh had subsided, he said, — 

“ No, no ! not dat my nem ;— De Welskein.” 

“ I beg your pardon, sir— but would you say that agin, 
.if you jilaze ? " 

The Frenchm.in now slowly and distinctly pronounced 
Isis name, giving the v) the sound of the v, which it 
assumes in Dutch names, and repeated, — “ De-Vel- 
skeen.” 

“ Thank you, sir,” says Rory, — “I ax your pardon, 
and again I say, Flere is to your good health Mr. Devil- 
skin.” . 

A roar of laughter followed this mistake of Rory’s, and 
all swore that tAat was the best name of all tlie others he 
enjoyed: but 'the Frenchman did not like it, and said 
impatiently, using his own language, as a foreigner gene¬ 
rally does when he becomes excited,— 

fion, non, mon omi/—■ Devilskeen! — non; 
e’est ‘ Poil-d^diable ! ’ — Sucre — quel nom ! ^ ‘ Poil-d^ 
ilabhJ’ you say not dat.— Pierre,” said he, addressing his 
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friend who spoke French, faitea-lui comprendre man mm— 
pas De Welskein, parceque e’est trap difficile, mais St. Four.” 
“ On Sans-peur," said Pierre, 

The Frenchman nodded assent and said, “ Bon.” The 
compliment appeased him. 

Pierre ntrtr told Rory to address De AVelskein by the 
favourite name of Sans-peur ; but fliis was as difficult to 
Rory as the other, and the, nearest approach he could 
make to it was “ Scamper.” This he varied sometimes 
into “ Sampler,” or “ Sandpaper,” as luck would have it. 

t Phile the drinking and smoking proceeded, De AVel- 
n told Rory of the intended expedition from the Texel; 
and when he had given him all the verbal instruction he 
tliought requisite, he entrusted him with the letter to De 
■Lacy from General Hoche. 

“ Tare an’ ouns !” said Rory; "is it the rale Gineral 
Hoche?” for Hoche’s name and reputation were well 
known in Ireland. 

“ Oui,” said De Welskein. 

“ AVhat do you mane hy we? — It ’-s not uz at all I'm 
axin’ about; but 1 want to know, is tliis lelthcr from the 
rale Gineral ? ” 

" Certanlee ! — oui.” 

“ Augh I what is he sayin’ we for ? ” said Kory, turning 
to Pierre, who was grinning at Rory’s mistakes and the 
Frenchman’s impatience. 

“He means, yes,” said Ifierre: “oui means yes,” 

“ Oh ! I ax jour pardon, Mr. Sandpaper ; — then tliis 
is the rale Gineral’s letther ! Oh ! to think that I’d ever 
see the proud day that I’d have a letther of Gineral 
Hoche’s in my fist 1” and he kissed k with rapture. 

The Frenchman cried '\Sacri!” and laughed at his 
enthusiasm ; and Rory proceeded,— 

" And will we see the gineral here, Mr. Scraper ? ” 

“Me fraid no!” said De Welskein; and he shook his 
head mysteriously and made a grimace. 

, “ What do you mane ?” said Rory. 

“ Me fraid he die.” 

“ Is it Ginei;pl Hoche die! — arrah, an’ what v.oold he 
die for ? ” 
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” Me tsinks he get vaut you call gunstump.” 

“ Gun — •what ?” 

“He as got (le gunstump in him.” 

“ (iod keep us!" says Rory, —r “ think o’ that! And 
where is it in him, sir? ” 

“ Inside, into his boddee.” 

“ Oil! murdher, my poor fellow ! to have the stump of 
a gun stickin’ in him !” 

“ No, no, de gun no’t stick in him — you mistak; it is 
vaut 1 vood say, dat he has de ticklehine.” 

“What is it he says about ticklin’?” said Roryfl| 
Pierre, who only grinned and enjoyed the mutual mistakes 
of the Frenchman and tlie Paddy. 

“ Mai d la poitrine,” said De Welskein. 

* “ That’s thrue, ’faith,” said Rory. “ If he’s so bad 
as that, his only dipindince is in the Padhereens, sure 
enough.” 

Peter (or Pierre) now laughed outright at Rory's blun¬ 
der, which must be explained. Padhureens is the name 
the Irish give to their beads, upon which they count the 
numher of Paters (or Pathers) they repeat, and hence the 
name Padhcrcens ; and Rory very naturally came to the 
conclusion, that,if a man was at the point of death, which 
Rory conceived to he most likely when he had the “ stamp 
of a gun stickin’ in him," the best thing he could do would 
be to say his prayers. 

De Welskein saw there was a mystification going for¬ 
ward ; so he said to Pierre, “ Expliques done ! ” 

“ IVhat he says is,” said Pierre, “ that the general has 
a consumption.” 

“Ah! I forgess de terminaison; — gunstumpsion,— 
yais, dat is raight! — gunstuinpaon.” 

“Oh, murdher!” said Rory: “if we had him here, 
we would cure him intirely.” 

“ Comment ? ” said the Frenchman. 

“ Oh, it’s common enough in this country, indeed,” 
said Rory. “ The finest thing in the world for consump¬ 
tion is goat's milk, made into whay.” 

“ Ahpyais,—ghost’s milk ver goot." 

“ Goat’s milk,, I say,” says Rory. 
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“ Yais, yais, I oonderstan’,” said,the Freuchtnan with 
great complacency : “ Ghost’s milk.” 

“'Faith it's ghost’s milk he’ll be takhi’, I’m afcard, 
sure enoughj” said Pierre, laughing at De Welskein’s mis¬ 
take. 

“ Oh, murdher ! ” said Rory, “ and is Gineral Iloche 
goin’ to die ? Oh, thin that is the murdher! ” * 

So, llory, in the idiom of his language, unintentionally 
expressed what was in fact the fate of the gallant Hoche. 

A tap at the door of the cellar announced a fresh arrival; 
nd after some signals given, the door was opened, and 
some other men entered, and, at short intervals after, a 
few girls. Some of the latter were good-looking, though 
with a certain expression of boldness and recklessness that 
Rory did not admire. Rory had enough of iinaginatftni 
and sentiment to render the society of the softer sex always 
matter of delight to him ; but there was something in the 
manner of these girls lie did not like. 

“ You see,” said De Welskein, “do leddces inek visite 
to me.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Rory, who ilid not know how, very 
well, to answer this appeal. 

“ But you no dreenk.” 

“ Thank you, sir, I’m doin’ very well.” 

“ You no like brandec } ” 

“ 'Faith, it's iligant stuff it is 1 But you know, illr. 
Sandpaper, that enough is as good as a faist.” 

If you no like brandee, give you wine.” 

Rory refused the offer; but one of the girls addressed 
T)e M^elskein, and thanking him for his offer, said, “ if 
he'd make a big jug o’ the nice thing he gave them the 
other night ” 

Pierre explained to him that some of tlie ladies would 
like negus, because they thought it genteel. 

“Ah!” said the Frenchman, “yais, my dear, crrtahic- 
ment, you moste have your lectle niggers : vouds you like 
to have some nutmarks een it ? ” 

“ What do you say, Mr. Whelpskin ? ” said the girl, 
simpering. , 

*'!>!« expreailon zneana ** that ii tbe pity.** 
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Vouds you like nutmarks ? ” 

PiiTie came to the^rescue. “ lie saySj would you like to 
have your jug o’ negus made with nutmegs ? my darling,” 
“ Any way Mr. M^helpskin plazes.” 

* '• So it's not too wake," says another. 

“ A dash o’ spert’s through it will make it ivelier, sir,” 
said the most audacious of the party. And accordingly a 
large jug of niggers, with nutmarks and the t ash o’ sper’ts, 
was made. A fiddler, in some time, made h.s appearance; 
and after the first jug of niggeiis had been demolished, a 
(lance was set on foot. One of the ladies asked Rory M 
“ stand uj) on the flure,” which, of course, Rory did,*aiKl 
exerted himself to the utmost to do credit to his dancing- 
master. In sliortj Rory, though he did not like the party, 
liSd intuitively too much safoj'r tnurc to let any repugnance 
he might entertain be manifested. He (Rank, to be sure, 
s]iaringly ; and after the niggers was introduced, he took 
no more bjandy-and-water : he smoked an occasional pipe, 
and danced “like any thing,” but he kept himself clear of 
intoxication, though he had drunk enough to produce 
exhilaration. Dance after dance succeeded; and Rory 
displayed so much elasticity of limb, that it excited llte 
admiration even of De Welskein. One of Rory’s partners 
seinned much taken with him ; and after a certain jig they 
had executed, mucli to their mutual honour and the ad¬ 
miration of tlie beholders, the fair danseuse sat beside Idni 
.so close?, as not to admit of any dcnibt that she miner 
admired him. A cessation to the dancing now took place, 
and hrandy-aiid-water and niggers ad infinitum was the 
order of the day — or rather Uie night. A song was next 
called for from tlie girl who sat beside Rory ; and after a 
jiroper quantity of hemming and hawing, and protestations 
that she was very hoarse, she satig with a good voice, 
whose natural sweetness seemed to have been rendered 
coarse by exposure to weather, the following song: — 

Oh I if all the young maidens was blackbirds and thrishes, 

Oh ! if all the young maidens was blackbinis and thrisbos. 

Oh ! if ad the young maidens was blackbirds and thrishe.s 
It’s t'^a the young men woidd be batin’ the bushes* 
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Oh I if all tlic j’oung maidDns was diicks^ in the wather. 

Oh 1 if all the young m^dens was ducks in the wathcr, 

Oh 1 if all the young maidens was ducks in the watliur. 

It's then the young men would jump in and swim afther. 

Oh ! if all the young maidens was birds on a mountain, 

Oh 1 if all the young maidens was birds on a mountiun, 

Oh 1 if all tlie young maidons was birds on a mountain, 

It's then the young men would get guns and go gfousin’. 

If the maidens was all throut and salmon so lively, 

If the maidens was all throat and salmon so lively, 

t f the maidens was all throut and salmon so lively, 

)h ! the dlvil a one would ate mate on a I'Viday. 

Loud applause followed this channing lyric, during the 
singing of which the damsel cast »indry sly glances at 
Rory, who could not mistake that she was making love tc 
him. Rory was a handsome fellow, and was as conscious 
as most handsome fellows are, that there is a certain readi¬ 
ness on the part of the softer sex to be affected, by good 
looks — but this rather open manifestation of it embar¬ 
rassed him. To repel a woman was what his nature 
would not permit him to do ; yet to yield to the species 
of temptation that was offered to him was what his heart 
forbade. 

The revel had proceeded now for some hours, and great 
licence was exhibited on the part of all. Rory’s partner 
still clung to him with a degree of seductiveness that might 
have influenced him at another time ; but now the unholy 
spell was powerless. He had that morning won the 
plighted trotli of his Kathleen, and the bare thought of 
being faithless to her was profanation. He thought of her 
sweet song, even in defiance of the scraping of the tipsy 
fiddler, who still stimulated the drunken party to stagger 
through the dance ; and above the reeking steams of punch 
and tobacco rose the sweet odour of the breath of the cotvs 
and the morning flowers to his memory: the recollection 
was his salvation. 

Oh ! what of earthly influence can so fortify the heart 
of man against the seductions of vice as the love of a vir¬ 
tuous woman! ^ 

Let us pursue this scene no further : suffice it to say. 
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their hrutal revelry Ind so far overcome the party, that of 
all present, llory O'More and his partner only were tho¬ 
roughly conscious of what was going forward. When 
Rory saw there was none to oppose his retiring, he drew 
the bolt of the door to depart: his tempting partner made 
a last appeal to induce him to stay, and even threw her 
arms round his neck and kissed him. 

Rory’fi manhood rebelled for a moment; but the thought 
of Kathleen came over him, and in as soothing a tone as 
he could command, he said— "Don’t blame me; I've a 
sweetheart that trusts to me, and 1 must n’t deceive tl» 
innocent girl!” ~ 

The tvords ‘^innocent girl” seemed to go through the 
heart of the woman like a pistol-shot. She withdrew her 
arms from Rory’s neck, and hiding her flushed face in her 
hands, hurst into tears, and, throwing licrself on a bench, 
sobbed as though her heart would break. 

Rory looked on her with pity ; but, fearing to trust 
himself to so softening an influence as a woman’s weeping, 
he rushed up the broken steps of the cellar, and ran down 
the narrow alley until he bad turned its corner. He then 
paused a moment, to endeavour to remember the way he 
had come, which had been so intricate, that under the ex¬ 
citing circumstances in which he had been led to the place 
and was leaving it, it cannot be wondered his recollection 
was rather misty ; so, taking the turn which chance sug¬ 
gested when he ran from the alley, he threaded some lonely 
lanes, treading as stealthily as his haste would permit; — 
for an occasional gleam of light ^througli a cracked shutter 
or the chink of a door betokened that some of the inha¬ 
bitants of this ill-conditioned quarter were stiU watchers; 
and from the specimen he had seen of the company it 
afforded, lie had no wish to encounter any more of its.in¬ 
mates. The sensation of a freer atmosphere than that of 
the confined closes he had been traversing now came upon 
nini, and indicated the vicinity of a more open space ; and 
facing the current of air that streamed up tlie lane, he soon 
arrived in what appeared to liim to be the high street of 
the townHere all was empty, dark, and silent, except 
for tlie splashing of the rain from the snoutS of tlie houses, 
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and Rory was obliged again to jouse, for lie knew not 
which way to turn, as he had made his way from the alley 
by a route difTerent from that by which he entered, and he 
was consequently in a street he had never seen before, in a 
town to which he was a Granger. 

He stood for some minutes, unmindful of tlie torrent of 
rain that was falling, quite absorbed in the consideration 
of wh|t he should do. It was late, and he doubted whe¬ 
ther at such an hour he would be likely to get admittance 
to a place of abode for the night; besiiies, he did not know 
where to find it ; and it struck him that the only course 
left him was to make the best of his way out of the town, 
and proceed homewards. This, to be sure, was a heavy 
task to impose on himself, for he had not taken any rest 
since he left his own house ; he had‘traversed a consider¬ 
able tract of country, and to go over the same ground 
again without the intervention of sleep was what even so 
active a fellow as llory O'Morc ilid not relish the contem¬ 
plation of. Therefore the decision he came to at last was, 
to leave the matter to chance; — if in his passage through 
the town he saw any place that promised him slieltcr, to 
ask for it ; and if not, to start direct for home. 

His resolve being taken, he wrapped his frieze-coat about 
him — for be now noticed that it did rain rather heavily 
— and walked at a smart pace up the lengtli of street that 
lay before bitn. He had not proceeded far when the fall 
of many footsteps attracted his attention ; and from llic 
heavy and measured tread, it was plain that a party of 
soldiers was in his neighbourhood. He stopped and held 
bis breath ; tiie party was evidently getting nearer ; he had 
no right to be abroad at that hour, for the curfew law had 
been revived of late. He thought of the letter he had in 
his possession, and death to himself, and discovery of the 
plot flashed upon Ids imagination. To tear the letter 
suggested itself to him ; but then, it might contain intel¬ 
ligence of importance: to preserve it therefore was de¬ 
sirable ; yet to have it found, destruction. What was to 
be done ? . , 

Listening intensely to ascertain the quarter whence ibe 
footsteps apprUUched, he was soon sensible that tne party 
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advanced from the point towards which he was moving; 
therefore, trusting to the darkness of the night and the 
lightness of his heels, Rory turned about, and with that 
peculiar agility of step so characteristic of his countrymen, 
he ran liglitly down the street. As he advanced towards 
the end of it, he perceived there was a wider space beyond 
it; and knowing the shade of the houses favoured his 
escape, and still hearing the footsteps following him, lie 
dreaded that the moment he should emerge from the street 
into the open space, he should be seen. While this thought 
occurred to him, he perceived, a few steps in advance of 
him, a large old-fashioned projecting porch, whose clumsy 
columns and deep recess suggested at once the idea of con¬ 
cealment : so, turning sharply up two or three steps, he 
became ensconced in the door-way, drawing himself up 
closely behind one of the columns. 

As the footsteps advanced, Rory could hear the rattling 
of fire-arms mingling with the heavy tramp of the men. 
His anxiety was at its height when he saw the party just 
liefore the door : “ Another instant,” thought he, “ and the 
danger’s past!” when, to his consternation, the sudden 
exclamation of “Halt!” brought the file of men to a dead 
stand-still within a few feet of his place of concealment. 
He now thought it was all over with him : he expected to 
be dragged from his hiding-place every instant, brought 
before the military authorities, and the letter he bore about 
him being inevitably found, lianged at the drum-head for a 
rebel. He heard some mysterious mutterings of the cor¬ 
poral, and immediately after, the clattering of a couple of 
bayonets, — he faucieil them already in Ids body. But still 
he remained unmolested, though the file of men yet stood 
before him : — Rory scarcely dared to respire. 

~ It happened that this house, within whose porch he had 
taken refuge, was inhabited by the colonel of the regiment 
then quartered in the town. It stood at the corner of an 
open and irregular space, called “ the Green,” where some 
houses were scattered round a piece of dirty grass, aiul 
geese ant! pigs used to promenade during the day, and the 
belle ■, 0i the town in the evening, to het^f the «band play, 
ai;d Jet the officers stare them out of countenance. The 
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barrack lay at the upper end of the sijreet; but the quar¬ 
ters were so indifferent^ that the colonel prefened taking 
up his residence in this house, which was removed from 
the barrack, it is true; but, to increase his security, which 
the suspicious nature of the times rendered it necessary, in 
his opinion, to look after, he had two sentinels stationed 
there, conducing not only to his safety, but to his conse¬ 
quence, of which the colonel was not a little vain. The 
narrowness of the foot-way bebu-e tho house would have 
rendered sentry-boxes inoonvenient in front, — ihercforc; 
they were placed round tlic corner ; and it was wliile tiie 
corporal was employed in relieving tlie guard at the flank 
of the house, that the file of soldiers remained bef u-e tlie 
porch. 

This was for some minutes— for every body knows that 
such matters must be conducted ivith that system ami so¬ 
lemnity so necessary to the good of the service. 

To relieve the guard the corporal inarclies up one of his 
men to face the sentinel on duty. These two make a rattle 
with their firelocks and hohi tliem in a transverse position, 
which looks pretty ; then they advance to each other Vvitli 
two long strides, and stick their faces close togetlier, to ib.e 
manifest danger of flattening their noses, tlie corporal 
standing by all the time, as if to see that they should not 
bite cacli other: another slap on their firelocks to rattle 
them ; tiien the nt.w-foiner goes over to the sentry-box, 
and the other takes his place: then the corporal utters 
some mysterious grumblings — such as “Haw!” “Who!” 
the men tlirow their transverse muskets upon their arms, 
as if they were going to nurse them : another grunt from 
the corporal —tlie relieved sentinel joins the main liody, 
the corporal ])uts himself at their head, gives another mys- 
teriou.s growl, and tramp, tramp, tliey go, again to jicrform 
the same interesting and intellectual ceremony at another 
sentry-box, until, having finished his rounds, the corporal 
marclies back into the guard-house twelve wet men, in lieu 
of twelve dry ones that lie took out. 

While all this “pomp and circumstance of glorious war” 
was going forward, Ilory was in agony. No I'.mage is 
suflicieut to express the state of excitement his impatient 
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nature underwent »<luring tlie interval which he thought 
an age : a hoe in a bottle, a schoolho/ in his master’s 
apple-tree, or a hen on a hot griddle, are but faint figures 
of speceii for the purpose. Well was it for llory that the 
rain continued to fall so copiously! — the soldiers buried 
their faces deeply inside tlie collars of their coats, and cast 
not a glance towards the porch. 'Phus, the very inclemency 
of the night was propitious to the refugee, who was startled 
once mere, however, for a moment, hy the return of the 
corporal, which caused a movement aiiiongst the men. 

They see mo now," thought llory to himself, and his 
heart sunk when he heard the words Fall in.” 

“Ob, murdherl” thought llory: if they come in, 
I’m lost.” 

They did not “ come in,’’ however, and after another 
growl from the corporal, which was unintelligible, the 
blessed sound of “ llarch !” fell on Kory’s car with some¬ 
thing of tlie same sensation that the anuounceiuent of a 
rejirieve ])rodiices on a prisoner in the condcmnetl cell; 
and he saw the file execute a “ right-about-face,” and go 
the way whence they cainc. Every successive tramp that 
increased the distance between llory and the soldiers took 
a„ton weight off his heart, and as the receding footstep.s of 
the men faded into distance he breatlied freely again. 

As soon as the silence was perfectly restored, llory 
thought of emerging from his place of retreat. Had he 
been a person conversant with the relieving of guards, he 
would liave guessed that some such matter must have been 
the cause of the scene just recorded; but living a rural 
life, as he did, such martial mysteries were unknown to 
him, and while he congratulated himself on being free 
from danger and contemplated a retreat, ife little dreamt 
that at the flank of the house under whose porch he stood, 
a ]>air of sentinels were on guard. So, when there was no 
sound to indicate that any one save himself was on the 
watch (for, it being still raining, the sentries on the flank 
kept most religiously bound within their sentry-boxes — 
and small blame to them I), llory thought he had better be 
oil’ ^^fd ventured to withdraw his bodyt fronf the small 
sjia ’^between the column and the wall into which he had 
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miraculously jammed himself: but in the tlo;' ig of this, he 
was obliged, as it were, to jerk himself out, and by some 
unlucky chance, either in getting himself in or out, the 
cape of his coat caught in a bell-pull, and in the efibrt tc 
free himself he felt that he was laid hold of by the shoul¬ 
der, and heard at the same instant of time the sound of a 
bell. Those who have felt what it is to he in nervous 
situations will not wonder tiiat Rory’s heart jumped as he 
felt himself caught, and heard ,at the same moment a sound 
whose very purpose is to awake attention. And it was nftch 
a bell; — none of your trifling tinklers, none of your little 
whipper-snapper sort of bells; not like the bark of a 
Blenheim, but the bay of a watch-dog ; not like a mufiin- 
mcrchant’s, but a dustman’s ; not merely made to call 
Molly up stairs, — but one of your deep-mouthed devils, 
doomed to destroy the repose of half a street;—in short. 

“ a dreadful boll. 

To fright the isle from its jiroprii ty.” 

Rory stood aghast! Had the metal that conijioscd this 
“infernal machine” been molten and cast liown bis throat, 
it could not have astonished him more: besides, it seemed 
as if it would never have done ringing. B’e hear gr -at 
complaints in our day.s of bell-hangers ; but those of old, 
to judge from the case in question, must have been jerime 
hands,—for on .H went, ding, ding, ding, as if it resliy 
had a pleasure in ringing. Whether it was the specific 
gravity of the monster that produced so much vivacity in 
the spring on wjiich it was suspendcal, or the superior skill 
of former bell-hangers, may remain a matter of dispute to 
the curious ; but tlie fact that resulted (and facts are <ill wi' 
have to do with) is, that ere the bell had ceased its villain¬ 
ous vibrations, Rory heard a window raised above liis iu-ad, 
and the demand of “ Who’s there ? ” in no very gracious 
voice. 

Rory kept profoundly quiet. 

“ Who's there ? ” was again snarled out. 

Rory looked up from the shelter of the porch and saw 
a, head atTd a aightcap protruded from the wiiuU w: he 
was as quiet as a mouse. 
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“ Sentry ! ” was the next word Rory heard, given in a 
most, authoritative tone. 

A gust of wind and a dash of rain whirled round , the 
corner, which must have convinced the colonel (for it was 
he who was calling from the window) that his voice could 
not have- reached the sentinels in the teeth of the blast 
which blew his nightcap off his head and dashed it into 
Rory's face. 

Rory was nearly knocked down,—for the smallest thing 
uffects us when we are alarmed.* 

“ Sentry !” was shouted louder than before. 

The soldiers answered the summons. The colonel asked 
who rang the bell: — the sentries did not know. 

You liave been asleep !” said the colonel. 

“Ko. your honour,” said the sentry, “we couldn’t; 
the guard has been but just relieved !” 

“ Dave you seen no one passing.? " 

'■ No, your honour,—no one passed at this side ; and 
we irrtiched down the other street not five minutes ago, 
aiid .'ujl a living soul was in it.” 

Tlicii what could have rung the bell.? ” 

“ 'T was only a mistake, sir,” said Rory, whose excite- 
liicut had been wound to such intensity, that his eagerness 
to satisfy the question overlooked the consequence to his 
personal safety in the sound of his voice being heard; but 
th ' instant he had sjioken, he said to himself, “ The d—1 
out the tongue out of you, Rory !” 

Fortiuiately thi^ gusts of wind and splashing of rain 
rout; ’i t'd all sounds, and the points whence they came, 
uncertain. Nevertheless, the colonel looked towards the 
porch ; but seeing no one, he said to the sentry, “■ What's 
that you say about a mistake.? ” 

“ No, your lionoiir, I don't mistake,” said the sentry, 
who tvas equally uncertain with the colonel if any third 
person had sjroken, and fancied he had been charged with 
making a mistake. 

“ .i)iii n t you say something of a mistake.? ” asked the 
coloi' 1 in ,ine of the pauses of tlte storm, 
your honour," said the sentry, 
at this moment, when llory was flunking if he 
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h»tl n’t 'better make a run for it at once,' he heartl the bolt 
of. the door behind him gently drawn, and the instant 
after, a pluck at his coat, and a whispered Come in,” 
made him turn round. He saw the door stand ajar, and 
a hand Iteckon him forward, at the same moment that the 
voice of the colonel from the window said, “ See if there’s 
any one hiding in the porch.” 

Rory slipped inside the hall-door, which was softly 
closed as the sentry walked up the steps. 

“ There’s no one here, your honour,” said the sentry. 

'' Push the door,” said the colonel. 

The sentry did so; but the door had been fastened on 
the inside. 


CHAPTER XI 


SHOWING THAT ONE II.\LF OF IHE WOULD DOES NOT KNOW HOW 
THE OTHER HALF LIVES; AND ALSO, THAT SOFT W'OliDS FAN 
BEND HARD IKON, THOUGH THEV DO NOT UU'Fl'ER I'AIISNIPS. 


Verv much about the time that Rory O’Morc rushed from 
the cellar and endeavoured to make his way out of tlie 
town, there was an old tinker, driving an ass before him, 
making his way into it. From the rudely constructed 
straddle of the sorry animal, three or four rusty old kettles, 
and a budget containing the implements of the tinker’s 
trade, depended; but the straddle was worth more than it 
looked good for, — for the tinker had so contrived the 
pannels of the lu^^ering affair, that a convenient space 
was left within ft^towing away tobacco, which he bought 
fnm Monsieur De Welskein, and sold at a handsome pro- 
Iwplnhe peasantry, during his wanderings among them — 
for they could get none so good or so cheap through the 
ll^itimatA channel; besides, they were glad to give n. lielp- 
9hg hand to the old tinker, whose poverty and shrewdness 
commanded at once their "pity and their fear. S 
It may seem strange to class these two feelings togethV:'—- 
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but they often exist. They say “ Pity is akin to love; 

— but it is equally true that Love is related to fear:” 

— and thus, perhaps, a sort of collateral relationship may 
he established between them. 

I should not have made any observation on this, but 
that 1 do not remember seeing it remarked elsewhere, and 
when one advances any thing new, it is common even to 
oneself to be startled at it, and a desire is at once engen¬ 
dered to make it manifest that one has not committed an 
aiwurdity. 

Now, I remember well, when a child, that I was often 
horrified by the presence of a certain old and disgusting 
beggarman ; yet 1 constantly gave liim alms. There was 
something in that old man I dreaded ; and yet I remem¬ 
ber, even to this day, 1 pitied him. To be sure, tlie virtue 
of charity had l)cen eiirly instilled into my mind by one 
who now, I trust, in heaven enjoys the reward of her 
gao(liie.ss; and so gracious and winning is the habit of 
doing charity’s holy offices, that oven to the innocent child, 
on whom neither wan’t nor reason can have impressed the 
vf.luc of the virtue he is taught, there is something plea¬ 
sant in the timorous dropping of a halfpenny from its 
pure and dimpled fingers into the soiled and withered palm 
of ago: as if Heaven had preordained that no weakness 
or antipathy of our nature should interfere with the sacred 
duty ; — a duty so sacred, that even our Lord himself 
made its beauty the theme of a parable, and reproved the 
intolerant Jew with the mild precept of “ Go thou and do 
likewise." 

Solomon, for that was the tinker’s name, was pitied and 
feai-ed ; for he seemed to be poor, and was known to be 
penetrating. He had a prying temper and a tenacious 
memory. The former led him to a knowledge of the cir¬ 
cumstances of most of the people of all classes in the 
country where he made his rounds, and the latter treasured 
up the information. Thus the past and present were 
alike familiar to him ; and from these, his natural acute¬ 
ness was often enabled to presage the future. 

Sui^-' a power, in the uncalculating compiunity emongs 
who*'//he moved, gave him a reputation little short of 
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witchcraft. He was called “ a mighty knowledgeable man," 
•—and “ knqj^'ledge is power;” and where did human 
power ever exUt, that its influence has not been dreaded 
and Its possession abused ? This was fully exemplifled iu 
the case of the old tinker, — he was feared, not loved, b/ 
the peasantry; and yet, though no one liked him, there 
was, from a dread of offending, all the demonstrations of 
civility shown him that love would have procured. The 
tinker was quite aware of the position he held, and of its 
cause ; and his bitterness (.for he was bitter) enjoyed the 
triumph of forcing these pretended testimonies of arfeetion, 
and he laughed at this perjury of the heart. “ llypocrisy 
is the homage that vice |)ays to virtue.” How often is a 
smile the tribute that fear pays to power i 

Nevertheless, with tliis dread — it may almost be said, 
dislike — that he inspired, he was pitied, from his ap¬ 
parent wretched and desolate condition. Home he had 
none, nor living thing with whom he lield continued com¬ 
panionship, except the poor ass he drove, whose food wrts 
a nibble from the road-side, unless when it was be.stowed 
by the same friendly hand that gave food to his master — 
for Solomon never paid for any thing except what ho traded 
on. The love of money ruled him with a power stronger 
than that by which he ruled his frdlow men ; and though 
he possessed the superior acuteness that governed iinelligint 
creatures, he was himself the senseless slave oi an inani¬ 
mate metal. He was a miser, — a miser iu tiie fullest 
sense of the word ; not loving money for the sake of wliat 
money can procure, but loving it for its own sake — wor¬ 
shipping the mere thing: to him a guinea was a god. To 
such a wretch, to starve was easier tlian to j)ay ; therofort* 
he never tasted food except it was given to him : and even 
on these terms he seldom wanted, for lie laid the countiy 
under contribution, from the kitchen of the squire to the 
peasant’s pot of potatoes. With all this, he was stealthy 
and roguish as a fox, tortuous and treacherous as a snake, 
secret, cold, and greedy as the grave. 

Yet, with the characteristic touch of fun that pervades 
' overy thing Irish, this hateful old miscreant had a . -imical 
name bestowed on him ; —he was called “ Sawdi. jring 



Solomon,” from his, profession of tinker: and this was ths 
name he commonly went by, though goraetimcs it was 
changed for “ Solomon Sly.” Neither of these names was 
meant, of course, to reach hig .ears; but he was made 
cognisant of tltem by means of the little boys, who hated 
him openly, and who shouted the name after him when 
they were quite sure of being out of the reach of the old 
tinker’s crooked stick : and sometimes the urchins ventured 
«,o far even as to throw stones or clods at him when they 

h. 'td the ambuscade of a hedge and the ii^tervention of a 
;iltch to screen and protect them. On these occasions, 

0 , migh» get a whack on the back from a stone, or 
V', ve a dry clod jiidiciejsly lobbed under bis ear, powder- 
fo,.’ }:is wig with all tlie breaking particles of earth that 
ihd not run down between his clothes and his back. Then 
iVL't'hl ill! turn round strilic with his stick ; but the re- 
‘ir ", l iugh and footstep.* of children at the other side of 
•-dgc-, were all tliat were manifest to Solomon: and 
ai/'d ! the old vagabond grin and .shake his stick with 
oxiji s.soMi of a fiend, and utter horrible curses on the 

i. houiditr . :nv‘i)irs. And though the provocation was 
u.'ijiisddabJi-, it is true, ye- there i.s .something abhorrent in 
til,.- id; a .)!’ tge cursing childhood, particularly as the vin- 
dictiv,,! old td.f'r used to curse. 

It w.iK .ihout the time that Rory 0'^iure was leaving the 
ediar, that. Solomon, I say, was making Id.s' way into the 
tov.'si, at whose outskirts he made a detour from the high 
and drove his ass up a little lane, at the end of which 
, a- wti.s a small haggart *, whose fence was only a low 
' '.1! <if loose stones and some furze-bushes. Solomon 
very coolly abstracted some stone.s, jiulled away some of 
the furze, and made a way for his ass to enter the haggart, 
wdiere, jdacing him between two small stacks of hay, he 
procured shelter and provender for the poor brute. He 
then lifted the straddle and his old kettles ^om the ass’s 
hack, and withdrew from the premises, carrying his goods 
to some distance, where, under a hedge, he let them lie; 
and marking the spot well, he proceeded alone.to the town 
and t yle for the cellar of the smuggler. 
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It was oi.ly in his capacity of smuggler that Do 'VVels- 
keiri held any communication with the tinker. Sclomon, 
though he guessed that an extensive consjjiracy wnis on 
foot, yet, wise as he was,-he did not know any individual 
engaged in it, for none would trust him to belong to the 
Union, and those who engaged in it kept the sernH invio¬ 
late, — singularly so indeed, for in all the thousands who 
hud sworn, there was but one found to betray, and he en¬ 
tered the confederation for the very purpose. 

Wlien the unfortunate giri whom Rory had left sobbing 
in the cellar bad recovered her outbreak of grief, sbe arose 
from the bench on which she had flung herself in her pas¬ 
sion of tears, and the feeling that had possessed her heart 
changed from lawless love to bitter hate — for 

“ Hell has no fury like a womat; scorn’d 

and cursing the man that bad made her feel such degrad¬ 
ation, she quitted the den of riot and iniquity, leaving llie 
beastly revellers sunk in besotted slumber. When Solo¬ 
mon, therefore, reached the cellar and tapped stealihily at 
the door, he received no answer. On knocking again 
more loudly, the door yielded to his touch, and pushing it 
gently open, he looked cautiously into the cellar. He saw 
a dim lamp, overturned drinking-vessels, and itrostrate 
figures, and heard tlie heavy snoring of drunken sleep. He 
advanced noiselessly, and looked carefully about; and when 
he found that deep and real slumber reigned around him, 
he cast about his searching eyes, and his heart (if he had 
such a tiling) was gladdened at the thought of being a 
gainer by the universal swinishness in which his friends 
W'ere buried. He stole softly over to the truckle-bed under 
which the tobacco was hid, and going on all-fours, he 
looked to see if there was a roll of it within easy reach — 
for the legs of one of the sleepers hung over the side and 
made a sort ofiHwriier. 

He crawled nearer, and, with the aid of his crooked stick 
abstracted a parcel of the precious weed from its place of 
concealment: and tlien, with the stealthiness of a cat, he 
stole hack to the door, which he closed gently after 
and retreated with Ids booty. 
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Now, it was to bay tobacco that tlie tinker had made his 
visit to De Welskein ; and he chuckled at the thought of 
getting the merchandise without the transfer of coin, and 
hugged the roll of tolmcco to his heart with the passion of 
a lover. To re-cram the paiinel of his ass’s straddle, 
and depart after his exploit, wa.s Solomon’s first intention 
as he sneaked back towards the haggart wlicre his ass was 
committing robbery also: but another idea arose, and he 
slackened his pace while he conned it over, and on second 
thoughts he considered it’ more' advisable to make his visit 
to De 'Vrelskein, as it was about the period that worthy 
knew he had intended calling, arid if the abstracted tobacco 
should be missed, his unusutfl absence might direct sus¬ 
picion against him, as it was some time since Solomon had 
made a jiurchase, and De WclSccin knew that tobacco was 
what Solomon could not dowdthout. Therefore, instead of 
going back to the haggart, he went to a neighbouring lane 
where, he knew the forge of a blacksmith stood, and poking 
and scraping out with his stick and hands a hole out of a 
heap of cinders and ashes that stood near the door, he 
concealed the treasure beneath it and returnetl to the cellar. 
He knocked again, lest any of its inmates hight have awoke 
in the interval; and finding all as silent as before, he en¬ 
tered, and approaching De Welsktiii, he shook him by the 
shoulder till he roused him, and said,— 

“ One ud think you had nothing to be afeard iv, when 
you sleep with the door open.” 

De Welskein rubbed liis eyes, stared up at Solomon, 
uttered a great many “ SaerSs” and “ Diables,” and pro¬ 
ceeded to awake the rest of the party and demand the 
cause of the door being open. They were all bewildered, 
being stiU half drunk; but after much blustering and 
swearing, Rory O’More at last was missed, and also the 
girl with whom he had been dancing. This was conclu¬ 
sive eviilcnce of how the circumstance had occurred, and 
De Welskein’s rage and abuse of Rory were furious. 
Regan, too, threw in his word of censure ; and, amongst 
them all, poor Rory had more foul words applied to him 
than ever had before in the same j9pace»of tirile. 

^ ‘,>Who is that you ’re blessin’, all o’ yiz ? ” said So- 
^lomon. 
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“ That scatthered-brained ewaggerer IRory O’More,” said 
Began. 

“Rdry O’More!” said Solomon, who knew Rorys 
habits were not likely to lead him into the disorderly set; 
— "why, what brought him here?" and he looked sharply 
at De Welskein, as much as to say, " There's a mystery.” 

"Why, sare? if you go for dat mochc, what for you 
come here ? — ha 1 ” 

" Oh, you know yourself, munseer,” said Solomor^ 
" what brings me here ; but,'-’ 

" Well, sare,” saidDe Welskein, interiupdng liini, ‘'a id 
me know whas bring de osser gentlemans too: das nuff for 
me — nussing to you.” * 

"Oh, don’t be onaisy,” said Solomon coolly—" 1 don’t 
want to smoke your saycrets.*^ 

" No, G — d — n 1 you old rog ! you not sm.ok me 
you razzer sraok my tabac.” 

Solomon looked towards the Frenchman, to see if there 
was any meaning in his eye when he spoke of his toharro ; 
du\t he saw his secret was safe. The Frenchman ])vo- 
ceeded,''^-r7 

" Dcre ! you seet down you — old rog — viru.v chaii- 
dronnier de, chmpagne — seet down, smoke your tabac ami 
dreenk, and nefcber mind nussing else !” 

Solomon did ate he was desired ; he took a pipe and mixed 
a stiff' glass of byandy-and-water, afti.-r tossing off’ a cniijd.i 
of glasses purc,lto warm his heart, as he said himscil', 
“ afther the cruel wettin’ he got.” 

“ AVarm hiyneart indeed ! ” said one of the men aside; 
"’faith, all thji sper’ts in Ireland, and all the turf in the 
Bog of Allci^ would n’t warm it.” 

Be AVelpkein took Regan aside, and expressed great 
displeasure; against Rory for leaving him without saying 
where De Lacy w'as to be foun<1 ; but Regan set him at 
rest on that subject by telling him he knew Rory’s place 
of abode, and would conduct him to it if he liked. This 
consoled the Frenchman and he again lay down to sleep, 
requesting more care might be taken about the door. 
Solomon continued to smoke and drink until the approach 
of dawn when the man called Pierre let him out o\, the 
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cellar, and be went back to the haggart, haTing made the 
best bargain he could for some tobacco, and getting his 
pocket-pistol, as he called a tolerably capacious tin flask, 
filled with brandy as a bonus for hia " taking sitch a power 
o’ tahakkgfrom them’’ as he said himself; and the equi¬ 
voke gave poignancy to the pleasure of his theft. 

Wlien he got back to the haggart, he abstracted his ass 
from the haystack, which the ass seemed loath to quit, and 
before retiring, the little beast made a last desperate plunge 
into the hay, and dragged alray so large a mouthful, that 
it trailed after him all the way from tlie stack to the gap 
where Solomon now led him out, and the poor innocent 
haystack looked very much in the condition of a hot loaf 
out of which Master Tommy has had his wicked will. 

Solomon replaced the stones and the furze-bush, and led 
off his ass to the hedge where the straddle was secreted: 
there he stuffed it tvith the purchased tobacco (the stolen 
roll still lay where the tinker had concealed it), and mount¬ 
ing his wallet and his kettles on the back of the ass, he 
drove him away from the field as soon as sunrise permitted 
him lawfully to appear on the road. 

IV'hat did he do then ? 

He had the impudence to march up the lane that led to 
the haggart, driving his a.ss before him and crying loudly, 
“ I’ots, pans, and kittles to mind.” The ass turned a 
longing look towards the haggart, and a whack from Solo¬ 
mon’s stick was required to remind him that tinkers’ 
asses must not e-at hay by daylight. Solomon now ap¬ 
proached the dwelling to which the plundered haggart was 
attached, and found the family awake and doing: the 
man went.out to work, and the woman, in answer to 
Solomon’s request to know "if there was any potsj pans, 
and kittles to mind,” produced a certain tin saucepan, with 
a demand to know " what would he take to repair it ? not 
that it wanted it much,” she said, “ only, divil take it! it 
]»ut out the fire always when it was put on, but did n’t 
'•ake a great dale at all.” 

“ Why, tare an’ ouns, woman,” cried Solomon, holding 
up thr • < u.ssel between him and the sky, ".there ‘s a hole ia 
it v'f ,.ould dhrive a coach thro’.” 
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“ Arrahj be aisy ! ” says the woitiau. 

“ Look at it yoursc 'f,” lys Solomon, letting the sauce* 
pan down. 

A little child now popped his finger through the hole, 
and waggling it backwards and forwards, said, *' Look, 
mammy ! ” and grinned as if he had done a very clever 
thing. 

The mother gave him a bo\ on the ear, calling him “ a 
divil ” at the same, time, a. d sent him yelping away. 

“ ’Faith, that’s a ’cufe*rfiild ! ” said Solomon, giinning 
a horrid smile; “ he’d make an iligant tinker, lie s. es a 
hole in a pot so well.” 

The meddlin’ cur! ” said the mother. VFell, 
what 'll you put a hit o' sawdher an it for? ” 

A bit o’ sawdher, indeed ! ” said Solomon. “ Oli, 
’faith, it’s a {«iece o’ fin I must insart into it.” 

Divil an insart," says tlie woman, you 'll insart my 
saucepan, niy good man! Sawdher is all it wauls—ji,st a 
woeshee taste o’ sawdher.” 

'• Cock you up with my saw'dher indeed !” said iSuJo- 
mon; “ why, 't W'ould take more than all the sawdlier I 
have to stop it. Sure, sawdher is as dear as tin ; ami 
rawzin’s riz.” 

“ Arrah, why would rawzin he riz ? ” 

“ There was siteh a power o’ fiddlers to be at the fair 
next week, that they h.onght all tlie raw'zin up.” 

“ Ah, go ’long wdd you ! ” 

“ It’s thruth I ’in tollin’ you.” 

“ Well, what wdU you take for the saucepan ? ” 

“ 1 ’ll mind it for four]iince.” 

“ Fourpince 1 Oh, where do you expec’ to go when you 
die? Fourpince indeed I 1 'll give you tupp’ns.” 

“ Couldn’t,” says Solomon, shaking his head and going 
to drive away the ass. 

“ Well, what will you say ? ” said the woman. 

“Well, see now,” said Solomon, “ I’m tired with 
thravelling a’most aU night, and I'm wantin’ rest ; and 
indeed I’d be glad to sit down, if it was only to rest, let 
alone doii/ a job and aimin’ a thrifle ; and indeed®-! want 
it bad, for the times is hard ; and, so God bless yk'-’t, if 
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you ’ll jist throw io, a thrifle o’ brequest into the bargain 
and gi’ me tupp’ns ha’pny, I ’ll make the saucepan as good 
as new.” 

“ Welt, I would n’t be hard wid you, my poor man, and 
so you may do it.” 

So down sat the tinker and opened his budget; and liis 
iron was heated and his “ .sawdher ’’ produced, not forgetting 
the “■ rawziu ” that was “ riz and bits of old tin were 
produced from his budget, into which tlie children looked 
tvith the most profound cuiiosity, endeavouring to fathom 
!he di'iith of its mysterious treasures. Other bits of tin 
dazzled tbeir longing eyes, ami a great shears seemed 
jdaceil there to guard the invaluable store from jihmder. 
Solonton cut and rasped and h.ainmcred away, ami rubbing 
Ids hot soldering-iron ni>on his powdered rosin ami solder, 
be raised so great a smoke and so bad a smell, that the 
children looked on him as some wamderful conjuror ; and 
as they saw the bright streaks that his implement produced 
wherever it was rubbed, their delight was profound. 

When the man of the house returned to brotakfast, be 
Sidonuin seated at the door mending the leaky vessel, 
and his eliildreii standing round him in wonder, and as 
' '(ui as the job was done, Solomon was called in to Ineak- 
iast. 

*• Wliat do you think ? ” said the husband to the wife. 

“ What ? ” said she;. 

That blackguard calf got over the wall o’ tlic haggart 
again last night ami made a holy Show' o’ the bay-stack.” 

“ Oh, you don’t tell me so ! ” said the wife. 

“ Luck to the lie in it! ” said the husband. 

Solomon kept eating his breakfast with the most profound 
indifl'erence until the husband and wife had exhausted their 
eloquence, and then he said, 

“ Them cawvcs is great rogues.” 

The clivil run a-huntin’ with him for a calf! Oh 
wait ’till the next time I ketch him ! ” 

Pocir thing, poor thing!” said Solomon, tenderly 
■' Sui-r, it ’s nath’ral they’d ate ! " 

r’aith, he may be contint with Uis goCd grass, I 
'b‘'. J," stud the man. 



128 


KORY o’mORK. 


Thrue for you — thrue ior you,” said Solomon 
quietly : “ but it’s remarkable how bowld some o’ flicm 
cawves is.” 

Breakfast was finished — the job paid for — the wallet 
replaced on the ass amid the observation and regret of ail 
the children, who watched the old tinker and saw him de¬ 
part with sorrow as he drov* his ass down the lane, after 
getting a job and begging a breakfast from the man he had 
robbed over-night. 

Solomon now proceeded '.0 the town, and went to the 
forge beside which he had deposited the tobacco. Here he 
had a plausible pretext to go, for the shoes of the ass 
wanted to be looked to. On his arrival at the forge, the 
smith was unoccupied, so there was more time to spare for 
Solomon to make as hard a bargain as he could I'or the 
e-xecution of the job. 

“ Maybe you could let me make an exchange wid you ? 
and if you w'ould have any thing in the tinkerin’ line to do, 
sure I tl do it for nothin’ for you, if you'd do the ass lor 
nothin’.” 

“ Not a pot, nor pan, nor kittle have I,” said the black 
smilji ; “ I, ’m a bachelor, aud.intind to stay so.” 

In the mean time he began to examine the asj^’s shoes ; 
and the tobacco with which the straddle was lined being so 
near his nose, the smith began to snuff, and said at last, 
“ Where the dickins is the tabakky } ” 

Solomon who caught the sound of the first siiilf the 
smith had given, saw directly how matters stood, and has¬ 
tened to the rescue; he got close beside the ass, and to the 
smith’s inquiry he said,— 

“ It's here in my pocket, and mighty fine tabakky it is! 
— see. I got a bargain o’ some from a friend a while agon, 
and—but don’t mintinn it — if you like I’ll share the 
bargain wid you, to the value of a new set o’ shoes for the 
baste.” 

“ Gor ! that ud he a power o’ tabakky ! ” said the smith. 

“ But it’s iligant tabakky,” said Solomon. Pulling 
from his pocket several yards of the material, wound into 
a Close bkil, and pojipiiig 't under the smith’s I’l'tse, he 
said, “ What do you think v’ that, your sowl 1" 
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“ Faix, that is tarein’ tabakky, sure enough ! ” was the 
delighted smith’s reply. 

“ AVtdl, what do you say to a new set o’ shoes for the 
baste?” said Solomon. 

“ I dunna,” was the undecided answer 

“ You know you ’ll have the owkl shoes in.” 

“ To be sure I will,” said the smith, " sure that’s only 
nath’ral: but what good is a little ass’s shoes ? ” 

“ Oh, shoes is shoes,” said Solomon. 

“ AYliy, tare alive ! they are wore as thin as a sixpence." 

“ ’J>6ed, that is thrue,” said Solomon, “ for the last set 
he had an him was from the finest smith in Ireland : they 
wore powerful.” 

“ Arrahj who's that ? ” said the workman, piqued at the 
mention of the finest smith in Ireland, he himself not being 
the person meant. 

“ AV^hy, who woidd it be but Jlrian Branagan ? ” said 
Solomon, wdio well knew that Brian Branagan was the 
rival of the man who stood before him, and living in the 
adjoining lane, but who had never made .shoes for the 
tinker’s ass in his life. 

'I'his was a master-touch of Solomon,—the smith bristled 
diroctl)' for the palm of superiority. 

“ AYhypthin, is it Branagan yon .say is the finest smith 
in Ireland ? ” 

“ Yis,” .said Solomon very quietly. 

Throth, then, it’s little you know about it. Branagan 
indeed ! 'I'he divil a bigger botch ever dliruv a nail than 
the same Branagan : he a smith ! ! ’’ 

“ Oh ! 1 don’t purtcud to know indeed,” said Solomon 
with an afiected air of not wishing to offend, at the same 
rtine laying hold of the halter of the ass. “ But he’s good 
enough for me, any how: good mornin’ kindly to you,” 
said be, going. • 

'rhis was too much for the smith. 

“ Come back here, I tell you ! it's 1 that ’ll show you 
hat a set o’ shoes is : Branagan indeed ! ’’ 

“ \Yell, will you take wliat 1 said ? ” said Solomon, 
affecting not to care much whether the smith did,or not. 
y, ■. yis, but never say the word Brafiagun to me ! ” 

9 
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Here lie laid hnld of his pincers, knife,, and hammer, and 
began to knock off the points of tlie nails from each hoof, 
and pull off the ass's slioes—every drag he gave, ivliich 
was with great vigour, aceoiiipauied by a liugh,” and the 
exclamation of “ Branagan indeed !! ” 

“ Had n’t I better take off the sthraddle," said Solomon. 

“ Ay, off wid it,” said the smith. 

So, Solomon took off the highly-perfumed straddle tliat 
was so near betraying liiin, and then liiling tlie smith’s 
pipe, and his own too, with s une of the tohacen wliieh he 
had sold to the smitli, lie coiniuenccd [luffin.r away vigor¬ 
ously, that the smell of the lighted weeil inigiil juoient tlie 
perfume of the dry being noticed. 

IVliile the smith was engaged in shoeing tiie ass iiislilc 
the forge, Solomon liad time to disengng'' tiic r.’ll of stolen 
tobacco from die heap of einders wliere he li.ad ei'iieealed, 
it, and hiding it in one of bus old kettles, lie w is (jiiite at 
case, .and blew the bellows for the smith while he lieated 
the iron, or looked over liim at work v.-iih an air of delight, 
saying, as the sniitii rasjied up and finishcii Ids work, 
“ Well, but, tbiin is the rale iligant shoes !" 

“You’ll never talk o’ Branagan agin, will you, aftlier 
that ? ” said the smith. 

“ Throth, an’ I won't,’’ said Solomon ; “ aiu#sure it's 
only an owld fool I was, up to this present time, in thiiikin’ 
the like : hut the owldher we grow, tlie more we larii. 
Sure, it’s a grate loss to me I did n't know you sooner ! 

“ B'ell, it’s never too late to mind," said the smitli. 

Thrue for you,” said Solomon ; nor to malir, aitlier." 
And so saying, he filled his pijie again from the sniitli’s 
tobacco, and wishing him good-iiiorning, off he went, 
having secured Ids plunder, and getting a new set of shoev 
on his ass: so that he was now ready for a long and pro¬ 
sperous round, til rough his usual beat. 

The sraiili idled tlie rest of that day, smoking at ids 
new stock of “’bakky,” drinking to queiicli his thirst, and 
filling u[i the intervals Ijy snapping his fingers and crying, 
“ That for Branagan ! ” 
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CHAPTER XII. 


“IN THE 11,1 IlK ALI. CATS AllE GKEY.”-IlOllY BECOMF.S FOSSES.SSt 

OF AN i.Wl’OliTANT .SECaET, AND DISCLOSES ONE I.V EXCHANGE. 

M'iien Rory O’Morc was achnittcd to the safe side of the 
door, he Iclt the pressure of a hand upon his arm, which 
he interpreted into the nieaniii}' of “ be (jiiiet ; " and as it 
was Rory’s own opinion that, jii his present eireumstaiices, 
it was the liest tiling lie could do, he acquiesce I. One 
thing however lie was sure of— that it wa.s a woman who 
admitted iiiin to the liouse, f-r he fell the soft hreathing 
of one of die gentle sex upon his cheek as he stood motion¬ 
less by the (hair beside his beiiid'actress, whiJe they Jieard 
a few wor.ls ]>,issiiig between the colonel and the sentinel, 
until die latu r descended the steps. 

Imnicdiufely after, Rory heard the wornan say gently, 
" Conic down, darlin' !” and holding the. hand that was 
laid ujinn his arni_. he followed his eonductros.s as softly as 
he could. 'I'hcy .soon hi'gan to descend some .stair.s, and 
before tin y liad reached the bottom of the flight, the sound 
of a boh Iking drawn was heard ujistairs, and Rory’s 
friend sdM in a suppressed voice of terror, “ (>h, inurdher ! 
there's the colonel coinin’ down! you must Jiido in the 
cual-liole. Make liaste, for the love o’ (Jod, or ]’m a 
ruined woman! — here, here!” and she dragged Rory' 
•along vvliile slie sjioke. “ Get in there, as far a, ever you 
can, and hide yourself, or 1 dunna what will hecoine'of the 
pair of us !” 

At the same fiine, she opened .a door ami pushed Rory 
inside of it. He heard her footsteps retreat lightly and 
rapidly. “More opening of doors!” said Rory to liini. 
self, as he scrambled over .some coal and slack, holding his 
arms extended to .save his nose from fracture ; and he found 
tile coal vault extensive, for it w.is some time heforo he was 
stojqied by a wall. As soon as he went as far as lie could 
go, he crtmchetl down, keeping his face however turned 
towai the point whence he entered, and he soon licard 
the ‘vseending footsteps of tlie person he rva.c tatight to 
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believe was the colonel. The footsteps, seemed to ramble 
over a great space of flagged apartments, and various doors 
squeaked on their liinges as they were opened and shut in 
succesRion by the invisible perambulant. At last Rory saw 
the glimmer of a light, which grew stronger by degrees, 
until the door of the cellar opened, and then he saw a Don 
Quixote sort of a man, with a candle in qne hand and a 
drawn sw’ord in the other, poke his heail in at the door oi' 
the cellar, and holding the candle a yard before him, say. 
“ Is there any one here?” . 

Rory knew better than to make any answer this time, 
and having thrown the tail of his coat over his head, leav¬ 
ing only a small jieep-liole for his eyes, he remained un- 
distingui.shable amidst the surrounding gloom ; for the 
vault was so deep, the candle so dim, the colonel .so short¬ 
sighted, and Rory crouched so low, that he quite defied 
observation. Despite his dangerous situation, however, it 
was as much as Rory could do not to laugh ; for the 
colonel, with his long face, long candle, long body, long 
arms, long sword, long legs, and short shirt, ctit so ridicu¬ 
lous a figure, that a man of more solid mood than Rory 
might have been provoked to mirth. However, by good 
luck, Rory did not laugh, though the colonel, d la Don 
Quixote, continued to open his goggle eyes on tSe gloom 
before him ; but he was startled from his fixt'tl observation 
by hearing a .slip amongst the coal, which drew forth a still 
fiercer demand of “ Who’s there?”— Upon this summons, 
Rory perceived, between him and the light, a great cat 
cautiou.sly crawl to the summit of the heap of coal, am!, 
with a tail bristling to the size of a sweeping bru.sh, make 
a desperate rush down the acclivity and dart between the 
colonel’s legs. The man of war actually jumped with 
alarm at the suddenuess of the surpri.se, and, as if ashameil 
of being so frightened at such a cause, muttered spitefully, 
“D — It the cat !” He now retired from tlie cellar, and 
went to wake (as he thought) die woman-servant who let 
Rory in, and whose sleeping apartment was in the base¬ 
ment story. Rory heard him cry, “ Betty !”—no answer. 
'‘Betty!” again, — still silence pre.served. “Beatty!” 
still louder than before;—Rory heard a snort and a growl 
as if from a suddenly-awakened person. 
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“ WhC’s that ? ” said a female voice. 

“ Yovir master : have you heard any noise ii the house ? ” 

“ Noise, sir ?” 

" Yes, noise, — have you heard any ?” 

“ No, sir : 1 have been in bed, sir, and aslee]), these 
three hours. I hope there’s nothing the mattlicr, sir?" 
said Hetty, with very honest seeming. 

“I have iiecn disturbed,’’ said the colonel; “and 1 
thought robbers had got into tlie house. 1 certainly iiee.rd 
a noise.” 

“ Oh, I (lav say, sir,” said Betty ; “ twas nothing !)iit 
llie cat: lie's mightlv throublesoine and lively, that, cat is, 
— and I i'orget to shut him up sometimes and 1 ’m 
ai'eard he has been disturbing you, sir. Oh dear, but I 'in 
sorrv 

'I'his was a good guess of Betty’s ; for the colonel having 
seen a eat, now retired, and Rory was once more left in 
darkness. And now that the immediate chance of disco¬ 
very teas reinovetl, he began to conjecture by what extra¬ 
ordinary means he was let into a house to which he was an 
utter stranger, at the moment he needed it most, and by a 
woman of whom he knew no more than the man in tile 
moon ; her name was Betty — that was all the knowledge 
lie arrived at, — and that he only knew from lieariiig the 
colonel address her. 

After tile lapse of half .an hour, Rory heard tlie name 
of “ llarby” whispered at the door of the cellar. 

In ecjuaily gentle tone, he barely ventured to say, rather 
huskily, “ Iss.” 

“ Come out, darlin’; take care yon don’t rowldown any 
of tlie big lumps o’ coal.” 

Rory, profiting by the caution, got out with as little 
noise as possible; and coming in contact with his female 
guide, he was led into an apartment, the door of which 
was very cautiously locked by the woman. 

“ Now we may spake more at our aise,” said she. 
‘‘How are^ou, darlin’?” 

“ Indeed I’m throubled with a mighty bad cow]d,”said 
Rory, who thought this the best thing be could say whereby 
to a-H.ount for the husky tone in which "tie spoke, that his 
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natural voice might not betray the mistake which had so 
far favoured him. 

''Oh, but your voice is gone intircly. Darby darlin’ !” 
says the woman: "but here’s sometliin' to comfort you, 
agrn ; licre " — and she led liiin to where a chisir and table 
stood — " here, sit down and ate your supper : there's an 
iligani piece o' roast Ireef, and a jug of boaniiful beer, I 
i;oj)t sly for you. If you like, I 'll hgli) a caiidle for yon." 

'■ Oil, by no manes ! ■’ said Kory; “it’s In-tihcr not: 
as tlio bouse was alarmed, lb,e liglii miglu be had ’’ 

" No, —it’s not that so mucli, but 1 ’m afeard o’ the 
noise of sthrikin’ the hint.’’ 

" Don’t tliink of it, Hetty dear," grumbled llory. 

“ Lord ! liiiw vour voice is alihored !” 

" indeed I'm chokin’ with the cowld —hegh 1 hegh ! 
()h, mui dher ! ’’ 

“ Ate a hit, and it’ll do you good. J ’m grieved you 
haven’t a light, darlin’; ’fwould be.sitch a comfort to you." 

“1 don't miss it iti the histti, Betty: 1 can find the 
way to iny mouth in the dark." 

And so saying, llory hegaii to eat his supper, wliicli was 
most acceptalile to him for two reason.<^ ; — first, he was 
hu ngvy ; and in the next place, the Ofcn])alion aeconnted 
for his silence, wliich it was .so desirable to pieservi'. 

“ But, you villian ! what did you ring that thievin’ hell 
for ? ’’ 

"’Twas a mistake, darlin’—hegh ! hegh ! hegh ! Oh ! 
this cowld is chokin’ me ! ’’ 

“ Don’t disthress yourself talkin’. Darby dear ; relieve 
yourself witii the mate and the tlhrink." 

Rory obeyed. 

“ I run up the niinit I heard the hell; and, .sure, was n’t 
it the hoighth o’ good luck that 1 got you in before the 
.oploncl kem down ! Oh! he’d nmrtlher me, 1 ’m sure, if 
fie thought liow it was! But, afther all, Darby jewel, 
what harm is there in an honest woman havin’ her hu.sband 
to come see her ? — sure it’s naih’ral." 

" To be sure, Betty jewel,” said Rory, wlio now per¬ 
ceived that,.lie was mistaken by Betty for her husband ; 

R^y's inventive imagination set to work in fancying 



ROltY OMCRB. 


135 


wliat a dilemma he should be in, in case the veal husband 
might arrive. In the mean time, however, he t’ortified his 
jiaticncc and resolution with the beef and beer, which did 
great credit to the colonel’s larder and cellar. 

“ But you 're not atein’, Darby dear,” said Betty. 

“No, but I ’in dhrinkin’,” said Rory. 

“ Much good do your heart, jewel! But, tell me, how 
is Johnny ” 

Now, who the deuce Johnny w.as, Rory could not tell; 
bat sn|i])Osing, from the diminutive form of the name, it 
might be her cbihl, he thought it best to ]>le.ase her with a 
lavoiirable answer; so he said, ‘‘Johnny s very will.” 

'1 hank God ! ” said Betty'. lie .s a line craythur : 
hew well he got over it !” 

‘‘ lligant!” said Rory, who wondered what it was 
.Tolniuy got over 

“ And how is the hives .r ” said Betty. 

“ 'I'liey re all where they' wor,’’ said Rory, who did not 
dream of any other hives than betdiives ; while Betty 
iiiearil the cutaneous ctiijuion that “ .Johnny ” was sufFer- 
itig under. 

“ And has none o’ thim disappeared? ” said Betty. 

“Oh 1 no, said Rory ; “ we rake great care o’ thim.’’ 

“ Do, darlin , do ; — keep ’em from cowld.” 

“ Oh \ is ; we put sthraw over them,” s.dd Rory. 

“ Sthraw ! ” said Betty ; “ why, thin, is it takin’ lave o’ 
your sinses you are. Darby ? Is it sthraw on the hives ?” 

“ Sartiniy ; sure the bees likes it." 

“ Bees ! ” said Betty ; “ arrali, wh.at bees ? ” 

“ M’hy, the bees in the hives,” said Rory. 

_ “ Arrah, ni.an, don't be going on with your humbuggin’! 
you know I ’ui axin’ about the child very well, aiul you 
must go on with your thricks about hce-hives. I hate 
humbuggin’, so I do. Darby, — and you know I do ; and 
you will be goin’ on, all I can say.” 

Rory saw there was some mistake ; and to stop Bettv. 
he said, “ Whisht, whisht! ” 

“ AVhat is it ? ” said Betty. 

B ui't talk so much, or intiybe they ’ll hear^uz.” 

Bi tty was silent for some time ; but 5,s perfect stillness 
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Beemed to reign in the house, she returned to the charge oi 
the hives. 

“ But, tell me, is the hives all out ? " 

“ Av coorse,” said Rory. 

“ And do they look well ? ” 

' “ Mighty purty indeed,” said Rory ; “ and there ’ll be a 
power o’ honey in them, I'm sure." 

Bofty now gave him a box on the ear, saying, “ Petil 
sweep you I you will be humbuggin’ so }ou will. You 
cruel brute ! can’t you make fun of any thiiig but the pool 
child that is lyin’ undhei the hives ? ” 

“ Sure, I tell you the child is well and hearty; aiid isn't 
that enough ? ’’ said Rory. 

“ And it’s only jokin’ you wor ?’’ said Betty. 

“ To be sure/’ said Rory ; “you ought to know my wavs 
by this time. This is mighty fine beef! ’' 

“ But, ’deed an’ ’deed, ix Johnny-’’ 

“ Bad luck to the word more I '11 say ! ” said Rory, 
affecting an angry silence. 

Betty now changed her ground, and thouclit a bit of 
scandal confided to Darby, would amuse him ; .so .slo 
began to tell him that, suppose the colonel should find cut 
she brought her husband into the house, he had no light to 
complain, for at all events it was her own husband, and 
nobody else. 

Rory chuckled .at her confidence. 

“ Not all as one, ’ said Betty, ‘ as him — with anothci 
man’s wife ! Purty goin’s on.’’ 

“ Do you tell me so ? *’ said Rory. 

“ I found it all out, so he’d betther say nothin’ to me. 
or 1 could desthroy him. Not that she’s a bit worse than 
ever she was ; but if the collecthor knew it-’’ 

Rory rocked his ears. “ Is it Sembbs you mane y 

” Who else," said Betty. 

“ And his wife ? ’’ said Rory. 

"-Is come over on a visit, by the way —but 1 know 

what I know." 

How long ago ?” said Rory. 

“Since^you vtere here last,” said Betty. 

‘ “ That’s a long time,” thought Rory to himself. 
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“ Scrubbs went, to town last week, s id over comes 
madam — on a visit. Av course she’ll gc back when she 
expects her nate man home. But it sarves him right! — 
wbat could he expec' when he tuk up with the likes of 
her, the dirty cur !” 

Betty went on for some time in this strain, venting the 
vials of her wrath on the colonel and Mrs. Scrubbs; and 
Rory (lid not interrupt her, for be was glad the more she 
talked, as it relieved him from the difficulty of remaining 
concealed under her questions.- After exhausting her news 
and her abuse, she began to ask Rory more questions, to 
all of which he replied by the exclamation of “ Whisht,” 
protesting at the same time he was afraid to speak for 
fear of discovery by the colonel. At last, when Betty 
found he had cleared the dish and emptied the jug, she 
said,— 

“ You had betlher come to bed now, darlin’.” 

This was a poser, and Rory said, “ Whisht” again. 

“ Como to bed, jewel — you ’ll be more comfortabler 
there than siltin’ here in the cowld, and we can talk with¬ 
out any fear o’ bein’ heerd, with our heads undher the 
blankets.” 

“ I can’t bear my head undher die blankets,” ’said 
Rory. 

“ That’s newly come to you, thin,” said Betty. 

“ That is since this cowld,” said Rory, recovering him¬ 
self : “ it chokes me, this cowld does.” 

“ 'rhere's. not a finer thing in the world for a cowld than 
to go to bed,” said Betty. 

“ But the cowld rises in my throat to that degree when 
I lie down,” said Rory, “ that it smothers me.” 

“ Maybe ’twould te better to-night, darlin’,” said 
Betty. 

“ I’d radier sit up,” said Rory. 

“ You ’ll be lost with the cowld,” said Betty, “ and no 
fire ill the grate.” 

Rory found Betty was determined to have matters her 
own way, and began to get puzzled how he should avoid 
this difficulty, and the only chance of escape h* saw open 
to b in, was to request the tender and confiding Betty to 
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prepare herself for a ^‘grate saycret’’^he Lad to teU her, 
and that she would promise when lie informed ner of it, 
not to be too much surprised. Betty protested to preserve 
the most philosophic composure. 

“ You won’t screech ” said Rory. 

“ What, would I screech for ? " said Betty. 

“ It’s mighty surprisin’,” saitl Rory. 

“ Arrah, don’t keep me waitin’, but let me have it at 
wanst,” said Betty eagerly. 

“Now, darlin’ take it ais.y,” said Rory, “for you must 
know-” 

“ What } ” .said Betty. 

“ I ’in not Darby,” said Rory. 

Betty .scarcely suppressed a scream. 

“ You villain ! ” said she. 

“J’m not a villain, aithcr,” said Rory. 

“ AYliat brought you here at all.'’” 

“ Yourself,” said Rory : “sure, was n't it yourself pulled 
me inside the hall-door ? ” 

“ But, sure, I thought it was Darby was in it.” 

“Well, and haven’t 1 been honest enough to tell you 
1 ’in not Darby, at last, when it might have been throuble- 
some to your conscience, Betty ? ” 

“ Ay,” said the woman, there ’smore o’ your roguery! 
Betty too 1 — how' did you make out my name, you divil’s 
limb.?” 

A way o’ my own, Betty.” 

“ Oh, a pnrty rogue you are, I go bail — throth it’s not 
the first house you got, into, I dare say, nor the tirst poor 
woman you enthrapped, you midnight desaiver — and 
takin’ up my name too.” 

“ AVell, I haven’t taken away your name any how ; so 
don’t be so fractious.” 

“ Arrah, but how do 1 know but you will.” 

“ AYell, it’s time enough to cry when you ’re hurt, 
Betty,—keep yourself cool now—there’s no harm done.” 

“ No harm indeed! Curse your impidince! — No harm! 
Why, how do 1 know but it’s a robber you are may¬ 
be ? Fa\th 1 b’lieve I’d best rise the house and own thi» 
thing to die colonel.” 
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“ Betty clear,” said Rory very^uietly, “ have a little 
wit in youransier, affra/ think o’ your chnrdcther, Betty.” 

“Oh my chariicther/mycharacther, sure enough it's ruined 
for ever ! Oh, what '11 I do! ” Ami she was going to 
cry and make a fool of herself when Rory reminded her 
that crying would do no good. 

“The curse o’Crum’U an you! what brought you nigh 
the place at all? and who are you? ” 

“No niatther who I am, but I tell you what is the best 
tiling you can do: jist let me stay quietly in the house 
uniil the dawn, ami thin let me out onknownst.” 

“ Oh, 1 dur’ n’t, I dar’ n’t," said Betty. “ Sure if you 
wor .s(cn quittin’ the place, ’t would he the ruin o'me!” 

“By dad! J must quit it some time or olher,” said 
Rory; “and .sure if you let me out now itself, maybe the 
colonel will hear the door opening; or even if he docs n’t, 
sure the sojens is now on the watch, and would catch me.” 

“Oh, you mustn’t go out by the. front,” said Betty; 

I ’I] let you out into the garden at tlie back, and you 
must get over the wall, for here you mustn’t stay — that’s 
tee-totally out o’ the question.” 

“ M'cl], anything for a quiet life," said Rory; “do 
what you plaze with me: but 1 think, ,as 1 am here, you 
might as well let me sit up here till towards rnoriiin’.” 

“ No, no, no !” said Betty in great tribulation, “ Who 
knows but Darby might come ! ami then what in the wide 
world wonJd 1 do ! ” 

“ You should keep him out," said Rory. 

“Out, indeed !” said Betty,— “ keep J'arby out! Sure, 
lie’d suspcc’ somethin’ was n’t right, for he’s as jealous 
as a turkey-cock, ami he’d murdher me if he thought how 
it was. Oh, what brought yon liere at all! ’’ 

At this moment, some pebbles were thrown against the 
area window. 

“ Oh, by this and that,” said Betty, “ there he is. — 
Oh, what’ll become o’ me !” 

“Tut! woman alive,” said Rory, who endeavoured to 
make her attend, for she became almost confounded by the 
difficulty of her situation, and was clapping her hjjuls and 
utterir:,, a volley of Oh’s,—’“Tut! woman, don’t be 



SORT 0 HOKE. 


140 

clappin’ your hands 115*6 a washwoman and niakin’ an up 
roar, but jist let me out smart into the garden, and I ’ll 
get over the wall as you towdd me."^ 

Betty seemed aroused to action by Rory’s suggestion, and 
now led him to a back window, which she opened care¬ 
fully ; and telling Rory to get out softly, she handed him 
a chair, and then followed herself. She conducted him 
then to the end of the garden, and placing the chair close 
to the avail, she held it firmly, while Rory got upon the 
back rail, which enabled him to lay his hands on the toj) 
of the brickwork, and he soon scrambled up and dropped 
himself on the outside. On his landing, he ran as fast 
. and lightly as he could from the quarter where the sentinels 
were placed, and so far escaped unobserved, and continued 
in a straight line up a narrow street that opened from one 
of the corners of the green. Here he paused a while be¬ 
fore deciding which way he should proceed ; for, in the 
hurry of leaving tlie house, he never thought of asking 
Betty which was the way to go. Rory^took the first turn 
out of this street that chance suggested, and was getting on 
famously, as he thought; but while in the very act of con¬ 
gratulating himself on his wonderful deliverance from the 
soldiers, he turned another comer, and was scarcely round 
it, when a startling “ Who’s there? ’’ was uttered a few 
paces ahead of him, and the rattling of a firelock accom¬ 
panied the challenge. 

Rory saw the game was up, and that after all his former 
luck, it was his fate to become a prisoner; so he api)roaclu'd 
the point whence he was challenged, and said, “ A friend.” 

‘'Advance and give the countersign,” said the .sentinel; 
emerging from a sentry-box. 

" I have n't sitch a thing about me, sir,” said Rory, 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Iff WHICH ROSY RRMEMBERS THE OI.I> SAYIKO OF "TOT THAT IW 
YOUR PIPE AND SMOKE IT.” 

AThen Rory could not give the countersign nor produce a 
pass, the sentinel told him he was his prisoner, and mus 
remain in his custody until the guard should be relieved; 
to which Rory made not the least objection. 

To all the soldier’s questions as to where he had been 
iind what brought him out at that hour of the night, Rory 
gave ready but evasive answers, until, the first moment of 
surjirise being past, he had time to invent such replies as 
would least embarrass him in any subsequent examination 
he might undergo ; and was so far successful, that the 
soldier believed him to be a peasant who was abroad at that 
hour through ignorance. 

Rory now thought of General Hoche’s letter, and began 
to feel uneasy at the possession of such a document. Under 
the su7-vciUance of the sentinel he could not well manage 
to tear it; and even if he had, it being found near the 
spot, would prove a suspicious cii-cumstance against him. 
la this dilemma, an ingenious thought occurred to him. 
titooping, as it were to rub his leg, he soiled his fingers 
with the mud upon his shoes, and then introducing his 
hand into the pocket which held the letter, he dabbled it 
with the dirt to take off its look of freshness, and doubled 
It together in narrow folds, so as to resemble those billets 
of pajier which the Irish peasantry so commonly stick in 
their hats for the purpose of lighting their pipes. This, 
the thin texture of the foreign paper enabled him the better 
to do and Rory thrn stuck the dangerous*document into 



his hatband, where he trusted to its rsinaiihng without ex¬ 
citing suspicion. 

In about half an hour the guard was relieved, and Rory 
was handed over to the patrole, who inarched him into the 
guard-house of the barrack, up to whose very walls it was 
his ill luck to have directed his steps on leaving the colo¬ 
nel’s hou.se, llory entered the place of durance with the 
greatest composure, and began talking to tlic soldiers with 
the most admirable nonchalance. 

“ Faix, I’m glad I had tli • luck to fall in with you !” 
said he, “ for I did n’t know where in the world to go ; and 
here 1 am undher a good roof, with a fine fiie in the place.” 

The soldiers did not attend to him much, but crowded 
round the fire, while the serjeant went to make his report 
to the officer of the guard that a prisoner had been 
brought in. 

This officer happened to be a very raw ensign, wiio 
having lately joined, and being moreover by nature a con¬ 
sequential coxcomb, w^as fond of giving himself a!l tlic airs 
in which a position of authority could permit him to in¬ 
dulge, much to his own personal delight and the good of 
his majesty’s service. 

When the serjeant had announced his own presence be¬ 
fore his superior officer by the res))cclful enunciation of 
“■piase your honour,” he stood as upright as his own hal¬ 
berd — he had just about as much brains, — with his 
arms and hands stuck straight and close to his side, until 
the ensign tliought fit to lift his gooseberry eyes from the 
novel he was reading. When he vouchsafcil to look at the 
serieant, he said, “ What’s your business ?” 

The pattherowl, your honour, has tuk a presner.” 
Where did tliey make the arrest ?”—“ The rest, your 
honour } there’s no more o’ them, your honour.’* 

“ I say, where did they capture him V — ‘‘ Oh ! they 
did nothing to him, your honour, until they have your 
honour’s ordhers.” 

“ Confound you ! I say, where did they lake him } ” — 
'^They have tuk him into the guard-house, your honour. ’ 
ifou horri^ individual! I mean, where was he found ? ’ 
— Ill the stlireet, your honour.” 
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" You beast! street ?" — “ Buttliennilk Street, 

your honpur.” 

" Near the barrack ?”—Yis, your honour.” 

“ Has he any accomplices.''” — “We have not sarched 
him yet, your honour.*’ 

Confound you ! — I mean, was he in company ? " — 
“ Yis, your honour; he says he was in company, but they 
turned him out, your honour.” 

“ Then he was alone ?” — “ Yis, your honour.” 

“ Have you searched him — “ No, your honour.” 

“ Demncction, sir! You should always search a pri¬ 
soner the first tiling — you don’t know but a prisoner may 
have concealed arms or treasonable papers on his person. 
Search him directly.” 

“ Yis, your honour,” said the serjeant, raising his arm 
like tile handle of a pump, and when he had it at full 
length, doubling it up from his elbow till his hand, as flat 
as a fish-knife, touched his head: then deliberately re¬ 
versing all these motions until his arm was back again at 
his side, lie turned on his heel, and was leaving the room, 
when the ensign, calling him back again, said, with an air 
of great authority, — 

“ I expect never to hear of such a gross breach of dis¬ 
cipline and neglect of duty again : never report a prisoner 
in niy presence without being able to answer all such im. 
portant questions as I have been asking you ; and for this 
purpose let your first duty be always to search him directly. 
(I'o, now, and report to me again when the person of this 
prisoner has undergone rigid inspection. Retire !” 

“Yis, your honour,” said the serjeant, repeating his 
salute with his usual solemnity, and stalking from the room 
into the guard-house. 

Now, the room where tlie officer sat was a small apart, 
ment partitioned oflT the guard-house ; and Rory, whose 
ears were open, heard every word of the officer’s magnilo¬ 
quence and the serjeant's stupidity; and so soon as he 
heard the order about searching, and the words “ treasonable 
papers,” he thought that to let the letter remain in exist¬ 
ence would be only running an unnecessiyy rislf; so he 
very deliberately approached the fire, and having taken 
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Hoehe’s letter from his hatband, he sppke to some soldiers 
who were sitting round the hearth all unmintlful of what 
was going forward between the officer and tlie serjeant, 
and, handing them the letter twisted up in the form of a 
match for lighting a pipe, he said, — 

“ I beg your pardon for being so throublcsonir, gin tic- 
men, but would you oblige me to light tliis taste of jiapcr 
for me to kindle my pipe ? for indeed it’s mighty could, 
and I’m lost with the wet.” 

One of the soldiers did as he required ; for the request 
was so natural, and llory’s manner so cool, that no susjii- 
cion was awakened of the importance of the document on 
whose destruction Rory’s life or death depended, and tlie 
lighted paper was handed to him over the shoulders of the 
party that enclosed the fire, and Kory lighted his pipe with 
a self-possession that would have done honour to an Ame¬ 
rican Indian. From the'wetting the letter had sustained 
while exposed in Rory’s hat, it burned slowly ; so, when 
he heard the serjeant coming from the officer’s room, and 
his feigned match not yet consumed, he leaned over the 
back of the soldier who had obliged him, and saying, 
“ Thank you kindly, sir,” threw the remainder of the j)aper 
into the fire, just as tlie serjeant returned to execute tlie 
ensign’s order. 

The search instituted upon Rory’s person produced no 
evidence against him. When it was over, he sat down and 
smoked his pipe very contentedly. In a few minutes 
another prisoner made lus appearance, when a second }>arty, 
who had been relieving guard, came in. ’fliis man was 
making loud protestations that he was not the person the 
soldiers took him for; but his declarations seemed to have 
no effect on the guard. 

" I wonder you were not afraid to come to the place 
again, after having escaped once before,” said one of the 
sentinels who brought him in. “ I tell you again, I never 
was there before,” said the man. 

s “Bother!" said the sentinel; “you won’t do an old 
soldier that way.” “ By this and by that,” said the pri¬ 
soner. 

“ Whish, whish!” said the soldier; “sure we. were 
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looking for you before: however, you contrived to g* ve us 
the slipi” 

“ I gave you no slip," said the prisoner : I tell you 
again, ’t was the first time I was there.” 

“ Fudge i" said the soldier; “ how did the bell ring ^ ” 
— “ Divil a bell f rung,” said the man. 

llory understood in rfn instant how this mystill cation 
took place: he suspected at once this must be Darby, who 
had thrown the pebbles that startled Betty so much j and, 
while he laughed in his sleeve at the poor husband being 
mistaken for the person who liad disturbed the colonel’s 
lu)u.se, he continued to smoke his pipe with apparent indif¬ 
ference to all that was going forward, and did not as much 
as look up at the prisoner. It was absurd and whimsical 
enough, certainly, that Betty should first have mistaken 
liiin for Darby, and then that Darby should be mistaken 
for^iiin by the soldiers. Darby still continued to protest 
his innocence of any previous approach to the house ; but 
thei soldiers could not be persuaded out of their senses, as 
tiny themselves said ; and so the affair concluded by Darby 
being desired to sit down beside his fellow-prisoner. 

llory now looked at him, to see what sort of a bargain 
Betty had made in a liusband, and, to his surprise, he 
beheld one of the men he had seen in the cellar. A mo¬ 
mentary look of recognition passed between them, and 
then they withdrew their eyes, lest the bystanders should 
notice their intelligence. 

“ AVherc will the adventures of this night end !” thou^t 
Rory to himself. 

But all adventures must have an end at last, and this 
chapter of Rory’s accidents came to a close next morning; 
in the mean time, however, Rory stretched himself on the 
guard-bed when he had finished his pipe, and slept soundly. 
It may be wondered at that he could sleep under such 
exciting circumstances, and still in a perilous situation ; 
but when we remember all the fatigues he had gone through 
the preceding day, it does not seem extraordinary that 
sleep should have favoured one like Rory, who was always 
full t'f hope, and did not know what fear meant.* 

10 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

IK WiaCH IT AFFEAKS THAT ONE MAn's ^IN MAY I’ROVE 
ANOTUKK man’s salvation. 

Ir» thc! morning he was awoke by a'prodigious drumming; 
and various other drummings, and fifiugs, and tnnnpet- 
ing-s, &c'. went forward, with jiaradings and sucli military 
formula: tliese being finir'ind, Rory and Darliy were con¬ 
ducted from tlie guard-house, and led into tlie presence of 
the colonel, whom Rory recognised for his coal4iole ac¬ 
quaintance of the preceding night. 

Rory, on being questioned as to what brought him into 
the streets at such an hour, said that he was a strangw in 
the town ; that 5t being market-day, he went with a few 
“ boys” to have some drink, and that he became drowsy 
and ftU asleep in a public fiouse ; that subsequently ho was 
awoke, and that he then saw other people in the room ; 
that R quarrel arose ; that they did not seem to like his 
company, and “ at last,” said Rory, “ they gave me a hint 
to go.” \ 

“ What hint did they give you .!* ” said the colonel. — 
“ They kicked me down .stairs, your honour,” said Rory. 

A laugh followed Rory’s exposition of what a hint was. 
“ That's rather a strong hint,” said the colonel. — “I 
thought so myself, your honour,” said Rory ; “ and so 
when they kicked me down stairs, I suspected it was time 
to go." 

“ But, my good fellow,” said the colonel, noticing 
Rory’s fine proportions and bold eye, though Rory endea¬ 
voured to look as innocent as he could, “ I don’t think you 
seem like a fellow that would take such a him quietly.” 

“ M'hy, your honour 1 ’m bchowlden to you for yout 
good opinion, and indeed it's thruo, I 'ra proud to say ; 
but wliat could 1 do agin a dozen ? I offered to bate them 
all round singly ; hut tliey would not listen toVayson, and 
.so they shoved me otitside the door ; and tlnsre I was in thc 
sthreet, kliowin’ no more than the child unborn where to 
jtjirn, or where to go look for a bed.” 
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“"I’ll have the keeper of that public-house punished 
for having it open at such an hour, — Where is it ? ” 
— “ Indeed and I don't know," said Rory, 

The colonel looked incredulous. He questioned Rory 
more closely, who fenced very ingeniously ; bnt still the 
suspicions of the colonel were excited, and he said at last, — 
“ Your account of yourself, my good fellow, is rather 
confused.’’ 

“ No wondlier, your honour, when I w’as dhrunk all 
the time.’’ 

“ That won’t do,” said the colonel, who continued in a 
severer tAe, — “ J suspect you ’re a deep fellow, sir, and 
know more than you choose to tell, and therefore I ’ll hand 
you over to the serjearit.—'Here, serjeant.’’ That func¬ 
tionary advanced. " Serjeant,” said the colonei, “ take 
this fellow to tire halberds, — lot the drummers give him a 
dozen, and see if that will refresh his memory. 

Rory’s heart almost burst with' indignation at the tlioug’nt 
of the degradation, and he became first red as crimson and 
then pale as death with rage, 

Ha!’’ said the colonel, seeming to enjoy the pallor 
his threat liad produced, and which he mistook for fear, — 
we ’ll see, my fine fellow, what you think of the hints 
the drummers will give you ! ” 

In an instant Rory’s invention came to his aid; and 
though, could #16 have indulged his desire, he would have 
liad the colonel placed before him on equal terms, and 
could have plucked out his tyrannous lieart for the degrad¬ 
ation he would inflict on Itiin, still he kept down his ris¬ 
ing wratli, and let finesse acconipli.sh what he knew fotce 
could never achieve; so, witli as miicli calmness as he 
could muster, he said, — 

“ I’d be sorry, sir, to put the sarjeant to «o much 
throul)le; and, if you ’ll be good enough to cleai the 
room.,I ’ll tell you something you’d like to know, sir.” 

“ You may tell it out before all,” said the colonel. 

“ Plaze ymr honour,” said Rory, who now had reco¬ 
vered ids self-command, and enjoyed the thought of foiling 
cruehi by craft,— “your honour, it’s •something you 
woulu n’t be plazed every one should hear." ■ 
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‘ How should n’t I be pleased ? There's nothing you 
can tell, fellow, that 1 should care if the whole world knew.*’ 

“ Av coorsc not, your honour,” said Rory with affected 
reverence ; “ but at the same time, if you b’licve me, sir, 
it will be betther for no one but yourself to know of it.” 

“Clear the room, then,”said he to the serjeaut. “You 
may remain, Mr. Uaw." This was said to the ensign wdio 
was officer of the guard. 

“ No one but yourself, if you plaze, your honour,” saiil 
Rory. 

The colonel at first imagined that this was some des¬ 
perate fellow who had concealed arms about #im, and 
meant to take his life; but remembering he had been 
searched in the guard-house, his personal security no longer 
was matter of question, and there was a certain meaning 
that Rory threw into his manner, which influenced him to 
grant tlie prisoner’s request to be alone with him. 

“ AYell, w'hat's this wonderful secret you’ve to tell } ” 
said the colonel when they were alone. 

“ AV'hy, sir,” said Rory, affecting great, embarrassment, 
and rubbing his hand up and down the table before which 
he stood, as if he were ashamed of what he had to com¬ 
municate, “ I’m loath to tell you a’inost, sir^ begging 
your honour’s pardon ; but-” 

“ Quick, sir, quick ! ” said the colonel impatiently 
It's all thrue what I towld you, sir,*about bein a 
sthranger in the town, and coming over jist to-” 

“ The fact, sirrah ! ” said the colonel, —“ the fact, — 
tell me what’s this secret of yours." 

“ Yis, your honour, that’s what I want to insense your 
honour about.” 

“You’d insense any one with your delay, fellow. Come 
to the fact, I tell you — AYhat's this secret ? ” 

Rory fixed his eyes on the colonel while he proceeded,— 

“ You see, sir — 1 beg your honour’s pardon, and hope 
you won’t be offinded with me — but in the regard of 

Misther-” and he lowered his voice to% mysterious 

pitch. 

“ AYhd ? ” said the colonel, on whom Rory had hia eye 
fixed like a hawk. 
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" Misther Scruhbs, sir,” said Rory.' 

The colonel winced: Rory saw he had 

“ ’Tented him to the quick 

and now felt that the game was in his hands. 

“ What of him ? ” said the colonel recovering liitnself, 
but yet with a very altered tone of voice to that m which 
he had hitherto pursued his interrogatories. 

“ Why, sir, your honour — yon ’ll excuse me, I hope, 
— 1 would n’t offiiid your honour for the world, — but 
I thought*(t best not to mention any thing about it while 
the pcopft was here, becaze people is curious sometitnea 
and might be makin’ their remarks; and I thought I 
could betther give your honour a hint when nobody would 
he the wiser of it.” 

f’m not any wiser myself of it yet," said the colonel. 

No, of coorse, your honour, seciu’ I w'as loath to 
iiientioii the thing a’most, for fear of your honour thinkiiT 
I was takin’ a liberty ; but the misthiss — Misnea Scruhbs 

I mane, your honour-” and Rory here stuck his eyes 

into the colonel again. 

“ Well'” said the colonel. 

“ I knew i.he w ove: here with a frind, your honour, 
and I knew hat she did not expec’ the masther down — 
the collecthor, I mam..” 

M’ell,” said the colonel. 

“ And I thought it best to tell her that I heerd the 
masther is cornin' down to-morrow, and av coorse your 
honour known he would not bcplazed if the misthiss wasn’t 
in the place, and might suspect, or the like. 1 hope your 
honour is not offinded. 

The emphasis on “your honour knows ” and “suspect ” 
was accompanied by sly smiles and winks, and signifieant 
nods ; and the colonel saw clearly that Rory was possessed 
of the knowledge of his intrigue with Mrs. Scrubhs, and 
that the best thing he could do was to make him his 
friend ; so A said very gently, — 

“ Oflfended ! my good fellow, not at all. And so you 
came- '.ver to tell your mistress ? " 

1 thought it best, sir; for indeed she is a pleasant 
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lady, and I wouldn’t for tl'c world “that sht’d get into 
throuble, nor your honour aither.” 

“ AVell, here’s something to drink my health.” 

“Oh, your honour, sure I wouldn’t.” 

“ 1 insist upon it,” said the colonel, forcing five guineas 
into Rory’s liand, who did all in his power, not to take 
them ; Cor, though he hesitated not to execute this ina- 
nmuvre to save his life, he did not like receiving money on 
a false pretence. 

“ Indeed, thin, I iiev.r intended to take money, nor to 
tell your honour of it at all — only the misthftss, but for 
the quare accident that brought me before your •onour.” 

“ I’m glad I've seen you,” said the colonel, “ to re¬ 
ward your fidelity to your mistress: she shall be home 
before to-morrow.” 

“ Throth, then, I pity her to be obleeged to lave so 
iligant a gintleman.” 

“ Hush !” said the coloneL 

“ Mum ! ” said Rory, winking and laying his finger on 
his nose : but sure you 're the divil among the women, 
colonel! ” 

The colonel was pleased at the compliment paid to his 
gallantry ; and merely saying to Rory, “ Be discreet,” he 
called in the persons who were waiting in wonder outside 
to know what important communiAtion had been going 
forward. 

“ This man is free,” said the colonel: “I'm quite sa¬ 
tisfied with his explanations. And, serjeant, take him with 
you to the adjutant’s oflTce, and let him have a pass.” 

This was a bit of finesse on the colonel’s part, to make 
it appear that it was on public, not private grounds, he 
gave Rory his freedom ; for at this period, a pass from a 
Commanding officer empowered the bearer to go unmolested 
,dt all hours, and was entrusted only to emissaries or known 
friends of government. 

The colonel was so thrown off his guard W Rory’s ruse 
de- guerre, that he never asked his name p so Rory oh- 
tdimed his pass without being known, and then turned his 
face, homeward. As he rattled along the road, high in 
cpiMs, as men always are when they have conquered difE- 
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cultieB, his head vas in a whirl at the retrospect of the 
various adventures which had befallen him within four- 
and-tweiity hours. 

“ First, I meet French missionaries ” (he meant emis¬ 
saries, hut no matter), — “thin I get all the news o’ 
whaf's goin’ on that will astonish the world, — thin I got 
a rale Irttlier from Giiieral Uoche — Ah! there’s the 
inurdhcr ! — the letter's gone. Bad cess to it! why 
couldn’t I couthrivc to keep it ? But no niatther—afther 
all, it might lie worse, sure ; if ’twas found 1 d be hanged. 

— Not that I’d care so much for that, as the thing being 
blown.-r- Inileed, 1 might ha’ llecn hanged maybe, afther 
all; only 1 knew about the colonel’s purty doings. — Well, 
well, — to think that the sins of one woman should save 
the life of another man ! But that’s the will o’ God and 
the blessed Vargiii. — And to think I should not only get 
home safe, but have five goolden guineas in iny pocket into 
the bargitin ! — 'rhroth, Kory, luck’s on your side, my boy!” 

Now, it was not merely luck was on Rory’s side, for he 
turned all the accidents to good aeount, which would have 
lieen thrown away on a fool; and this, after all, is what 
makes the difference, in ninety-nine cases out of every 
hundred, between a lucky and an unlucky man. The un¬ 
lucky man often plays life’s game with good caids and 
loses ; while the lu|^y man plays the same game wdth bad 
ones, and wins. Ciicumstances arc the rulers of the weak ; 

— they are but the instruments of the wise. 


CHAPTER XV. 

HSIKO A MlXTUtlB OF ROMAKC2 AKD RXAUTT. 

Thb interest which De Lacy felt on Rory’s return, in 
listet ing to the important intelligence hr brought, was 
mingled with amusement at the adventurous way in which 
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he had conducted the enterprise. Th^ loss of the letter ha 
did net nrnch regard, as the most valuable information it 
could have conveyed was in his possession, namely, the 
preparation of the extensive armament for the invasion of 
the island ; and, under the circumstances, he not only did 
not blame Rory for the mishap, but gave him great credit 
for his courage and intelligence; for Rory had commu¬ 
nicated to him every particular of his adventures. De 
Lacy blamed De Welskein for holding the unlicensed com¬ 
munion Rory described ir. his cellar, and assured (I’Morc 
he was not aware that such was tlie smuggler's practice 
when he sent him on his mission. 

''You don't imagine, Rory, that I would countenance 
nor be the compaiiioji of such ruffians ? ” 

“To be sure you wouldn’t sir,” said Rory ; “and I 
hope you don’t think 1 ’d suppose such a tiling.” 

“ No; but as you were sent there by me, I wish you to 
understand ——” 

Oh, sir, 1 don’t mind such a thrifle,” said Rory. 

“ I don’t think it a trifle,” said De Lacy. 

“ But sure, if it was you was there, of coorse lie would n't 
have done the like by you, sir." 

“ He dare not, the rascal ! but that’s not enough ; he 
shouldn’t have treated my agent so: but, to be suie, in 
these’ affairs one must not be too ^rticular. They say 
poverty makes men acquainted with strange bedfellows ; 
and revolutions must do the same thing.” 

Yet, much as De Lacy strove to reconcile the tiling to 
his feelings, his delicacy revolted at the scene of brutal 
debauch that Rory, ft pure-hearted jieasant, was made the 
witness and partly the partaker of. De Lacy was in every 
way ati enthusiast: he believed in that high staiidanl of 
human virtue which‘could sacrifice all for virtue’s sake ; 
fais love of liberty was pure,—unstained by one unholy 
motive, and however much he miglit be blamed by those 
who thought the cause in which he was engaged unjusti¬ 
fiable, or even flagitious, his motives at least ^ere high and 
noble: they might be called mistaken, but not unworthy. 

His profession as a soldier, his present exploit as a 
pitfriot, and his love as a.,%an, were all underuken and 



RORY O MORE. 153 

pursued with a fetliiig belonging rather to the age of 
chivalry than the time in which he livetl. Or it might be 
perhaps more truly said, belonging to his own particular 
period of existence,—that glorious spring-time when every 
leaf of life is green, and the autumn of experience has not 
laid the withering tint of distrust upon one. The age of 
chivalry, did I say ? Every young and noble heart has its 
own age of chivalry ! 

De liacy’s love has been once mentioned before — at 
least glanced at; and it may be as well to give some slight 
notion of that event, so interesting in most people’s lives. 
Not that De Lacy’s love has much to do with the events 
about to be recorded ; but as it will be necessary to touch 
upon it perhaps elsewhere, the reader may just be given a 
peep into the affair: besides, it will help to exhibit the 
refined nature'of Dc Lacy's mind. 

He had left behind him in Paris a girl to whom he was 
deeply attached, and by whom he believed himself to be 
ardently beloved. But Adele Verbigny was unworthy of 
such a love as De Lacy’s, inasmuch as she could not under- 
sUnid it. Love was with her a necessity : she thought it 
quite indispensable that every young lady should have a 
lover ; and if that lover was a hero, so much the better. 
Now, De Lacy happened to be a handsome fellow and a 
soldier ; and when he volunteered to undertake the dan¬ 
gerous mission to Ireland, she wa.s charmed, because that 
lier Horace should be the “ saviour of a nation,” &c. &c. 
she considered a triumph to herself. So, babbling in the 
exaggerated jargon of the feverish time in which she spoke, 
she said she offered up the hopes of her heart upon the 
altar Of Freedom, and desired him go and disenthral Iris 
native land from the yoke of tyranny, and return crowned 
with laurels to enjoy her love. 

De Lacy believed the'little Parisian felt all she said, and 
loved her better than ever. While he was yet uncertain 
of the moment of his departure, he received a peremptory 
summons" from the Directory to start immediately with a 
government courier to the coast. He hastened to the house 
Of Aoe'e to take a tender farewjcU. Her ijiother«met him 
M he entered the apartment. 
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“ Hush! ” sail! she; “ AdHe sleeptJ.” 

“ I have not a moment to wait,” said .De Lacy ; “ I 'm 
lummoned on the instant to depart.” 

“ You see si»e sleeps,” said the mother : “ she cried sc 
much last night at the separation of the lovers in the play 
that she was quite overcome. Her iicrve.s have been shat 
tered all day, and she went asleep just now on the sofa tc 
restore hetself.” 

" Sweet soul i” said Dc Lacy — “ poor Adele ! if .du 
wept at a fictitious sep^rativ n, what would she suffer at a 
real one ! I will not wake her — no — mine be the pain 
of parting. Tell her,” said he tenderly, and he looked at 
the sleeping girl while he spoke to her mother, — “ tell her 
I go to fulfil iny duty to my country. 1 will return with 
its blessings and the laurels of victory to lay at her feet, 
and then I shall be worthy of her." He knelt to kiss her, 
hut paused. “ No," he said, “ I might awake her : this 
is all I shall take,” and he -gently drew a flower from the 
folds of her dress,—“ ’tis a -type of her Ireauty, her sweet¬ 
ness, and her innocence!” He then rose and hurried to 
depart. “Farewell, mother,” said he, — “permit me to 
call you so, — and tell Aclele why 1 would not wake her; 
and will she not love me the better when she knows how- 
much 1 renounced in relinquishing the parting charm of a 
kiss and a blessing from her own bright lips I” He could 
trust himself to scy no more, but he rushed from the house. 

The ravings of De Lacy during his dangerous illness 
had been divided between the recollection of Adele and 
anticipation of the intended revolutionary struggle. On 
his recovery, however, his mind reverted more pleasurably 
to the former subject than the latter; for, to his en¬ 
feebled nerves, love was a theme more congenial than 
war. 

In such a frame of mind it warf'that De Lacy sat in his 
bedroom, a few days after his recovery, with some papers 
lying before him, and his eyes resting on the flower he had 
taken from the bosom of Adele the night he had pavted 
from her. He thought of the circumstances of that part- 
fag ; anti as the sleepii|g giri was recalled to his fancy, his 
heart went through all the emotions of that parting again. 



through tlie infl lerioe o£ an imagination always vivid, but 
now rendered more delicately sensitive through the agency 
of that susceptibility of nerve which the languor succeeding 
a severe illness produces, and the fulness of his heart and 
the excitement of his fancy found vent in recording his 
farew'ell and the emotions of diat moment in verse ; and, 
dedicating to liis Adele the inspiration of his muse, he 
wrote tile following — 

SONG. 

, I. 

Sleep, my love — sleep, my love. 

Wake not to n'cep, iiiy love, 

Tliotigli tliy sweet eye.s are all liiddcn from me: 

Why shotihlst thou waken to sorrows like mine, love, 

While tlum niay'st, in driiuninjr, taste pleasure, divine, love? 
For hlest are tlie visions of slumbers like thine, love — 

So sleep thee, nor know who says “ Farewell to thee !” 


il. 

Sleep, my love — sleep, my love. 

Wake not. to weep, iny love. 

Though thy sweet eyes are all hidden from me ; 

Hard’t is to part without one look of kindneas. 

Yet sleep more resembles fond love in its blindne.SK, 

And thy look would enchain me again ; I find less 
Of pain to say, “ Farewell, .sweet .slumh’rer, to thee!” 

Thus, in writing and reading, — for De Lacy had a few 
choice books with him, — some days were passed ; but 
his strength began to return, and he was soon able to walk 
abroad. In liis rambles, a book was mostly bis com¬ 
panion ; and it was the frequency of hi.s being ob.serv^d 
by the country people in the act of reading that be ob¬ 
tained the name of “ the Scholar,” for ,so he became uni¬ 
versally called by the peasants, who liked him for his 
courteous manner, and the freedom with wliich he con¬ 
versed wiUi them. Who and what he was, they did 'not 
care : hut not so little Sweeny and Scrubhs, who used to 
exchange mutual “wonders" with each other as to "What 
tije deuce he could be.?—What brought him there? — 
Whut ,he was about?” &c. &c., and the conclusion titey 
always anived at was, both shaking their heads very sig- 
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•' Hush i” said she ; “ Adelc .slecjw.” 

“ 1 iiavc not a moment to wait," said J)c Lacy ; “I’m 
summoned on the instant to depart.” 

“ \c.n sio she sleeps,” said the mother; “she cried so 
tnurh last niglit at tlie separation of tlie loxcrs in the J'lay, 
that she was quite overcome. Her nerve.s havi' been shat¬ 
tered all day, and she went asleep just now <'u the sofa to 
restore heis>'lf.” 

“.Sweet soul!” said De Lacy — “ poor dele ! if she 
wept tit a fictitious .separation, ■•■iiat would she suii'er at a 
real one! 1 will not wake her — no — uiiiie he tlie jiain 
of parting. Tell lier,” said he tenderly, and he looked at 
the sleejdug girl while he s’poke to her niotlier, —“ teli her 
J go to fulfil niy duty to my country. 1 will rctnrr. with 
its blep.sjngs and tire laurels of vietory to lay at her feet, 
and then 1 .shall he worthy of lier.” He knelt to kiss her, 
luit paused. “ No,” he said, “ 1 might awal.e her : this 
is all I shall take,” and he gently drew' a flow'er from the 
folds of her ilres.s,—“ 'tis a rype of her beauty, her sweet¬ 
ness, and her iunoceiiee ! ” He then rose and htinied !(• 
depart. “Farewell, mother,” said he, — “ permit me to 
call you so, — and tell Adele why 1 would not wake her ; 
and will .s!ic not love me the latter when she knows how 
much 1 renotmeed in relincjuislniig tlu; parting charm of a 
kiss and a hlessing froie her own bright li[>'- ! ” He could 
trust himself to say no more, hut he rushed from the house. 

The ravings of De Lacy during hi.s dangerous illness 
had b'-en divided between the recollection of Adelt; and 
anticipation of the intended revolutionary struggle. On 
hi.s recovery, however, his mind reverted more pleasurably 
to the former subject than the latter; for, to his en¬ 
feebled nerves, love was a theme more congenial than 
war. 

In such a frame of mind it was that De Lacy sat in liis 
bedroom, a few days after his recovery, with some papers 
lying before him, and his eye.s resting on the flower lu; had 
taken from the bosom of Adele the night he had parted 
from her. He thought of the circumstances of that part¬ 
ing; anti a.s tin; slcepi.ig girl was recalled to his fancy, his 
heart went through all the emotions of that parting again, 
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througli the infi lerme of an imagiiuition always vivid, bu| 
now ivndi rod ’riore delicately sensitive throne;!) the agency 
of that Misceiitihility of nerve which the languor succreding 
a severe iJinos^ produces, and the fulness ol' liis heart and 
the excitenien! of !iis fancy found vent in recording his 
farewell and the emotions of that nKunetit in verse; and, 
dedicalitig m his Adele the inspiration cf his niuse, he 
wrote the follotving — 

SONG. 


Sloop, my iovo — sloe)), iny love. 

Wake not to woo)*, niy love, 

Tlioti^o ll V siviot eyes are all Iiidtlon frotn nie; 

Why '.hotdtisj tUoii waken t,) sorrtors like toino, love, 

lule limn : lay'st, in (Ire.amitie', taste itleie-lire, tliviiic, love? 
f’ttr blest are the visions of’siuvtthers like tltitie, love — 

So sleep thee, ttor ktiow wito .savs “ J''art'WeU u> thee 


II. 

.Sleeji, iny love — stoop, iity love. 

Wake not, to wee)), niy love, 

TliO’teli thy sweet eves are all hidden front me : 

Hart: h is tt) pttrl withotit otie Ittok of kiittlnoss. 

Yet sleep tnotv rosettthlos fottd love itt its liltntiness, 

Ami tliy Ittok wonltl ottehaiti me again ; 1 fttti less 
Of )iaiti to say, I-'arewoli, sweet sUttitlt’rer, to thee!” 

Thus, in writing and reading, — for Do T^acy had a few 
choico hooks with hint, — some days tvoro passed; but 
his strength hegan to return, .anti he was soo.ii able to vralk 
abroad. In his ramble.s, a hook wa.s mostly his com- 
pariioti ; and it was the frequency of liis being observed 
by tlie country pcojilo in the act of reading that he ob¬ 
tained tliu name of the Scholar,” for so he hecanic uni¬ 
versally called by tlu' peasants, who liked him fog his 
courteous manner, and the freedom with which he con¬ 
versed with them. Al'ho and wiiat he was, they did not 
care : but not so little Sweeny and Scrubbs, who used to 
exchange mutual “wonilers” with each other as to “W''hat 
the deuce he could be?—AVliat brought him there? — 
he was about?” Stc. Sic., and the concljj.sion tltey 
always an ived at was, both shaking their head.s very sjg- 
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nificantlyj and saying, “ Very odd ! ’’ De Lacy avoided 
the village in his walks. In tire first place, the retirement 
of the (juiet banks of the river, or the wildness of the hills 
above it, was more congenial to his tem|!er ; and secondly, 
he wished to keep himself beyond the range of observation 
as much as possible. With reailing and sketcliing, and 
making short excursions into the adjaient country, his 
days jiassed pleasantly enough, while all the time he was 
taking note of what he saw and heard; for tlumgh the 
expected assistance from the Tc^el, of which he was in 
<lai!y liojies of receiving intelligence, rcmlered it unneces¬ 
sary to write to (ieneral Clarke on the subject, as the hlow 
lie expected would be struck, without any urgency on his 
part, vet his own anxiety to acquire a knowledge of the 
interna! state of the eouiitry stimulated his inquiries. Old 
Phelim, the schoohnastcr, was often questioned on sucit 
matters: and his oddity amused, widle his infoniiaiitm 
satisfied, T.)e liUCy. 

It might be supposed by the general riaulcr that, engaged 
in such a cause as Do Lacy then was, an introduction to 
the parisli priest would have been held desirable ; but it 
was not so—-far from it. Dc Lacy, in common witii all 
the leaders of the ])olitical inovcnn,nt then going forward 
in Ireland, desired to shun by every ])ossil)le means any 
contact vvith tlic piiestliotid. 'i'he results of tiie- Frcncli 
llevoiution ha<l given the alarm to the clergy of all deno¬ 
minations ; and the Irish lloman (datholic jiriests, so far 
from countenancing the introduction of revolutionary prin¬ 
ciples into Ireland, had refused absolution to “ 'I'he 
I>efendcis,’’ a political union formed amongst the lower 
orders of the Catholic Irish, to protect themselves from 
the aggressions of the “ Peep-o’-day Boys,” who were 
Protcxtaiitx and Prexhyteriam. The dominant jtarty in 
Ireland have endeavoured to propagate the belief that the 
rebellion of 1798 was of religious origin, and put in prac¬ 
tice for the murder of all the Protestants in Ireland : but 
what is the factThe society of Uiuted Irishmen was 
first established in the North of Ireland, where the majo¬ 
rity of thfe population was Protestant atid Presbyterian. It 
was by Protestants and Presbyterians the society was 
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founded, and ProtcKiants and Presbyterians were its prin¬ 
cipal leaders. So, to credit the Oranpje account of the 
affair, we must believe that the Protestants originated the 
ingenious device of organising a revolution to murder 
themselves ! 

The truth is, the revolution then contemplated was 
•ourr.ly poHtical. Ai’hen the repeated calls for reform in 
the Irish parliament and a repeal of the penal laws against 
fia'.holicf; were refused till disafipointmcnt grew into 
despair, then, ami not till then, did the people coalesce to 
take by force what they had vainly sought by petition. 
'I’hc Catholics, from the very nature of their religion, which 
teaches such tame submission to authority, would never have 
dared to rebel. It was the stern Presbyterians, reformers 
by descent, that organised the movement to lalieve Ireland 
from the political degradation in which slie tlien was 
prostrated, and long oppression at last roused the Homan 
(kitliolic.s to make common cause with them. 

These facts I meulion, lest it might be considered in¬ 
consistent that De Lacy should not have been in Jeagur? 
with Father Kinshelti, who, so far from counten.incing the 
influence of Frcnohmeii in Ireland, considered the (lallic 
revolution and ail its emissaries to be quite as pestilential 
as they were deemed to be by tlie stanchest Protestant in the 
land. 


CHAPTER XVJ. 


f : f ) “Irish” fair with oni.v “onf.” fiuht in it.—hk wf.i,- 

SKKIN’s MF.TAMORrUOSES. - l.EARNFI) I’iOS. -ROASTI-.l) DUCKS 

— DOVE AND MURDF.R, STC. ETC. 

De Tjacv had been for some days in expectation of going 
to a ' ..ighhouring fair, which has the reputation <>? living a 
ncer? of great merriment in Ireland, and a very charac- 
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teristic tiling; iind as he hatl never witnessed such a meet¬ 
ing, his curiiisity was not a little excited. It w'as agreed 
that he and Rory, as well as his sister, with her suitor 
(lonolly,— V'ho, by the way, was not a favoured, though 
a devoted lover, — sbould form a party, to which I’helini 
O’Flanagan begged to be added, and the retjuest was 
granted. 

Yon must not expect, though,” said Kory, tiddressing 
I)c Lacy, “ that we ’ll have a.s inuch fiin as usual; ibr, 
you see, tlie iieople being nio.e vnitnf, they won’t fight as 
much as they do in l ominoii, and the factions is laid down 
by common coiisiiit until inaithers get smooth .iguin ; — 
and when we have jiistiee and happinesK among ii> once 
more, why tliin we can enjoy our ]>rivate hatiles accoriling 
to the good owld fasliioii.” 

Thai’s the tiling that suriirists me,” sai'i De Lacy,— 
'■ why you are so fond t'f factions, i on are good-hu- 
inonred and jiieasatit fellows tnougll iiuhviduaiiy ; hut 
when a set of you get together, you seaicely ever part with¬ 
out fighting.’’ 

“ Why, you sa-, sir," said Tliolim, it is the nature of 
man to he dispntaarions in tlieir various degrees, — kings 
fbr kingdoms — scholars for argument, and so an ; and the 
disputaariousness of human natliur i.s as like to brake out 
about which barony is the best ball-piayer.s or hurlers, as if 
Roosia vindicated I’roosia, or I’roosia vindicated Roosia : 
for you ktiow, sir, being a scholar, that the vinilicativenesb 
of nations to aitch other is no more than the vindicativenc.ss 
of the human heart, which is as demonstherated in a pari.sh, 
or a barony, or a townland, or the like, as in the more cir- 
cumsctibeii circle of an iivipire, or a priiicipalatine, all as 
one as a circle is a circle, whatever the size of it may 
lie, from a plaiiher up to a cart-wheel. Q. K. J). M'hat 
wax to be demoii-sthrated! ” and Phclini took snuff, as 
usual. 

Admirably demonstrated indeed ! ” said J>e Lacy, 
tnaintaiuiiig his gravity ; “Imt, if the matt< r in dispute be 
ball-playing or wrestling, would not tiie surest mt'ihod of 
settling the hiisiiiess tie, to play an equal inalch of either of 
the given games, instead of beating each other ? ” 
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“ Arrah, what else do we do?’’ saic Rory. — “You 
always tight instead." 

“Rut how can we help that? Ssiiv, we always do 
challenge each other to play a match of ball or hm litig, and 
thin, iii tlie coorse of play, one man gives a false hall, or 
.another cuts it, and thin there’s a dispiitc about it ; or in 
inirlin’, the same way, in the hate of the game, maybe the 
fellow before you is jist goin’ to have tile ball all to him¬ 
self, and yon afthcr him, hot foot, wliat can you Jo hut 
give him a tiiri;)? and away lie goes head over heels, and 
if he ’.s not disahlet^ tl'cre ’.s a chance lie loses his tiiiij)er, 
and C(imes to tiirip yon, — when, maylje lie is not .'-o ne- 
ces.siatcd to tlirip ;t/o« a-- 7/o« wor to thrip /ihn, and that 
does n’t stand to raysoii in i/oin- opinion, and inayhe you 
can’t lielp givin' bun a clip <,* ib,. hm], anil down /ir goes; 
and tliin, mavhc, one o’ /i/.v barony sees that, and doesn’t 
flunk it niysciinhlr, and slaps al — and so on it goes 
like fire among flax, and tile play turns into a fight in no 
time ; and. indeed, in the long-run we iiud ’t is the best 
way of arenin’ the jioint,— for there might he some frac¬ 
tious sperits woulii dispute about the faiiness o’ ///ix ])!ay, 
or tlic faiiness o’ f/i/it |>lav. and that it was an accident 
settled the game ; hiit wiieii it comes to rale fighlin’, there’ 
can be no words about ir, — for, you see, wiicit you dhrive 
every mother's son o’ (hem before you, .mil fairly leatlier 
them out o' tin; field, tao-c ran hr no ntix/nkr ahont it.” 

“ Rut iloi’s not llial jnoduce had lilood amongst you ? ” 
said Jle Lacy.-—'‘Ry no manes,” said llory; ‘'ivliy should 
it ? Sure, have n’t thev the chance of woJlopin’ us tlie 
next time ? ’’ 

“ And that periiptuatcs the dispute,” said De Lacy. — 

'Fo he sure," said llory, ‘‘ that’s the fun of it. (.)h, it 
would only bo a cowardly thit'g to he alway.s fiphtin’ a 
party you were sure to hate! — there would be an end of 
the glory intirely.” 

“ Ail iiarty," thought Pe Lacy, “is like Rory's game of 
hurling ; those who are out endeavour to triji uj tliose who 
are in, — ami, in conclusion, the only game left is to Iwttmr 
them • ' of fhc field. ; wdii-n there can be no mi.sta4:e about 
it." 
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It was the next day following Ror;, 's and Phelim s elo. 
quent, lucid, and reasonable exposition of the necessity aii<l 
propriety of party fights, that llic fair was holden, and the 
party, as already named, started for the scene of an.usc- 
incnt; — Conolly having the honour of being gentleman in 
waiting on Mary O'.More, handing her over stiles, &e.; 
Phelim and Uery hearing I)e l.acy company. 

On arriving at the scene of action, they found the fair 
tolerably “ throng,’" as the phrase is in Ireland ; and the 
inoment they were well on ihe ground, Conolly eomtrieneed 
the scries of gallantries which every j^jiiranl to a jiretty 
girl’s favour goes through ou a fair-day, by buying a large 
stock of gingerbread caki-s, which appeared to have been 
made of brown pajier and treacle, and apples to jrialeli, and 
requesting the wliolt; party, including J)e Laev, who was 
most politely solicited, to paftafce of the fiast. Now, ivlien 
people are at fairs, it is .a point of honour to cat and drink, 
and see all that you can, — iu short, till you can eat. and 
drink, and see no more ; and all the partv present, except 
I)e I.acy, seemed determined their honour should not be 
called iu question. The cake and appde stands were gene¬ 
rally formed by the coimtion car of the country being 
backed into whatever ]>o.sition it could take up on the fait- 
gr<>und ; and tlie horse being unyoked, a forked ]>ole of 
sufficient strength was stuck in the ground, and the back¬ 
hand of the car being deposited between the prong.s, it at 
once obtained .support ; after wliich some walth-n (long 
supple bouglis) being bciit over the vehicle, a quilt was 
thrown across the.se rustic rafters, to form lAi avvning, and 
the cakes and apples were spread on some sacks, jierhaps, or 
something equally coarse, — any thing, in short, to cover 
the bare boards of the car, that jirobably carried a load of 
.sand or earth, or something not so agreeable, tiie day be¬ 
fore, and was now at once converted into a cake-shop. In 
‘one corner of the concern, a glass and a black bottle, with 
aonirthiiKi iu if, were to be seen ; and under tlie car, from 
the middle of a bundle of straw', you might perceive the 
muzzle of a large jar protruding, whence the black bottle 
could be*fepleni;5licd as occasion required. 

■ Booths were erected for the accommodation of those who 



t BOUY o’mOHE. ifii 

chose ^to dance, and drink to refresh tliemselvos; and 
both these amusements, — tliat is to say, dancing and 

drinking,_seemed to be the stai)!e eominodities of the 

fair, even at an early hour ; but the dancing-tents were 
not in their full glory till much later in the day. 

'J'liere was throwing for gingerbread, and other amuse¬ 
ments incidenUl to such scenes ; but nothing very stirring 
in this line seemed as yet to have set in. So the jnirty 
.strolled on through the crowd ; llory remarking to ])e 
J.aey as they went, that he told him there tvould he little 
or no Itni—“And yoti see how quiet they are,” said Kory. 

“ (ioil save you, Piielim,’’ said a we!i-dresse<l peasatit. 
— *■ (. 0(1 save you kindly,” answered I’helim. 

“ How does the gossoons do without you, I’helim, agra.s 

_“ Olg I oev tlie cravtburs a holiday," said I’helim. “I 

don't like to he too hard on them. Exercise is good for 
the gosMiOiis wheti they are at college, for lamin’ lies heavy 
on the stomach.” 

“ 'I'hrue for you, I’helim. Not that I know much about 
lamin'; but 1 know you mustn’t brake the heart of a 
young cowlt.” 

Attd so saying, off Phelirn’s friend went. 

Thev now approached a portion of the fair where sales 
of cattle were going forward. 

How is the bastes goin’ ? ’’ said Rory to a farmer. — 

Indeed, it’s back they’ll be goin’,” said the farmer: 
“ there ’s no prices at all here — that is, for bRstes ; hut i 
hear pigs is lively.” 

“ Il’hat's thim I see up on the hill ? ” said Rory. “ Is 
it sogers ? — “ No less,’’ said the farmer ; “ though, in¬ 

deed, they might save them.selvcs the throuble, — they 
kern here to watch us; hut there won't be a blow sUirtick 
to-day.” 

“ Tliriic for you,” said Rory ; and so they parted. 

They next approached a show'-hox, where an exliihition 
of Punch and Judy seemed to pfive great amusement. That 
interesting domestic history was about hali-way through 
when our Hero and his party arrived ; and Rory had Ix-eii 
telli) .‘ in a hasty manner to Mary the nature ol« I’uncii s 
advc.-tuies, as thev apjrroached. “ Make basic, now 

11 
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said Rory, “ for it’s better Ivor a playi 1 seen a play when 
I was in Dublin; but Punch and Judy is worth two of it. 
Run ! run ! there he is Roin’ to kill his wife and child, the 
comical owld blackguard ! ” 

They arrived in time to witness the de:Lth of jiTrs. Punch 
and the child, and then the doctor was sent for. The doc¬ 
tor made bis appearance ; and Punch, after his legitimate 
st^ueak, began, 

“ Docta-w-r!”—“Sare?” .said the doctor, 
you cure niy wife'^”—“Yes, sare.” 

“What will you give her?”—“Some ghofif’s milk.” 

Rory started, “ Ry all that's good that’,s himself!” said 
he. 

“ Why, is it a rale docthor?” said Mary. — '‘'No, no,” 
said Rory. “I was otdy-” he paused, and with¬ 

drawing from Mary, he beckoned De Lacy from tlie group, 
and said, “Thai's Mr. I'evilskin that’s there,” jminting 
to the show-box. 

“ Where ? ” said De Lacy. — “ There,” said Rory, 
pointing agaiti ; “inside the show-box. I d take my oath 
it’s him. I thought I knew his voice at first, but I ’il 
sware to the gho.if'tt 

And so il was De R'elskein. If has been .said he was 
fond of intrigue anil adventure, and he wa.s quite in his 
element in thus maeqiieradiug it through the eoniury ; and 
while he was sowing rebellion from his love of revolution, 
and reaping profit from bis tobacco, it was pride and glory 
to him to be {)laYitig the buffoon at the same time, wiiich 
was at once a f.ource of pleasure and security ; for the 
smuggler was never long in one spot, hut clianging to dif¬ 
ferent places in different characters. 

“ I want to see him,” said De Lacy, “ and am glad of 
tlu.s chance-meeting. M'e must watcli an o])portimity to 
sjieak to him when the show is over.” 

IV’hile they were wailing for tbi.s, .a grouj) of liorse- 
meu approached the show, and Rory amongst them saw 
Squire Ransford, the parson. Sweeny, and Scruhbs; the 
kstj^ter engaged in conversation with “the colonel,” — be 
■t^o hatPgiven Rory hi.s freedom .and hi.s [)ass. Rory .saw 
there was nothing fur it but to retreat, as, if be were seen 
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his whole finosse ahmit Mrs. Scrubh-s would be blowiij he 
would gel into trouble, and bis name be in the colonel’s 
possession, who, it will be reineinbered liad never, in Ids 
burry to dismiss our hero, asked who he was. Thereibro, 
screening himself behin<l De Lacy, he told him how mat¬ 
ters stood, and taking Mary and Conolly with him, he left 
l)e Lacy with I’heliiu for a guide. — “ If wc don't meet 
again in the; fair,” said Rory, we must only wait till we 
go home;” and he retired rapidly from the spot unob. 
served by the horsemen who ha.d caused his sudden retreat. 
Appointing then a place of rendezvous with Mary and 
Conolly, Rory left them, and the^ returned to witness the 
finale of Punch and Judy. 

Rory pushed liis way through the jnincipal row of 
booths, where the danciug and drinking were going on 
j)roKperously, and entering tiiat under whose sign his ap. 
pointed meeting wdthhis sister and her cavalier was to take 
jdaco, lie sat down, and calling for a small portion of drink, 
refreshed himself, intending when that was over to resl 
himself with dancing: While h.e sat, lie jiLfceived Regatt 
and Kathleen enter at tin- farther end oi' the iKioth, and 
his heart hounded at the sight of the girl lie loved ; but 
bis joy was damped at the tliouglu that in her broliicr's 
presence he had better not approach lier. To liis unspeak¬ 
able joy, however, he saw Regan dejiart, leaving Katltleen, 
after sju'aking a few' words to her ; and when lu: was some 
si’conds gone, Rory moved tow'ards the gi;! oi' liis heart 
gaily, and, as her beat! was turned away, be projuv-ed sur- 
pri.siiig bet by Iiis jiresoncc ; so apprcachii.g unobserved, 
he lapped her smartly on the, shoulder, at.d had his most 
winuiiig smik! ready to meet her when slie theuld turn. 
^Vdieli sh(' (ltd turn, instead of flic flush of joy wlticli 
Rory anticipated, a deadly paleness and a look of reserve 
were on the countenance of Kathleen, and Rory’s bioeal 
ran cold to his lieart. 

“What's the mat.her, Kathleen dear?” said Rory_ 

Kathleen could not answer. 

“ AVhat u- the nutther ! — for God’s sake, tell me!” 
said ."ory impressively, for he saw by the girl’* manner 
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that an unfavourable impression Iiad been made upon her 
as regarded him. 

‘'Rory,” said Kathleen with that reproachfol tone 
which an offended woman only can assume, — “ Rory,” 
said she, “need you ask me?” 

“ AVhat have I done, Kathletni jewel ? ”— “ Oh, Rory ! 
so soon to desaive and think light o’me !” 

“ Me, Kathleen ! — by all that’s good -” 

“Whisht, Rory — whisht! — swaring won’t make it 
betther." 

“ Rut what is it, Kathleen ? ” — “ Oh, Rory ! don't be 
so desaitful. You know you ’vc wronged me ! ” 

“ Ry this blessed light! 1 never wronge<i you, Kath¬ 
leen ! ” — d’here was soinctliing bearing such inherent 
evidence of sincerity in Rory’s manner, that Kathleen 
hesitated for a inoinent, and looked inquiringly into his 
face; hut suddenly withdrawing her eyes and dropping 
her voice, she said, “ I’d willingly b’lievc you, Rory, — 
but-” 

“ But what ? ” said Rory. — “I don’t like to accuse 
you, hut you know-” again she paused. 

“ AYhat ? ” said Rory impatiently. — “ The cellar,” 
said Kathleen. — The word was enough. AA'ith all that 
magic rapidity of thought which instantaneously links a 
chain of circumstances together, Rory saw that his conduct 
in De AATdskein’s cellar had been misrepresented ; and 
when he remembered how tlie girl he had danced with 
had fastened herself upon him, he could nctJ but see that 
circumst.'vnces might he made to bear hard against him in 
the opinion of the woman he was courting — he was 
silenced by Kathleen’s one word — and she mistaking his 
silence for guilt, was rising to leave the booth, when Rory, 
taking her hand and pressing it closely, said,- 

“Kathleen, you wrong me; 1 know what you mane, 
but-” 

“ Let go my hand,” said Kathleen. ** You had betther 
look for the hand of the lady you like so much ; I b’lieye 
you can find her In the fairand she again made an 
effort to go, but Rory still <lctained her. 

“ Kathleen,” said he, “ it is only Shan Dhu could tell 
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you this, and I did not think he liad so black a lieart; for, 
by this lip;ht-” 

“ W'liisht ! ” said Kathleen in U-rror, “ lave me, lave 
me ; Shan is coming back — 1 see him.” 

“ il’elh promise to meet me till 1 clear myself to you.” 
— “■ llory, don’t be sthriving to desaive a poor girl — go, 
1 tell you.” 

“I won’t go unless you promise." — “If you've any 
jiity for me, go ; Shan is close by.” 

“ I’roniise ! ” said Rory iinj)ressivc!ly. — “ I will, then,” 
.said Kathleen faintly. 

“ Meet me by the rath, near the bridge,” said Rory, 
“ to-morrow evening. God ble.ss yon, Kathleen, and i:ever 
b’lieve 1 liave the heart ba.se enougli to wrotig you !” 

So saying, lu; kissed her hanil passionately before she could 
v. itlidraw it, and slipping out through an opening in (he side 
(if the booth, he left it without being jierceived by Regan. 
l’oorR<irv was beart.sick at the thought of Kathleen’s cold¬ 
ness, and he looked forward with the ini]iatience and longing 
of a child for the morrow’s evening, which he hoped would 
serve to chase every doubt frtnn her mind. AVhile he was 
moving through the crowd, hi.s attention was .attracted by 
a ]>artv of nmnnncrs, who were parading np and down on 
a platform, in dirty r.ags sprinkled with rusty s])ang!e.s, and 
amongst them he recognised the girl that liad been so sweet 
on him in the cellar; he tlteti remembered Kathleen’s 
saying, “ I b'lieve you can find her in tint fair,” and the 
thought struck him that Regan might have even pointed 
out the flourishing damsel before him as his paramour, and 
Rory’s shame was increast.'d, for, with lier ruddled cheeks, 
sliort petticoats, and shabby finery, she was a most dis¬ 
gusting object, though rather a tine girl. AVhile Rory 
looked at her, he fancied he cauglit her eye; and its brazen 
glare was for a moment darkened by a deittoniac expte.ssioti, 
and instantly withdrawn. He wished more and more for 
the evening of the morrow. On he went through the main 
chain of tents, hut seeing the squire and colonel ajiproach- 
ing ; gain, he took a shoyt turn roun 1 one of the booths and 
avoi.'ad them ; and tnaking :i detour, he aeturneTl to the 
p’»(e where he had apitointed Mary and Conolly to meet 
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him, where he fouml them waiting. Joining companj'^ 
they comniejieeii another rainlJc tlirough the fair, and at 
leiigtli leached a booth whence then; proceeded imudi 
lauglite:, and at, the door of wdiich a be.«])augled buiiiain 
was iiiviliiig the peojde to enter and see tlie wonderful eon- 
juroi' wIk) coidd tell fortunes om cards and ctire all sorts of 
dis, 'ascs. This j.V 'ini'i-d iiiiich diversion, and the hinglifer 
continuing to appeal to the curiosity of those outside, a 
fresh party ineluiling our hero his sister and her admirer, 
entered,, nere tiiey saw a jnaii in a bag-wig and cocked- 
hat, j.'ieed coat and ruffles, jierfonriing various sleighl-o!'- 
llam! trick ' ivith cards, and other feats of legerdemain ; 
and aft' r r,;akiiig hi.s beholders’ ('yes the siz,' of saucers 
■«dth wonder, and tiieir iiioiilhs of e<iual capacity, he pro¬ 
ceeded to ofl'er for sale various nostrums for llic cure of 
disease;'. ; anioiig.st .-thers, he produced one whi(;!i he }/ro- 
testod mo t e-lemnlj was snoirior to r/lio-sf''; ini'k. 

“ Di'vilskiii again !” said llory to himsadf ; “ devil.skin, 
sure ('iioiigli ! —ine.ro than thesJ-.in, by inv sow], fo, ] tiiink 
he's the. d—1 hiiiiseh’!"’ 

Here vras .Soother melamorjihn.-e of ihe Fremdiinan. He 
was. in his ghoy ; he had a stall hi the fair, in good haiid.s 
for the sale of tobacco, and lie was masciUertding it and 
making money in another quarter: a French agtitl in the 
middle of the fair, 'tvhere the antiy were lottkers-on to see 
that no ml.schief was going forward ; •— this was his glory, 
the intrigue and romanc- delighted him. 

llory left the booth — lie did not wish to meet Dc IV'cl- 
skein’s eye : not that he feared h.itn — he could not tell 
very well himself tlte precise cause of his dislike to be re- 
cogni.'.od by the smug;g!er ; but tbere was an undetined 
feeling about Rory, that rather shrunk from having any 
thing to do with one who scented invested with mysterious 
power. 

Hr a'waited outside the booth tlie egress of his sister and 
C'onolly, who suggested tliat it was lime to get sometliing 
for dinner. To tliis Rory assented ; for, notwithstanding 
that hi.s meeting with Kathleen liat^damped his enjoyment, 
his appetite war of too keen and hale a nature to be in¬ 
fluenced by a frown from his inistres.s, as those of more 
vefined lovers are said to be. 
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No‘l that I ’in ’^■cry hungry,” said llory. 

“■’Faith, then 1 am,” said Conolly ; “ for exceptin’ five 
or six dozen o’ giiiberbread and a .score o’ apples or so, be¬ 
tween tis, Mary and I have not tasted any thing to signify.” 

“ You were drinking my health very often, too,” said 
Mary. — Phoo, — wliat signifies three or four quarts o’ 
ponher ! ” 

WhiU- we leave this hungry parly looking for their 
diiiiu r. let ns return to De Lacy and I’lieliin, whom we left 
oj)j) 0 '.ito Do Wclskein's sliow-box. 

J)e hncy took Ids opi>ortunity of speaking to the smng- 
gier, whom he I'ollowed by signal to a liooth ; and leaving 
Ple.liin standing outside, he entered the booth, and a rude 
enrl.'ii), was drawn across llie orifice by wideli they came 
I , Di- l,i,u'y now found hiinseif in a small canvas apart- 
meii', fn in whieh, through the division in another curtain, 
iie saw mlo a large space beyond the sentry-hox sort of place 

}j; wiiii't! !\e '-.trioil, 

“ 1);-. my leatre,” said De 'lYelskoin. 

'• Whii! <lo you want a theatre for ?” — To ’muso niy- 
st f—hlni-J lie vnlgare — luak romaunee — J’aiiue /ts‘ 

riw, niii.--- .satt'cc wottMcnr.” 

“ 1 'Ji.night, smiiggling-”— “ Sure !” said I)e lYel- 

skeii! with dignity. 

“ 1 tneai., your mercantile pursnits would have given you 
enough of em]doyinent.” 

“Bah ! — hiujiitel’c, ! ever bodilee can be ■i>iaj‘cliait--l ; — 

bole ft')' ha intrUjiivs -” - “ That requires a man of 

genius.'’ said De Lacy. 

'• Ah ! — Ir’leevc so, indeet,” said De AYelskein with 
great scdf-complaceticy. — “But then your political mis¬ 
sion, is not that enough to fill up any spare time yon can 
witlihold from your mercantile pursuits.^” 

“ Yais — c’c.vt vrai — ordinainmimt —for most peepel; 
— but me — love intrigue — romaunee—ha! ha! — 
besisc — more liard for discover to certen persnu. Dis 
ilay, mareband — to-raawrow, Ponshe an’ Joodee — now 
me shange agen.” 

i '. re he threw off his coat, and proceeded to tvkc out of 
8 ■'aiivas bag that lay under some straw in a corner, the 
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laced coat and cocked-liat^ wig, <ic. ii. which Ilory subse 
quently saw him attired. 

“ Now, me go play Doctair Duck." 

“What character is that.?” said De Lacy. — “ Quaak, 
quaak, quaak, said Dc W^clskein, with a spirit atid viva- 
ciou.s expression worthy of the comedy for wliicli his coun¬ 
try is so famous. 

De Lacy lauglied. — “ And do you get fees .? ” — “ {’er- 
tanlee : — no fee, no doctenr ; sell leetle peels — cure 
every ting—^ better dan ^'ho.H’s milk. Besis'e,” said he, 
pulling cards from his pocket, “ here more ting — hocus, 
pocus—poots cards in fool’s pauket—ha! ha! — niak 
dem stare — tink me dt^ divil.” 

“ They ’re not far out,” thought De Lacy. 

De Welskein having comi»leted his attire, painteii his 
face, rubbed burnt cork on Inks eye-brows, and .sliakcm flour 
into his wig, held some .short conversation on tin' state of 
affairs over the water; and De Lacy, thinking it bitter not 
to remain too long in .such company, brought his confer- 
ence to a close as soon as possible ; and after telling De 
Welskein where he could find him, he drew the ragged 
curtain, and emerged from the tiring-room of the adven. 
turer. Having rejoined Phelim, he asked him what was 
to be done next, for he determined to let Phelim do the 
honours of the fair. 

“ I hear there is a pig in the fair, sir,” said tlu; cice¬ 
rone. — “I've seen some hundreds already,” said De Laev. 

“Oh, you’re very smart on me noiv,” said Pheliin, 

‘ and take me up short; but the pig 1 mane is a lamed 
pig-” 


“ Indeed ! where is he to tie seen ? ’’— “ Somewhere up 
here, I hear. Now 1 ’d like to see that above ail things ; 
for tli(»gh I know to my cost that some cliildhre is no 
hetthcr than pigs, either in manners nor intellex, I liave yet 
to be inxrmed how a pig can be equal to a Chrishtlian.” 

They soon came within hearing of a fellow wlio was 
roaring at the top of his voice, — 

“Walkin' walk in! walk in, ladies and gintlemin ; 
here is the wondherful lamed pig that knows the five quar- 
thers o’ the world, and more;—together with his A. U. (J 
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end anperceesiul—and goes through his alphibbit back- 
^ars • —togcthor witlt addishin, substhracsliiii, iiudtipli- 
casldn and divishin ; — knows numerashin, Tninshurasbin, 
naviirashin, and — (Here the crowd always 

l-iw'dicd )_“ Together with varrions accomplishments too 

numerous to be n>rnsbiud, —smokes tabakky and tells cun- 

nundhenutis.” ,■ 

C)h ! do you hear the lies he s tellin . said 1 iudnu ; 

“ sure no pig could do the like, barring one pig that is 
minshind in ausbint hiathery.” - “ I don’t remember that 

pig, I’heiiin,” said He Lacy. 

o Pijr — inaylius !" said rhelim, bursting in triumph at 
having^aught He Lacy iu one of his old and favourite 

jokes. ^ 1 * 

He Lacy could not hcl]) laughing at the poor old man s 

whimsical conceit; and complimenting him on his wit, he 
])roi)oscd to I’iielim that they should sec if what was pro¬ 
mised of the pig were true. 

“ Impossible !” said Hhelira ; “it’s only throwing away 
money.” 

“ tTc ’ll see, at all events,” said De Lacy, who iviyttig 
sixjience, which was twopence more than was required for 
two admissions, he and the schoolmaster walked up a low 
step-ladder, whicli led to the place of <;xhibition, deafened, 
as thev passed the crier, hy his vociferating, “ Step up, 

ladies!_jist goin’ to hi'gin. Step up, step up —all for 

tuppince—only tupyiiuce ; the lamed pig, only tuppince 
. for minsurashin, miditashiii, contimplashin, navigushin, 

and/ifiuc-therashin ! ” a- ■ ^ 

'M’hen the company had been collected in sumcient 
quantity, a shrcwd-looking follow, fantastically dressed, led 
in a pig hy a string whicli was fastened to a ring in the 

animal’s nose. , ■ , n r 

The pi'' ascended a circular platform, in the middle ot 

whicli a pole was placed, and round the circle were several 

holes cut. . ., , , ■ 

“ Now ladies and gintleinin, ’ said the showman, tins 
is the lamed pig, that is perfect maether of varrious branches 
of ■ ucashin; and first and foremost, he tyill show you his 
wledge of the five quarthers o’ tlie world, aujual to 
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Captain Cook that purforrned die circumlocution of the 
globe. Excuse me, ladies, till I give him his iiisihriicshins.'* 

Here he put his mouth to the pig's car, and the pig 
grunted. “ He says he is happy to have the honour of 
your company, ladie.s.” 

Here the showman was encouraged by ii laugh from the 
spectators, who, all being willing to be pleased, laughed at, 
a trifle. 

“ What did he say to him, do you think ? ” said Plielim 
to De Lacy confidentially. — ‘ 1 suppo.‘;e he g.'ive him a 
pig’s whisper,” said De Lacy. 

“ Good, sir, good,” said Phelim ; “ by dad 1 you ’re 
always ready — a pig’s whi.spcr ! — well 1 ’ll never forget 
that! ” 

'I’lio showman now laid four pieces of canl, ivilli the 
names of the four quarters of the world wdtteu upon 
them, over four holes on the opposite parts of the circle, 
and said, — 

Now, ladies, which o’ the five qu.arthers o’ t’.e world 
shall this wondherful .scholar sliow you - - Europe, Asia, 
Afiikay, or Amerikay ? ” “ Amerikay, if you jdaze, sir,” 

said a woman, wlio blushed excessively at hearing the sound 
of her own voice in public. 

“ Sartinly, ma'am. Show the lady .\uierikay, sir.” 

The animal now got a pull of the string, and he began 
poking his nose roun'l the circle, and at last stopped at 
the quarter named, ant' shoved tlie card from over the 
hole. 

Great applause followed, and the showinan rewarded 
the pig by giving him an acorn. De Lacy satv at once 
how the trick was <loitc; but to Pheliin's question of 

Arrab, how did he do that ? ” he made no reply for the 

present. 

* *vThe showman was about to remove the cards, when 
Phelim interrupted nim : — 

“ You said, sir, you’d show the five qusrthers o’ the 
1||^^ by manes o’ your pig; and indeed if lie knows five 
it’s more than I know.” “ To be sure he knows 
you know,” said the showman. 

A burst of merriment foiloweil this hit: for many of 
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the sperratOTS knew Phelim, and that a pig should be said 
to know more than he did, delighted them. Wheri the 
laugh subsided Ptielim continued : — 

“ Maybe you don’t know, my good fellow, that you are 
addhressing a ])hilomath ? ” 

‘‘ A iv'hat ? ” — “A philomath, sir.” 

Tile showman now turned to the pig, and putting his 
mouth to his ear, as before, said, — 

“ Can you tell me wjiat is a filly-mat } ” — The pig 
grunted ;ip;ain. 

“ lie fays, a filly-mat is a griunhliu’ owld fellow.” 
Another laugh against Phelim succeeded the showman’s 
buffoouory, whose- jiractiscd effrontery was too mueh for 
I’heiiin. Pliolini, liov.ever, was too used to triumph to 
give ill so easily, particularly in the pre.sence of so many 
who knew him ; and rallying onee more, he said, — 

“ if there a fifth (jnartlior o’ the world, wiU you 

be so gotid to tell the other brute there to show it.” 

Phelim bad the laugh on bis side now'. A laugh is a 
main point (>f arguineiit with Paddy ; and whoever has the 
last htogli, has the best of the battle in Ireland. 

Tile showman waited till the laugh was lulled, and then 
addressing tlie pig, he said, — 

“ AV’ill you tell that ignorant owld fill-pot what the flftli 
quaxtlier of the world is? ” 

I'he ]iig comnieiiced rubbing himself against the upright 
stick that, stood in the-middle of the circle, much to the 
inerrinu-iit of tlie crowd. 

“ There !” said the .showman triuinpluintly. 

“ I.S iliat what you call answerin’ the problem I have 
propournled ? ” said Phelim, who thougit he had vanquished 
his man, and got magniloquent in consequence. “ I pro¬ 
pound to yiz all-” 

If you were poundin’from this till to-morrow, you ’re 
nothing but a honthoon,” said the showman. 

PhelinCaltsolutely .staggered at the degrading epithet of 
hosthoon being applied to a philomath. The showman 
conti- 'Oerl; — 

“ f. me, if you worn't an owld bogie„ you ’<> see that 
pig was pointin’ out to you the fifth quarthcr o’ the 



172 Bonv O'MORE. 

world ; but the fact is, you don’t know that there is sitch 
a thing as the fifth quarthcr; but,” said he, making a flou¬ 
rishing appeal to his audience, “ ladies and gintlemin, 
you see the baste has pointed out to your comprehenahiii 
the fifth quarter of the terrestorial globe, whicli is the 
North Pole! ” 

Phelim uttered an indignant “Oh!” but his exclam¬ 
ation was drowned in the vociferous plaudits of the mul¬ 
titude. 

“ Lave the place ! lave the place ! ” said Pholini to IV 
Lacy, bursting with rage: but De Lacy did not like to lose 
the fun, and thought Phelim more diverting than the pig. 

“ Stay,” said De Lacy; “you’ll expose his ignorance 
yet.” 

Thus tem])ted, Phelim rentained, imaintaining a sulky 
silence, and watching for an opirortunity of annihilating 
the pig and the showman. 

The fellow put his pig through some alphabetical ma¬ 
noeuvres ujion the same principle that the quarters of the 
globe had been pointed out, though the trick was unper- 
ccived by the spectators, who still continued to he de- 
lighteil. 

“ Now’, ladies and gintlemin.’’ said the jnoprictor of 
the pig, “ this divartin’ baste will go through his alphabit 
back wars.” 

“ Maybe he could say the Lord's prayer hackwaids ? 
said I’lu'lim, wishing to be severe. 

“That would rise tbe d — 1, as every fool knows,” said 
the showman, “ and tiiat would not be agreeable to tbe 
company ; otherwise he could do it aisy.” 

“ Hurrup, Solomon ! ” continued he, addressing the pig 
— (“He is called Solomon, ladies ; lie is so wise); go 
through your alphibit backwars.” 

Upon this tlic pig made a retrograde movement round 
the circle, the showman exclaiming when he had finished, 
“ That's doin’ it backwars, I think I ” 

The people were tickled with the quibble ; hut Phelim 
said, “ That’s only a thrick.” 

“ Wei!', it’s wij/ thrick, any how,” said the showman with 
readiness. “ You have n’t won a thrick yet.” 
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Phelim was flooied again. By a similar quibble, the 
animal went througli bis multiplication table. A board, 
with a multiplication table upon it, had a swinging door 
hung in the middle; and this being placed before the pig, 
he walked through it. 

Some of the spectators asked to see the pig “ smoke to- 
bakky,” as one of the things promised. 

“ lie would with pleasure, ladies, hut he bruk his pipe 
in the last exhibishin, and there is not one convaynient,” 
was the answer; “ but, what is much more curious, he 
will answer connundherums. Tell me, sir,” sai<l he, ad¬ 
dressing the pig, “ what does the ladies say when they are 
angry with their husbands ” 

The pig grunted furiously. This was the triumph of 
the day ; the men lauglietl outrageously, and even the 
women could not help joining ; and a jolly-looking fellow 
in front cried out, — 

“ By the powers, Molly, that’s as like you as two pays!” 
Another shout followed this sally. 

“ Now, sir,” said the showman, “ what does the girls 
say when the boys is coaxin’ them ? *’ 

The pig gave a prolonged squeel. 

It was now the young men’s turn to laugh, and many a 
pinched elbow of a pretty girl, at the moment, caused a 
chorus to the pig's stjiiecl. This was the finale; the pig 
retired amidst the plaudits of ‘^an admiring audience,” 
who made their exit down the step-ladder, to give jdace to 
others who were waiting to go up. Phelim was silent for 
some time after he left the booth, hut at last broke out 
with, “ 'I'liat fellow's a hunibuggtr ! ” 

Z'’That’s his business,’’ said i)d Lacy, “ and therefore 
you can’t give liim higher praise than to say he is a hum- 

biiggtT.” 

“ And is that what you call praise ” said Phelim in 
offended wonder, for he thought De Lacy would have sided 
witli his wounded dignity. —“ Certainly,” said De Lacy. 
“ Every man to his calling.” 

“f.'ntis it respectable to be humhuggin’ people?” — 
Oh, that's quite another question, I’helim ; »I '11 say 
i.ou iiig for the respectability ; but'didn’t you perceive the 
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tricV by which he makes the pig paint out any kiter oi 
part of the world he’s desired ? " 

“ Not I — how could 1 ? ” —“ Well, I 'll tel! you. You 
perceived there were holes cut round tlie circular platform, 
and that a card was always laid over a hole }" — ‘‘ Vis, I 
did,” said I’helim.— “Well, you perceived also, that 
wheitcver the pig did a trick effectively, his master gave 
him an acorn ?”—“He gave him something, but 1 didn't 
know it was an acorn.” — “ You know this is the time of 
their falling, and there is nothing of which j)igs are so 
fond.” — “ And do you mane to say, sir, that if yon feed 
a pig on acorns, you ’ll tuche him to sj)cl!, and lam him 
jography.? ” 

“No,” said De Lacy, smiling ; “hut 1 mean, tliat an 
acorn was the pig’s reward j hut he would not havi: got the 
reward if he had not found out the- acornn. 1 )o you .see 
the trick now ?” — “>Vhy, tliiu, indeed, to say the thrulh, 
I only persaive it afther a manner, like — that is, not 
complate.” 

“ W’cll, I ’ll show it to you complate, then, ’ .said De 
Lacy, whi> enjoyed the hesitation that rheliin evinced to 
acknowledge that the showman’s trick was beyond him. 

“ You saw every card was placed over a hole.^” — “Yis.” 

“ And that when the pig came to the right card, lie 
began to poke it with his snout ? ” — •• ^'i.-.” 

“And can’t you guess why ?” — “No.” — “it v.u,, 
because his master hud a plaU; of acorns attached iC a t r ick, 
which he always placed under the hole the caiii w.!,; over; 
and so thet pig went smelling round the circle cii! he caint 
to the acorns.” 

“ 'i'are an’ onns 1 what a chate !” .said Piieliiu. 

“ If the pig made a mistake, he got no acorn ; wlicti h, 
found out the right hole, he was rewarded.” 

“ Oh, the vagabone ! to make the ]ico[ile ihin!. that a 
pig could be taught to know his letther.s, and jir.^.aphy, 
and, afther all, it’s only the nathur of the l.nute 'uttstc ic 
init!" 

“ And did you expect any more } ” 

“To be sure I did,” said the poor .simple I'helini; ••;aid 
what’s worse, the people will b'lieve it, and they 'il cay I 
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can’t do as much wi;h a Chrishthan child as that vagabone 
can with a jiig. Why, it’s enough to ruin all the school- 
masthers in Irelan<l ! 1 ’ll go back and expose the villian.” 
“ No, no, I’heliin, you would n’t do that! ” 

"■ Why would n’t I ? isn’t it a common forgery on peo¬ 
ple's undherstan’in’s ? ” And De Lacy was obliged to lay 
his hand on the indignant philomath’s arm to restrain him. 

Pholiin,” said De Lacy, “ you don’t know but that 
poor fellow has a wife and children to support; and if his 
humbugging, as you call it, is turned into bread and milk 
for bis little ones, you wouldn’t be the cause of making 
them feed hunger ? " 

“God forbid, sir!” said Phelim feelingly, his pride 
giving }ilnce to his humanity. Dread and milk, indeed 1 
Oh, thin, if it’s hnt poraioes and salt he can aim in such 
a good cause, may the Lord, prosper him !” 

It is time to return tc! Doty and his piirty whom we left 
looking for tlieir dinner. Hut to obtain this, they found 
no such easy matter. They incjuiri'd at various booths 
w'ithout success, for the day was further spent than they 
imagined, and the vi.ands consumed. 

Rory had been so absorbed between anxiety on aceomit 
of Kathieen, and wonder at De AVelskein’s Prolctin powers, 
that the day had passed over without his being conscious 
of it; and tlie various shows kept the attention of Conolly 
and Mary so nnicli on the stretch, that they were equally 
untnindfnl of the flight of time, and, as Mary herself said, 
’Faith, the day went over like an hour, a'inost.” 

'fliey sought the long entrenchment of sunken fires over 
which pots full of beef and cabbage bail been busy 
biiin’ ” when last tltey 2 »assed that way. The fires were 
there 'tis true, and so were the jiots, but no beef and cab¬ 
bage: the solids had been demolished, and the huge iron 
pots had given jilace to kettles, where water was “kept con¬ 
tinually biiin’ ” for the manufacture of jmneh. What was 
to be done ? At this liour dinner was manifestly a scarce 
thing, which fact increased their appetites ; and even P.ory 
Iiimse f in spite of love and Kathleen, began to feel the 
inwai., man making appeals to his conimoq seii.se.* M'^hile 
till were in this state, Rory saw a brace of ducks daug- 
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ling from a string, roasting btfore a fire at the end of one 
of the bootlis, and a girl very busy attending the culinary 
process. Rory’s invention was immediately at work ; and 
his love of fun, joined to his desire for dinner, at once sug¬ 
gested the notion of his making himself master of the ducks. 

So, desiring Conolly and his sister to secure a scat as 
near as they could to where the birds were in preparation, 
he spoke to the landlady of die booth, and asked could 
they have dinner. She said they had nothing but a little 
cold beef. 

“ It’^ell, that same,” said Rory. 

So plates were laid, and knives and forks provided, and 
the half-warm ami ragged remains of some very bad beef 
were placed before Rory and his party.. 

“ That ’ll do,” said Rory, ivho, having thus contrived 
to get the plates, &c. set aliout securing the ducks, h'eign- 
ing an excuse, he said to his ^larty, “ Don’t begin till Jack 
comes to us, he'll be here by-aii’-by and then turning 
to the girl who was cooking the ducks, he kept np a con¬ 
versation with her, and made her laugh so often, that ho 
got into her good graces, and she fancied him the plea¬ 
santest fellow in the world. At last, Rory, when he 
thought the birds were nearly done, said to her, sut;ing that 
her face was very dewy from her occupation, — 

“ I h’lieve it’s roasting thim ducks you are ? ”—“’Faith, 
it’s thiin that’s roasting me, you mane,” said the girl. 

“ It’s dhry work, 1 ’m thinkinV’ said Rory. — “ Thnie 
for you,” said the girl, “ and no one to offer me a dhrink.” 

“ Suppose 1 ’d give you a dhrink” said Rory.—“Long 
life to you!” said the girl, looking up at him, and wiping 
down her face with a hack stroke of her red hand. 

“ IVell, you must do something for me,” said Rory, 
“ and I ’ll give you a pot o’ porther.” — “ GoiJ bless you!" 
jaid the girl. 

“ Jist run down, thin, to Tim Douoghue’s stan’in’, — 
it’s at the far end o’ the sthreet, — and get me a ha’p’orth 
o’ snuff, for I ’in lost witli a cowld in my head that 1 got 
♦hrough a hole in my hat." 

“Go "Song wjd you !” said the girl, giving the ducks a 
twirL — “ It’s thruth I'm tellin’ you," said Rory. 
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"Oh! I darn’t lave the ducks," said she. — "Oh!” 
said Rory in an insinuating tone, “jist slip out here 
through the slit in the tint, and I '11 take charge o’ them 
till you come hack. Here's a hog for you, and you may 
keep the change for yourself.” 

The " hog ’’ was too much for the girl’s prudence: ott 
she .started to Tim Donoughue’s ; and she wasn’t ten steps 
from the place, when Rory had the pair of ducks on the 
dish before his party, and, as Rory himself said' in telling 
the story after, “ the sorrow long they wor in making jom- 
niotliry of the same ducks.” 

When the girl came back and saw the skeletons of the 
birds she had left in templing plumpness liefore the fire, 
she, in the language of Conolly, " screeched a thousand 
inunlhers, and riz the tint.” 

“ Oh ! the duek.s, the diick.s ! ” cried the girl. 

“ Oh ! you baggage, are they spylte } ” said Mrs. Mol« 
loy, the landlady, rn.shirljr to the spot on hearing the 
uproar. 

" No, indeed, ma’am,” said Rory very quietly, picking 
the bones of one of them at the same time ; " they are not 
spylte, for they war as fine ducks as ever 1 put a tooth in.” 

" Oh, Ood be good to me! " said the woman, with a 
look of despair ; “ is it atiiig Mr. Regan’s wild ducks you 
are ? ” 

Now this " took Rory aback,” as sailors say. He would 
rather th.it he had not hit iijion Regan’s ducks for his 
frolic : but, as chance had so ruled it, he determined to 
follow up his joke ; so lie answererl, 

" In throth, ma’am, I did n’t know whose ducks they 
wor ; and as for their being vild, T never found it out; 
and, ’])oii my conscience, i think thi'y arc a'inost as good 
as if they wor tame.” 

" But they wor Mr. Regan’s ducks ! ”—" I did n’t know 
that, ma’am : I supposed they wor yours; and when 1 
kem to your tint for enthertainmciit, I thought I hail a 
right to whatever ateables was in it, as well as another.” 

" (! what ’ll Mr. Regan say ? "—He ’ll say what 
he Il ls to say for himself,” said R,egan, hearing 

tiiai fits ducks had been taken by Rory O'Morc, became 
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exceedingly wroth, and swaggered up to the scene of action. 
On his arrival there, he saw Conolly sitting beside Mary 
O’More, and this, as Rory said when speaking of the affair 
after, “ roused the divil in him so, dunging his attack, 
which was intended for Rory, upon donolly, he said, ad¬ 
dreading the latter in a menacing tone,— 

How <lar you take my ducks? ” Conolly was in the 
act of rising, when Rory laid his hand on his shoulder, 
and said, “ Sit down — this is iio air.dr of yonrs ’’ 

In doing this, Rory was actuated by a donhlo motive. 
In the first jdace, had the ijiiairel been cstahlished between 
Conolly and Regan, he knew that his sister’s name would 
bp mixed up with it, and his intuitive sense of delicacy 
recoiled at the thought of Mary's name being connected 
with a brawl at a fair ; secondly, in point of fact he was 
the jierson who had committed the act complained of — 
and Rory was not the man to let another fight his battle. 
8o, turniu;'; to Regan, he said,-*- 

It was I tuk the ducks, Shan— Conolly had nothing 
to do with it; and if 1 have disap))ointed yon of your 
dinner, 1 ’in sorry for it, - ■ and 1 hope that’s satisfaclioi 
enough. And for you, Mr.s. Moiioy, I beg your pardon 
if I tuk what 1 had no right to, and all I can do is to pay 
you for the ducks.” And he offered her his hand full of 
.silver to take the price from. 

“ Take your money out o’ that! ” said Rogau fiercely, 
.accompanying the words with a .shove that scattered Rory’s 
shillings over the table and the ground. “ The ducks 
were not Mrs. Molloy’s ducks, but mine, and I don’t want 
to be paid for what I did n’t intend to sell; — and all I’ve 
to say is, that I recommend you not to make away witli 
any thing belonging to me for the future.” 

There was an emphasis on “ hchrigmg to me ” tliat Rory 
felt was meant to allude to Kathleen ; but that was not so 
offensive as the phrase “ make away,” — which being a 
common form of jiarlance in Ireland for any thing that is 
illegally taken, roused Rory’s indignation. 

“ Regan.” said he, “ wh.at 1 did, I did in ,a joke ; and 
I have .s*id in {rood temper, and with a hope of making 
friends, all that ought to .satisfy a man that wii/hed to be a 
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frierid ; atui if afther that you msh to make a quarrel of 
itj ati'l ynnvc. to throw an affront on me, 1 tell you, Regan, 
it's what I won’t take from you.” 

“ 1 wi^h you had been as particular about my ducks,” 
said Regan, walking off. 

“ If I tuk your ducks, Regan, I won’t take your im- 
pidince,” said Rory, disengaging himself from behind the 
table. 

Mary attempted to stop him, but Conolly prevented her, 
knowing the fatal consequences of a man being hampered 
with a woman in a fray. “ The best tiling you can do,” 
said he, “ is to lave his hands loose, for he ’ll have need 
o’ tliem soon.” Then handing over Mary to the care of an 
elderly man, he said', “ Jist take care o’ the colleen while 
1 see fair play ; ” and he was at Rory’s .side in an instant. 

There was no time to spare, for Regan turned round at 
Rory’s last word and said, “ Did you say impidtnet to 
me?” “ I did,” said Rory. 

The words were no sooner uttered than Regan made a 
tremendous blow at him ; but rage and liquor (for lie had 
been drinking) had deprived him of his usual power in 
such matters, and Rory easily warded his blow, returning 
one so well planted, that Regan measured liis lengtli on the 
floor of the booth. 

He rose again, ainl two or three of his cronies rallied 
round him, while Conolly and the lovers of fair play saw 
that nothing foul should befall Rory. 

From the fury and intoxication of Regan the fight was 
a short one. After lirs first fall, Rory requested that his 
opponent’s friends would “ take him away, as lie was n’t fit 
to fight; ” but this only increased Regan’s rage, and he 
rushed again upon his man. But it was an easy conquest 
for Rory, though Regan was superior in years and strength ; 
and the end of the affair was, as (’oiiolly and Rory’s 
friends sjiread far and wnde over the country in relating the 
affair, “ That Rory O’More gave Regan the length and 
breadth of as fine a licking as ever lie got in his life.” 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A MOONUOUT MEKTING; WITH ONE TOO MANT. 

From the presence of the military at the fair, anil tlie 
existence of the curfew-law at the period, it became doubly 
necessary that the people assembled should disperse in good 
time, and take their homcwaid way. 

De Lacy particularly felt the necessity of this; for, cir. 
curastanred as he was, to have put himself within reach of 
military-law would have been madness ; so he and Phelim 
left the fair much earlier than Rory and his party, for the 
“ smaL scrimmage ” after dinner had occasioned some de¬ 
lay. It is not immediately after a man has “ settled the 
hash ” of his enemy, that he can coolly take up his hat 
(that is, if he has the good luck not to have lost it in the 
fight), and pay his tavern bill and depart in peace. The 
decencies of social life must be observed: he must adjust 
his ruffled attire, sit down to show his piesencc of mind, 
and take a drink to ijuench his thirst — for fighting is 
thirsty work. Then, as in the ease of Rory, one must 
not be so uncivil as to turn one’s back on the congratula¬ 
tions of one’s friends ; and there were many who congra. 
tulated Rory, for Regan W'as a cjuarrelsome iellow, and, 
what in fighting parlance, is called a “ troublesome cus¬ 
tomer ;" and such a man to get a thrashing wliere it was 
least expected, excited great satisfaction, and numerous 
were the shakings of hands, slaps on the shoulder, and ex¬ 
clamations of admiration, that Rory had bestowed upon 
him, and several fresh tumblers were called for to drink 
“Sll^' l't'alth, and more power to his elbow,” 

^Long life to you, your sowl 1 ” was said to him on all 
sides — “ Musha health and power to you, Rory, my boy ! 
"tut you done the thing complate. Divil a purtier bit o' 
fight iijysef seen this many a day. Och ! but you have 
the owld blood o’ the O’Mores in you, ma bouchal! ” 

Wheii he cauld escape from the congratulation of his 
friends, Rory, with his sister and Conolly, made the best 
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of thoir way home. There was not much said on the way; 
Mary saw tliat jealousy on Regan’s part had been tlie real 
cause of tiis savage conduct, and therefore, with a woman’s 
tact, slie wished the subject of the quarr to be as little 
discussed as possible. This partly influenced Kory, too; 
but with him there was a more powerful cause of silence. 
The events of the day were recalled, one by one, to his 
memory ; and when he remembered all that had passed 
between him and Katldeen, he more and more regretted his 
fight with her brother, and feared it might prove an ad¬ 
ditional obstacle to the course of his “ true love,” which 
did not seem to be a bit more likely to run smoother 
than it was wont to do in Shakspeare’s days; and so he 
trudged on in silence, anticipating the appointetl meeting of 
the morrow, and thinking all he should say to his Kathleen 
to assure her of his truth. 

(’onolly guessed the cause of Mary’s silence on the sub¬ 
ject of Regan’s misdemeanour, and he had too mneh wit 
about him not to know that the expression of triumph at 
the defeat of a rival, in the he.aring of the woman for whom 
the rivalry existed would only lower him in her opinion. 

Thus, the concluding event of tlie jireeeding chapter, 
though it occupied the mind olt each, yet, from the causes 
assigned, all by common consent forbore to speak of it; 
therefore, as the predominant impression on their minds 
was one that might not be manifested in words, (hey pur¬ 
sued their way in comparative silence. 

The moon was rising when the party reached the end of 
the horecn that led to O’More’s cottage, and there Conolly 
parted company. When he was gone, Rory told Mary to 
say nothing to his tnotlier about the fight. “’Twould only 
trouble her,” said he, ‘^and tl^e would be no use in it. 
Indeed, we won’t spake of it at home at all —even to Mr. 
De Lacy.” 

“ 1 ’d rather myself it was so,” said Mary ; '“^but, Rory 
dear, won’t the mother see the marks on you, and suspect? ” 

” Oh I I 'vc no marks on me that she can know of: the 
sulky thief never put the sign of his fist in my face.” 

“ (bi J hut I’m glad o’ that, Rory dear,” s(dcf Mary; 
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“for it looks so ugly and disrespectable to have the marks 
of fighting on a man’s face.” 

“ Wellj sure I could n’t help it if I had itself. You 
know, Mary, 'twas n’t my fault.” 

" No, in throth, Rory ; and sure my h(>art sunk within 
me when I seen you stand up, for 1 dhreaded that horrid 
fellow was more tlian your match ; and sure 'twas brave 
and bowld o’ you, Rory, ma chree, to put yourself forniiist 
him.” 

I’m not afraid of him, the best day lie i^ver stept,'" 
said Rory ; “ but as for to-day, he was loo full o’ dhriiik 
to give me any throiible, and it wint agin my heart to 
sthreck a man that was in liquor, only you seen yourself he 
wotilil liave it.” 

“ Throth, Rory, you’ve nothing to blame yourself with," 
said Mary ; “^you showed the lioighth o’ good umiier.’’ 

H aving reached the house, their conversation ended. 
They found De l.,acy and Pheliin at supper, which Rory 
and Mary helped to finish; and after a desultory cenvers- 
ation about the “ humours of the fair,’’ lo give the w'idow 
so’ne idea of their day’s amusement, they seisarated for the 
night. 

It was a night of rejios# to all under the widow’s roof 
except Rory. The excitement of the day, and his anxious 
anticipation of the moi ’•ow, banished slumber, and he rose 
at an early hour the following morning, unrefreslied and 
feverish. He appealed to that unfaihiig friciui of a hot 
head, — namely, spring water,—and by a pleiitifii) deluge 
from the well, he made himself as comfortable as Iw' could 
during the day, that to him seemed interiniiiahle- At length 
evening arrived, and Rory hastened to the ajipointed place, 
where he hoped to meet i^athleeii, and cleox himself from 
the charges which had been made against him. 

The i^e ho named for their rendezvous was a rath, 
neara.lwrfge which crossed the river about halfway he- 
tweerf^eir respective residences. Rath is the name given 
to certain large circular mounds of earth, by 
nme called Danish forts. That they were intended for 
I^Urposes of defence, there is no doubt; hut they are more 
likely the works of the anci uit Irish llian the Danes. 
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The ratli whicli Rory named stood near the hank of the 
river, and probably was intended to defend tlic passage of 
the bireain, wliicli in later days bad been traversed by a 
bridge of low small arches, such as remain in great numbers 
in Ireland to this day, and present specimens of early arclii- 
teetiirf more eurions, perhaps, than any thing else in the 
sann way remaining in Europe. To the inexperienced 
rtiimfier it would appear that a great deal of masonry bad 
b:c:i thrown away on the bridge in question, for there 
wen oiany arches which were quite dry at some seasons; 
hut by iliose who know liow rapidly the streams in the 
vicinity of hills expand after heavy rains, the knowledge of 
our forefathers in thus providing against such an exigency 
can be appreciated. 

Uory arrived at the place of iqtpointment earlier than 
Hati b- of course : — (here needs no master of the cere- 
nic-nic'^ U) t<il that a lady must not he kejit waitiitg on such 
occasuciis. Hut as time wore (ui, he began to feel iin- 
paitoii e ; and then he ascended the rath, and looked from 
it; stiiniiiir in the direction he expected Kathleen to ap¬ 
pro? I) Here he lingered, in hope, till evening was clos¬ 
ing, atitl the yellow disc of the moon began to rise above 
tile broad belt of eltmds which skirted the horizon ; then 
he began to fear Kathleen had pron)ise<l him only to be rid 
of hi: importunity?—or that some fresh influence bad been 
exercised against him—Or that she believed the cal' niny ; 
— vvliich was worst of all. And so urea! was bis anxiety 
to reniovi such a fatal imjiression from Kathleen’s mind, 
that even in defiance of all reasonable expectation of seeing 
bir, he remained on the rath and straiiu'd bis sight, through 
tile inereasitig gloom, to catch the first glimja-e of her he 
wished so much to meet. Still, she came not ; and now 
the moon, emerging from the vapour by v.liidi slie had 
been ensbroiuletl, rose above it in all her purity, no longer 
dininied by the yellow mist vvliich had tarnislied her silvery 
brightness. Still Rory remained, although he had given up 
tbe 

“ Li.st pale hope tliat trembled at his heart.” 

R'tt ',8 the moonlight became so bright,'and as heJtnew 
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the danger of being abroad at such an hour, he crouched in 
the trench on the summit of the rath, and watched with his 
eyes above the embankment. » 

He had just arrived at the conclusion, in his own mind, 
it was no use to wait any longer, when he fancied he caught 
the outline of a figure moving towards him; — it became 
more distinct — it was a woman’s ; a moment more, and 
his heart told him it w^as Kathleen. 

He sprang to his fet^t, and running down the rath, he 
reached the ditch that bordered the field in time to offer 
his hand to Kathleen, and assist her over the fence. They 
stood in bright moonlight; and ilory could see that an 
aspect of care W'as over Kathleten s brow', which even his 
fervent w’elcome, and thauk.s, and blessings, could not 
dispel. 

Let us get under the shadow of the bridge,” said 
Ilory, Xo, said Kathleen with an air of rt'serve. 

“ Don t lot tts stand here, however,” said Kory, so 
near the road, and the moon .so bright.” — “We c.an stand 
inside the rath, said Kathleen, leading tlie wuiy. 

They soon stood in the tnmch of the fort, completely 
shadowed hy the einbankment, while the moonlight fell 
brightly on the mound that rose wdthin. 

“ (lod bless you, Kathleen, for ket'ping your promise!” 
said Ilory fervently.—“ iTliatever you’ve to .say, say 
quickly, Kory, for 1 must not stay here long,” replied 
Kathleen. • 

“ d hen tell me openly, Katlileen, what is it you think 
you have to accuse me of, and I will explain it all to your 
satisfaction.” 

^ 00 left home for a day about tliree W'eeks ago '' ” said 
Kathleen. _ “ 1 did," said ilory. 

“You went to the town beyant.?”—“I did,” said 
Rory. 

“ You were in a cellar there “ 1 was.” 

“ And not in the best of company, Rory," said Kath¬ 
leen reproaclifully.— “ Worse than, I hope, I’J1 ever be 
in agin,” said Rory. • 

“ YoiFown to that, thin ? " — 
thrue,” said Rory. 


“I’ll own to all that’s 
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“ Thin what have you to say about the girl tliat you 
were so much in love with?” — “In love with!"said 
Rory indignantly. “ Kathleen, there is but one girl on 
this earth I love, and that's yourself. 1 swear it by tliii 
blessed light! ” 

Just as he spoke, as if the light which he adjured had 
evoked a spirit to condemn him, a dark shadow was cast on 
the mound before them ; and on their both looking round, 
a figure enveloped in a cloak stooil on the embankment be¬ 
hind them. Kathleen could not suppress a scream, and 
even Rory started. 

“ Is that what 1 hear you say?” said this mysterious 
apparition. “ Kathleen ! Kathleen ! he said the same 
to me.” 

Kathleen could not speak, but stood with clasped hands 
in trembling astonishment, gazing with the fascination of 
fear upon the figure that stood on the bank above them. 

‘‘ ITlio are you ? ” said llory. — The figure was about 
to tttrn. when Rory caught hold of the cloak in which it 
was enveloped, and dragged the intruder w'ithin the trench 
of the rath. 

“ Who are you?” said Rory again, turning round the 
person to face the light. — “ Don't you know me, Rory 
O’.Moro?” said the unknown, who threw hack the hood of 
lier cloak at the words, and the pale moonbeam fell on the 
face of the frail one of the cellar. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

COKTAISIMO A council. OF I.OVE AND A COUNCIL OF WAR. 

To account for the occurrence which concludes the fore¬ 
going chapter, it becomes necessary to revert to Kathleen 
after Iver return from the fair. She had spent as restless a 
night as Rory, and after considering for a long time tlie 
ftLiitss of meeting him clandestinely, after all she bad 
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heard, was still at a loss how to act ; B*lje dete/rnined there, 
fore to tell her mother how mattersistood, and her acU 
Tice. Between the daughter and mother affection and good 
understanding had ahvuys existed; but of late there had 
been an increasing confidence in and leaning towards caeii 
Other, resulting from the unruly conduct of the son, against 
whose aggression and waywardness KathkH?!) .'tnd her 
mother were obliged to combine, anti endeavour by union 
in the weaker party to make a hcttei defence against the 
tyranny of the stronger. 

Began had not got up the inoriiing succeeding tlie fair, 
in cousetjiience of the punishment he had received from 
Itory, and was lying under some herbal fn'atnieiit of his 
mother's, in a room that was ()artitioned off' tlie ]iii!ici])al 
apartment of the farmhouse, which served not only for the 
kitchen, hut for all the daily purj)oses of the family. 
Kathleen had just come from her brother’s room, whither 
she had gone to offer any atteiulanea? he might requiif, and 
gently close<l the door after her, thinking that he ha * fallen 
asleep, while in fact he had only indulged in a dogged 
silence to her kind inquiries, and feigned slumber to lie rid 
of her. 

Taking advantage of this ojiportunity, Kathleen drew a 
seat near her mother, who was knitting, and settling herself 
down to her spimiing-vvhc'cl, she began to work very indns- 
triously for some time iti siicnee. The hum of the wheel 
was interrupted in a minute or two by a short cough ; and 
as Kathleen’s fingers were kept busy, and her eyes fixed 
uj)On tlicm, so that she need not have the neees.sity of 
meeting those of her mother, there could not be a more fa¬ 
vourable moment for the opening of the delicate affair she 
had in hand; and so, after one or two more little coughs, 
she ventured to say, “ Mother.” 

It may be remarked, that when people have any delicate 
subject to discuss, more particularly all affairs of the heart, 
there is something in the mere sound of their voices that 
jjives you to understand what they are about, before a word 
relating to the object is said. 

Now, 'Kathleen’s mother was as wdse as mothers in 
g^eral are about such matters, seeing that they have had 
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such affairs of their *own on their hands ; and so, the very 
tninute Kathleen said “ Mother," that respectable indivi¬ 
dual knew what was coming just as well as if she were a 
witch. 

M'^ell, alrnna ?’* said the mother softly, coaxing her 
child's heart out of its secrecy V)y the encouraging tone of 
her voice, as a bird chirps its young for the first time from 
the securit} of the nest. 

“ There's something I wish to fell you,” said Kathleen. 
— “ M'ell, (hirlin', I dar say it's nothing hut what 1 'll be 
glad to hear.” 

“ I ’in iifeard you ’ll think me foolish, mother.” — 
“ Throtli, I iievef seen the sign iv a fool an you yet, alanna 
hawn.” 

Here there was a ])a’.!se, filled uj' only by the buzz of the 
spinning-wheel. 'Fhe i!n>!her thought .she had best break 
the ice ; .so, with a lone of gentle pleasantry in her manner, 
to deprir e the subject of its stermie.ss, — to ‘ take fhe cold 
out of it,’ as it were, — she .said, “ 1 suppose some o’ the 
boys has been talkin’ to you?” — “ Yis, ma'am,” said 
Kathleen faint,ly, blushing up to her ears at the same time, 
while tlie wIkhI went round at a desperate rate and the 
thread was broken. 

■While Kathleen mended the thread of her spinning, her 
mother took up that of the conversation. 

'\Vell, dear, — well and good, — and why not ? Sure, 
it’s only raysouablc, and what's before us all in our time, 
when it's God’s will. And who’s the boy, Kathleen 
dear ? ” 

Kathleen, after swallowing her breath three or four 
times, said, “Rory O’More, mother.”—“Sure, thin, but 
you ’re the happy girl! God bless you, child, and mark 
you to grace, to have the very pick o’ the counthry axint 
you!” 

“Indeed, I thought so myself, mother; but-” — 

“But what, dear ? ” — “ 'Why, Shan, you know, mother.” 

“ Yis, yis, dear;” and the mother sighetl heavily. It 
was soma time before she could resume the conversation, 
and 'V the interim she raised her apron to dry a'’tear that 
trickled down her cheek. How' deep is the guilt of the 
child who causes the tears of a parent 1 
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“ If Shan could n’t get Mary O'Mdre (and more is hir 
loas, indeed !), that is no rayson, darlin’, that "you would n't 
have Rory.”—“ But Shan is very much agin it, niotlier.” 

“ How do you know, dear?”—“ He suspects, somehow, 
that I had a liking for him.” 

‘■‘Uad a liking !” said the mother. “ M'"liy, hnvr n't you 
a likiiig, Kathleen ?” — “Why, you sec, moilier, he towld 
me things of him; and if the things was thrue, Rory 
would n't be as good as I thrught him.” 

“ How do you mane, darlin’?” Here Kathleen entered 
into an explanation of how Regan had poisoned her mind 
against Rory, and told her mother all she had heard about 
the adventures of the cellar; — how, subsftjucutly, she had 
met Rory at the fair — of her coolness, of his disavowal of 
guilt, and request that she W’ould meet him to explain 
every thing. 

“ He .said, ‘ This evening, at the rath, beside the bridge 

-— “Whisht!” said the mother, iwiiitiiig to Re an’s 

room ; “he's awake.” 

And so he was, and heard the principal part of the con¬ 
versation'hetween his mother and his sister; and it was in 
raising himself in the bed, the better to catch the latter 
part of the discourse, that he had alarmed the watchful car 
of his mother : for poor Kathleen was so absorbed in her 
subject, that she quite forgot her proximity to her brother. 

Regan now called for some one to attend him; and on 
his mother appearing, he said he was much refreshed by 
the last sleep he had, and would get up. 

“ Indeed, you’re betther where you are, Shan, for to¬ 
day,” said his mother. — “No, no, bed kills me; it’s not 
fit for a man : 1 'll be the betther of some fresh air.” 

“Sure, you wouldn’t go out, Shan, and your face in 
that condition ?” said his mother. — “ Thim who does n’t 
like my face,” said he, “need n’t look at it;” and despite 
of Ills mother's entreaties, he proceeded to dress himself, 
which when he had accomplished, he sallied forth. 

“ Why, thin, where can Shan be goin’!" said Kathleen. 
—“ Oh, miisha, how should I know ? ” said the mother. 
“ He’s rftver ai^ at home, God help him !” 

“iftTell, mother, what do you think about my goin’ to 
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tlie rath ?”—“I think you’d betther go there, darlin': I 
don t think myself that Rory O’More would be as bad as 
you wor made to b’lieve.” 

"Indeed, mother, it was agin’ my heart I'b’lieved any 
thing bad of him.”— " I'o be sure, darlin’, and it’s only 
fair to hear what the boy has to say.” 

"Thin you think I may go?” — "Yis, mavoumeen; 
but in case evil tongues w ould say any thing, I ’ll go along 
wid you.” 

Kathleen, after some hesitation, said, “ But maybe Rory 
would be shy of seeing you, mother ?” 

“ Sartinly, dear, and I ’ll only go along with you con- 
vaynient to the rath. I’ll stay a tbrifle behind you, so 
that he w'on’t sec me; but at tlie same time I’ll be near 
enough, so that no one shall have the occasion to say a 
light word . o’ you — for there’s no knowing what ill- 
natured tongues may invint.” 

This being settled, the mother and daughter awaited the 
arrival of the evening — the mother with interest, the 
daughter with impatience. 

In the mean lime, Shan Dhu was not idle. He had 
heard enough of the conversation between Kathleen and 
his motlier to find that Rory's interest was as strong with 
the latter as the former, and the thought was poison to 
him. When he found the appointment with Rory was to 
be kept, he determined to frustrate the happy result which 
must ensue if it were permitted to take place without the 
intervention of another pftrty, and he determined in his 
ow'n mind who that ])arly should be. He was no stranger 
to the damsel whose blandishments had been thrown away 
upon Rory, and he found that a bitter hatred existed 
against him in that quarter: nevertheless, though lie must 
have known that this could have arisen but ftom one cause, 
lie it was who was base enough to insinuate to Kathleen 
that an attachment subsisted between the girl and Rory. 

It was to find this unfortunate woman Shan Regan left 
his liouse. He knew where to seek her, and met in her a 
ready person to act up to his wishes. He held out the 
opportunity of gratifying her revenge upon Rory ihus : — 
to bii.st his hopes with the girl of his heart, by acet^ng 
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him of treachery and falsehood^ and laying her shame to 
his charge. 

To tliis the nymph of the cellar assented; and tlius is 
accounted for her startling appcaiance at the rath, which 
stunned with surprise our hero and KathleeUj to whom we 
must now return. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

SHOWIWO THAT SIOTMEIIS IN THE COIINTnY CONTUIVI-. TO JIA1:;;Y 
THEIR DAUOHTEll.S THE SAME AS MOTHERS IN TOON. 

Whkn Kathleen saw the handsome features of tlie woinaii 
who had been pointed out to her ou the platform at the 
fair tlisclosed in the moonlight, slu' recognised them at 
once, for they were of that striking eharacter nol easily 
forgotten ; and coming, as she did, to the ratli in the hojie 
of having her doubts of Rory’s tnith dispelled, and insteaii 
of that finding them thus strengtheneii by such terrible 
evi(lene.e, she shuddered with a faint scream and sjnk lo 
the earth. 

Look what you’ve done !” .said Rory, stooping to raise 
the fainting girl, which he did, and supported licr in his 
arms, as he turned to the ill-omened intruder, and said re¬ 
proachfully, “ What did I ever^do to deserve this?” 

“Do!” said she, and her eyes glared on him with the 
expression of a fiend — “ Dot—What a woman never for¬ 
gets nor forgives — and I ’il have my revenge o' you, you 
cowld-hlooded thief,-1 will! — That’s your iitnuvmt ffifl, 
I .suppose ! — Mighty innocent indeed, to meet .a man inside 
a rath, by the pleasant light o’ the moon ! — How innocent 
she is!” 

“ May the tongue o’ ye he blistliered in fire,” said Rory 
with fury, “ that would say the foul word of her ! Atvay 
wid you, you divil ! the ground’s not wholesome you 
thread (hi. Away wid you !” 

I^e shrunk before the wiihering words and the indignant 
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tone of the lov<‘r, and retired to tlie to]> of the embank¬ 
ment; but ere site descended, she stretched forth her arm 
in the attitude of menace to llory, and said with a voice in 
which tlieru was more of hell than earth,— 

'• Make tile most o’ your innocent girl to-night, Misther 
O’Mnie, for it's the last you’ll ever see of her! You 
think to have licr, you do, — but .she’ll never be yours; 
for if i pay iny sowl for the purchase-money^ I 'Jl have 
my revenge 0 ’ you ! — ha ! ha ! — remember my words — 
iievei ! never!—ha! lia! ha!” and with something be¬ 
tween the laugii of a maniac and the howl of a hyena, she 
ruslied down tile liill, leaving Rory liorritied at such a 
fearful e.\lii!jition of depravity. 

Wlieii Jlory proposed (o Jvadiieea, on their meeting, 
that tluv sliould stand witliiii tiie shadow of tlie bridge, it 
may be n iiiemliered tliat she refti-sed to do so ; for her 
motiu r, wlio liad aecmn])anied lier, decided on remaining 
on* of sight in (liat very .spot, wliile Kathleen should enter 
:he raih for her conference with Rory. 

She had seen her daughter and our' hero ascend to the 
t p (if the mound, and in a very short time after was sur¬ 
prised to observe a third person take the same course. This 
■xcited her curiosity, and .she watched anxiously ; and it 
. as nm long' until she saw the tigure descending the mound 
,ai '’'y, and running towards the very point where she 
st<,„d. The mother immediately crouched under some 
hushes u.i escape observation, and the sound of hurried step-s 
having approached close to her place of ainbusii, suddenly 
sto|'pt'd. and she heard, in a somevdiat low, but perfectly 
clear tone, the name of “Shan” pronounced, and soon 
after it v,-,is repcatea. “Shan Dim,’’ said tliis unexpected 
in •ruder. 

** Here I am,” was answered to the summons. 

The name *' Shan Dim '' being that of her own son, 
Kathleen’s mother had her atteiition still more aroused; 
and the voice in which the rcspoii.se was made induced her 
to heiieve tlial it was Hogan wlio answered. Peering forth 
from t!.i hushes as well as she might, she saw the figure of 
a man . merge from under one of the dfy arcliffs of the 
brldgi, and then there was no longer a doubt on the ttib- 
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ject; — it was Shar Regan who came forth to meet t)ie 
woman who had just run down the hill. 

“ Well" said Regan. — ' 1 've done it! ” said the 
woman. 

What did he say ? ” — “ Oh, they were both knocked 
all of a heap.” 

“ But, did you make her sinsible that the sneaking thief 
was a black-hearted desaiver } ” — “’J’hroth 1 did. Didn't 
you hear her screech ? " — “ N' .” — “ Thin in throth she 
did. 1 towld her that he had promised me before her, and 
she dhropt down in a fit.” 

“ That ’ll do,” said Regan. " And now we may as well 
be joggin’ since the business is done ; we mustn’t be seen 
near the place.” And he with his hardened accomplice 
hastened from the spot. 

Kathleen’s mother remained for some time in her place 
of cbnceahtient, that Regan atid his abandoned coinpani'on 
might not be aware of her presence. During the few 
minutes she felt it necessary to remain in concealment, her 
mind became fully impressed with the conviction that some 
deception had been practised upon Kathleen, and manifestly 
through the instrumentality of her brother. A’nieii the 
mother thought she might emerge from her ambuscade ir. 
safety, .she hastened up the side of the rath ; as her fears 
for her daugl.'ter had been excited when she heard that 
slic had dropt down in a fit.” 

On reaching the interior of the fort, she heard Rory 
expostulating with Kathleen on the improbability of the 
accaisation made against him ; for, before the mother had 
arrived, llory had contriveil, by brushing the dew from the 
grass with his hand, and sprinkling the moisture over 
Kathleen's face, to recover Jicr from the state of insensi¬ 
bility into wliich the sudden appearance and fearful accus¬ 
ation of Hory’s enemy had thrown her. 

“ Oh, why did you bring me here at all ? ” said Kath¬ 
leen, ill a tone of agony. — “ To clear myself to you, 
Kathleen," said llory. 

“ Clear yourself! Oh, Rory ! that dreadful woman ! " 
— “ all thqt's sacred, Kathleen, I know no more about 
he#than the child unborn.” 
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Oh, can I b'lieve it, aftlier all I've heard and seen 
Rory ? C(in I b'lieve it? ” — “ Kathleen, as I hope to 
see heaven I'm innocent of what she aocuses me.” 

"Oh, I wish I could b’lieve it 1 ” said Kathleen sobhinf^. 
— " Thin you may b’lieve it, my darlin’ ” said her mother, 
who now joined tliom. 

This fresh surj)rise made Kathleen scream again ; but, 
recognising her mother, she sprang into her arms. 

“ Oh, mother dear ! mother dear ! but 1 ’m glad to see 
you,” said the excited girl, who had not caught the mean¬ 
ing of the words her mother uttered. " Oh, mother ! 
mother! yovi are thrue to me, at all events; you ’ll never 
desaive me.” 

"Nor I either, Kathleen,” said Rory; "and sure, 
here’s your mother to bear witness for me. Don’t you 
liear what she says ? ” 

" VVhat? what? ” said Kathleen, Itewildcred. 

" Compose yourself, dear 1” said the mother. “Don’t 
b’lieve the had things you’ve heard of Rory : they ’re not 
thrue — I’m sure they ’re not thrue.” 

" Bad luck to the word ! ” said Rory, plucking up his 
courage. 

" But that woman —” said Kathleen, “ where is she ? ’’ 
a.id she looked round in alarm. — She’s gone, dear,” 
said me mother soothingly ; and Rory, in less gentle ac¬ 
cents, made no scruple of saying, " Where ? ” 

" Rory,” said Kathleen’s mother, witli a serious tender¬ 
ness in her manner, " I b’lieve that you love iny child, 
and that you mane to he thrue to her.” — " May I never 
see glory if I don’t!” said Rory fervently. 

The mother took their hands, and joining them, said, 
“ Then I give her to you, Rory, with all the veins o' my 
heart; and may my blessing be on you !” 

Rory took the yielding girl tenderly in his arms and 
kissed her unresistingly, alternately blessing her artd her 
mother for making him “ the happiest fellow in Ireland,” 
as he said himself. 

How ,'.11 this sudden revolution of affairs in his favour 
had occurred, Rory gave himself no trouhlf to intfuirc,—• 
he was content with the knowledge of the fact; and after 

13 
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escorting Kathleen and her mother within sight of their 
house, lie turned his steps homeward, and re-entered his 
cottage a happier man than he had left it 


CHAPTER XX. 

IN WHICH RORY o’mORE TROVKS HIMSELF TO HE A MAN 07 
LETTERS. 


The next morning Rory arose in high spirits, and de¬ 
termined on amusing himself rvith a jiiece of sareastic 
waggery, that he intended executing upon Sweeny, the 
reformed Pajiist attorney, whose apostacy was a source of 
great indignation to Rory. 

It so happened that the tombstone of old Sw'eeny, the 
apothecary, bt^aring the Popish phrase, “ Pray for the 
soul of Denis Sw'eeny," stood most provokingly close to 
the pathway Icailing to the church-door; so that every 
Sunday, when his son the attorney was going to attend 
divine service as hy hiw estahlished, his Church-of-Kng- 
landism was much scandalised by having tin's damning 
(and damnable) proof of his ajiostacy staring him in the 
face. Not that he cared for it himself: he w.as one of 
tho.se callous-hearted peojde who could ‘'have Ijotaniscd 
on his mother’s grave," therefore this proof of his former 
ci-eed on the grave of his father could have given him no 
trouble ; liut he did not like the evidence to ■r(!maiii there 
in the sight of other people, and lie had asked Rory O’Morc 
how' the nuisance could be abated. 

Our hero was indignant with the petty-minded petti¬ 
fogger, and wished to retaliate upon him for tlu: renunri- 
ation Of his old creed ; for the Roman Catholics have tlie 
same bitter feeling against the man who secedes from their 
profession of laid), as those of the Church of England en¬ 
tertain against the <lisseiiters from them. 

So Rory, aft?r iiearint^ the attorney’s complaint said he 
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tliouglit, lie could rectify the objectionable jiassage on the 
tombstone. Kow be accomplished this will be seen. 

After breakfast he asked De Lacy would he go over to 
see “ the churches,” as the old burial-place in the neigh¬ 
bourhood was called, where the ruins of some monastic 
buildings stood, one of which had been repaired and roofed 
in for the parish church. Ue Lacy assented to the jiro- 
posal, and Rory suggested that they should endeavour to 
gut Phelini O’Flanagaii to accompany them. 

“ His school lies in our way,” said Rory, “.and we may 
as well ax liiin to come; for there is a power of owld 
anrsliint tombstones in it, in owld Ilisli, and lie can explain 
them to you, sir.” 

'I'rue it was, tliat here many an ancient grate-stone 
stood, mingled with those of later days ; — the former 
bearing the old Irislt 

op no. 

the latter, the 

PUAY Fon — 

showing, that though eonquest liad driven the aboriginal 
Irisli from the sjiot, the religion, though nut the language 
of the people, had survived their downfall. 

And here wlnat a striking evidence is given of the in¬ 
utility of penal laws ! — nay, worse than inutility ; for 
prohihitUm seems to act on lininan nature rather as a 
produotivr' than a ])reveiitive cause of the thing forbidden, 
and the religion of the Irish, lilvC their native shamrock, 
by being trampled on, becomes prolific. 

Their language is passing .away, though it was not penal 
to speak it; but their religion h.ss lasted because jienalty 
attended its professioii, and the faith of a persecuted 
jieople is still recorded in the language of the opjtres.sor. 

'J'hanks to God ! the days of persecution are past j 
and fair fame t(> England in cancelling from her statutes 
the unjust and unholy jrenaltie.s that man, in Ills bigoted 
profanity, bad daieil to interpose between the worship of 
the creature to the Creator! 

And h’ortune never dispeused a brigluer hoiiou* on her 
favourite than in shedding over the name eff AVELtiNOTOif 
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the glory of being the agent of this blessing to hig native 
land. This mingling of the olive tvith his laurels increases 
their brightness as it will their endurance : for when many 
a victory he. has won shall cease to be remembered, the 
emancipation of his country from the bondage of bigotry 
will never be forgotten ; and soothing be the thought in 
the hero's last hour, that though many of his achievements 
have evoked the curses of a foreign land, this greatest tri¬ 
umph of his life will be remembered with blessings by hi:! 
countrymen ! 

When I’helim was asked to lx;ar De Lacy and our hero 
company, he was immersed in the mysteries of his school, 
and could not immediately accompany tliem ; but he pro¬ 
mised to follow soon, and for that purpose gave his scliolars 
lialf a holiday, for which beneficence on his part they threw 
up their hats, — that is, such of them as had any ; wliile 
those of them who liad not, made up the deficiency by 
extra shouting ; and Phclini, his school being dismissetl, 
followed Dc Lacy and Rory to " the churches.” 

This burial-ground was not more than a quarter of a 
mile from the village; yet, though in the neighbourhood 
of man’s habitation it was particularly lonely ; for, except 
on Sunday, when the small Protestant congregation went 
to divine service, or that the occasion of a funeral called 
the peasantry to the spot, it was little frequented. 

Indeed, a churchyard is generally avoided; nor can it 
be wondered at that the rcstiiig-})lace of the dead should 
have an appalling influence on tlie ignorant and super¬ 
stitious, when even to the most enlightened there is a 
chastened and solemn tone of feeling produced on entering 
a place of sepulture. 

Much of this feeling is lessened, or at least the indul¬ 
gence of it is in a more elevated tone, when wc walk 
through the range of magnificent monuments lining th ■ 
vaulted aisle of some noble abbey. Here tlie vanity of our 
nature is indirectly flattered by witnessing the tribute that 
posterity pays to greatness, and Glory more than half 
divides the triumph w'ith Death. But in the lonely country 
churchyrrd, where some plain headstone or nameless mound 
of earth is all that is left to tell that t/tere rests a being once 
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instinct with life as ourselves, and where, instead of vaulted 
roof and clustered columns, the ruins of some lowly chapel 
stand, they, like all around, telling of decay, — there it is 
that the contemplation of mortality exercises its most 
depressing influence, and the thought of death strikes 
coldly on the heart. 

De Lacy accompanied llory to the burial-place, which 
stood on a small mound, the gravestones rising in bare 
relief against the sky, which here and there peeped through 
the shattered mullioiis of some window in the ruincif wall 
of one of the little churches, giving an air of peculiar 
desolation to the ])lace, which was increased, perhaps, by 
the slated roof of one of them, which was repaired and 
employed as the Protestant parish church. A ])athway led 
to tins building, and Rory came to a stand where, on one 
■side of the path, stood a rather conspicuous tombstone 
with this inscription : — 

J’ray for the soul of 
Dksis Swjeenv, 
who departed, &e. 

■ “ Do you see that.?” said Rory to De Lacy. — “Yes.” 

“ Well, that’s what brings me here to-day.” 

“How ? ” said De Lacy. — “ Why, that’s owld Denny 
Sweeny's tombstone; and you see the poor owld fellow 
axes every one to pray for his sowl — and why i!Ot ? — 
.and indeed I hope he *s in glory. Well, you see by that 
he was a good CaflioHe, and a dacent man he was ; and 
wIkui he died, he ordhered the same tombstone to be put 
over him, and paid iny own father for cuttin’ the same,” 

“ Is it after he died ? ” said De Lacy. — “Oh, no — 
you know what I mane; but sure a slip o’.the tongue 
doesn’t matther. Well, as I was sayin’, my father cut the 
same tombstone — and a nate bit o’ work it is; see the 
iligant crass an it, and cut so deep that the divil would n’t 
get it out of it, — God forgi’ me for sayin’ divil to the 
crass! ” 

“It's deep enough, indeed,” said De Lacy. 

“ / y, and so I towld that dirty brat^ SweoRy — the 
tuniey, I mane — when he axed me about it. What do 
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you think he wants me to tlo ? *’ said Tlnry. — *' To take 
it back for half-price, jjcrhaps,” sail! lie Lacy. 

“ ’h'aith, he lias n't that much fun in him to think of 
sitch a th’ii;’.” 

W'liat was it, then?” — “ M'hy, he wants me to 
alther it,” said Uory. 

“ For himself, I ho^ie ? ” said l)e Lacy. — “ No,” said 
Kory ; '■ thoufTh in throth I’d do i/int witli jdeasure, for* 
he 'tl he no loss to king or '•ouiithry. But. as 1 wa.s tollin' 
you,^e conies to me the other day. and towld me it wa.s 
disgraceful to .see sitch a thing as ■ pray f r the sowl ’ on 
his father's lonihstone in sitch enlightened times as these, 
when people knew hetther than to pray for people’s sowls. 

“ ‘ They might do worse.’ .says 1. 

“'It might do for the dark ages,’ says lie, ‘ liut it 
won’t do now laving it all on the dark ages, /«/ f//i; icai/, 
jist as if jicojite did n’t know that it was hekaze when he 
goes to cliiirch every Sunday his jioor iione; t father’s 
tombstone stares him in the face, the same as if the voice 
out of the grave called to him and said, ‘ (Hi, thin, Diiiny, 
niy boy, is it goin’to church you are?’ Not that he'd 
mind that, for the cowld-hearled thief hasn’t the feeliii’’to 
think of it; hut. it’s the dirty pride of the little animii) ; 
— he doesn’t like the >Y//e I’nidcstants to sec tlic thing 
staii’in’ in evidence agin him. So I thought 1 ’d divart 
my.self a bit with him, and says I, sure the tombstone 
doe.sii't do you nor any body else any harm.’ — ‘ Yes, it 
does,’ says he; ‘it stands in evidence agin my father’s 
common sinse, and I’m ashamed of it.’ 

“ Oh ! ” .said Kory feelingly, “ what luck can the man 
have that says he 's ashamed of his father’s grave ! ” 'I'lie 
feeling and touching appeal i-eached Do Lacy’.s heart. Kory 
coTitilnftd — “ Ashamed, indeed ! — Throth, an’ well he 
may say he’s ashamed ! — not for his father, tliough — 
no — but well may he be ashamed to change his creed ! ” 
You should n’t blame any man for his religious belief, 

Ifitliy,” said De Lacy_“ No more 1 would, sir, if it was 

hiiS belief that he was roared in ; but--” 

■ *’' Ohf*! ” said De Lacy, interrupting him, " if a man 
feels that he has been instructed in a lielief which his con¬ 
science will not permit him to follow-” 
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" Sure, sir,” said Uory, interrupting in liis turn, " I 
wouldn’t blame him for that neither : but is it Sweeny you 
think does it for that? not he, in throth, —it’s jist for 
tile lucre, and nothin’ else. And sure, if lie had the feel¬ 
ing in him to love his father, sure it’s not altherin’ his 
tombstone he'd be, that was made by liis i'ather’s own 
directiomi: and .sujipose he thinks that ha ought to be a 
I’rodestant ever so much, sure is n’t it bad of liiin to in- 
therfare willi his poor father’s dyin’ request that they 
woufil pray ibr his sowl ? ” 

“ 'I'liat I grant you,” said l)c Lacy. 

“ Well, he comes to me to ask me to alther it. ‘ For 
what ? ' says 1. ‘ Bekaze I ’in ashainetl of it,’ says he.— 

■ Why ? ’ says T. ‘ Bekaze it’s only Piqiury,’ says he.— 
‘ Well,’ says I, if it’s Popery ever so much, sure it's 
your father's doin’, — and any sltarne there is in it, it is to 
him, and not to yon, and so you need n’t care about it; 
and if your father did wish people to jiiay for his sowl, I 
think it very laul o’ you to wish to prevent it.’ —'It can 
do him no good,’ says he. ' It can do him no harm, any¬ 
how,’ says 1. 

“ So he could n’t gel over that very well, and made no 
answer about the good or the harm of it, and said Jie did n’t 
want to argue tlie point with me, but that he wanted it 
altiiorod ; and as my father done the job, lie thought I was 
the person to alther it. ‘ And how do you want it 
changed ? ’ says 1.—‘ Take out ' Pray for the sowl; ’ says 
he, ‘ that's nothing hut Popery.’ ' Aly father always cut 
the sowl very deep,’ says I, ‘ and to tike it out is impos¬ 
sible ; but if it’s only the Popery yon object to, I can 
‘alther it if you like, so that you can have notliing to .say 
agin it.’ — ‘ How? ’ says he. ' Oh, let me alone,’ says 1. 
You ’re no sculpture,’ says 1, ‘ and don't know how I '11 

do it; hut you ’ll see yourself when it’s done.’_' You 

won’t charge me much ? ’ says he. ' I ’ll charge you no¬ 
thing,’ says 1; ‘ I'm not a mason by thrade, and I ’ll do 
the job for love.’ —' But how do you mane to do it ? ’ says 
he agin. ' Oh, never mind,’ says 1; ‘ go your ways, I ’ll 
do the job complate, and next Sunday, wher^ you go to 
church, you ’ll see the divil a bit o’ Pofery will be in the 
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same tombstone.’ — ' Tha,t’s all I wart/ says he. Thin 

we '11 be both plazed,’ says I-And now 1 ’m corr.te here 

to-day to do the very thing.” 

“ And how do you mean to effect the alteration^ Rory ?” 
said Be Lacy. 

As aisy as kiss hand,” said Rory. “ Jist do you 
amuse yourself with looking into the churches; there's 
some quare carvings round the windows and doors, and a 
mighty curious owld stone crass up there Ixjyant. Or, if 
you like, sir, sit <low'n beside me here with your book, and 
you can read while 1 work.” 

De Lacy had not been long engaged in reading, when 
old rhelim made his appearance; and with so amusing a 
cicerone, De Lacy passed a couple of hours pleasantly 
enough in looking over the antiquities of the place. 

After the lapse of that period, Rory had completed his 
task, and sought his friends to sliow them how tiioroiiglily 
he had neutralised the Popery that had so much distressed 
Sweeny. 

“ How could you have done it so soon ?” said Ue Lacy. 
— “ Oh, 1 won’t tell you — you must see it yourself,” said 
Rory. “ It is the simplest thing in lil'e — four leithers did 
it all.” Rory now conducted Dc Lacy and Pheliin to the 
tombstone, and the moment they stood before it they both 
indulged in hearty laughter. Rory had carved over the 
objectionable request the phrase “ don’t,” so that the in¬ 
scription ran thus; — 

hon’t 

Pray for the soul of 
Desis SWEKNV, 

" Is n’t that tile thing ? ” said Rory.—Capital! ” said 
De Lacy. 

" Is n’t that sarving the little viper right! You see he 
dam’t say at wanst, out, honest, that he was a.shamed Jor 
his own sake, bekaze he was a turncoat; but he lays the 
blame on Uui Popery. Oh, in throth, there's many a dirty 
turn and many a cruel thing done on us; and thim that 
does the tljjng is ashamed to own to the right cause, and so 
they lay the blame on the Popery. By my sowl! they 
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ought to be obk'Pged to Popery -for giving them sitcb a 
convaiiient excuso for not havin’ things calleii by their right 
names.” 

“ But won’t Sweeny be very angry about it ? ” 

“ ’Faith, to l)e sure he will,” said I’helim, shaking his 
head. “ llory, tna bouchal, though I can't deny your wit, 
I cannot coinpliuiint you with an epithalamium upon your 
prudence: you have made that little bitiher attorney your 
ininiy to the iiid o' time.” 

“ 1 know that,” said Rory ; but what do 1 care?” 

“ Rory, iny boy, I’nideucc, Trudvntin, as the Latins 
had it, — Prudence, luy boy, is out' of the cardinial virtues.” 

“ Well, to expose hunibuggin’ is as cardinial as ever it 
was.” 

“ So you won’t listen to me .<* — Magisier docct, sed vos 
rtTo negligitii-.” 

“ Well, who’s sayin’ it’s prudent ? — But all I stand 
up for is the altheration ; and is n’t t/iat coinplate ? ” 

“ That there is no denyin’,” said Phelim. 

“ And all with four letthers ! ” 

“ You have deinonst,berated it as coinplate wid four,” 
said Phelim, “ as I do my mattamalics wid three — 
k). E. D.” 

“ By dad ! 1 have a great mind to put Q. E. D. at the 
end of it all,” said Rory. 

“ For what ? " said De Lacy. — “ Bekasc it is what was 
tu be dcniunstherated," said Rory. 

“ 'Faith, I’m glad to see you remember your mattama- 
tics still,” said Phelim. 

“ Would n’t it be grate fun ! ” said Rory.—It’s had 
enough as it is,” said De Lacy, “ without making matters 
worse. I am afraid, Rory, tliis was very unwise.” 

Yet you can’t help laughin’ at it,” said Rory.—“ In¬ 
deed I can’t,” said De Lacy. 

“ Well, and so will the Prodestants laugh at that cou- 
tiinptible little upstart when they see it, and that’s all I 
want* There’s nothing an upstart feels half so much as 
a laugh against him,” said Rory, making a sagacious 
comwi-uit upon his own imprudent act. 

*• tjuite true,” said De Lacy, “ and tliAefore the attor« 
ney will never forgive you.” 
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“ The beauty of it is,” said Rory, still enjoying his 
joke^ “ that he can’t comjdain opajdy about it; for all he 
saidj was that he was ashamed ahout the Fapo'i/ of it. 
Now, I ’ve*taken the “Popery out of it, at all events.” 

“ Certainly,” said De Lacy ; “ but, at the same time, 
you have increased Sweeny’s cause of inquietude by making 
the offensive phrase more obnoxious.’' 

“ 'I'hat’s what I meant to do,” said Rory boldly ; “ I’ve 
caught him in his own thrap. The little scheming’turney 
complained only about the Foper.; • i nv, with I'ourletthers 
I 'm‘ desthroyed more Popery than tile parson could Jo 
witli twice as inany\” 

‘■'Upon iny word, Rory,” saidDe Lacy, smiling, many 
men of l< tter.s have failed with the whole alphaiiet to alter 
a text so completely as you have done with four.” 


CHAPTER XXI. 

IN W'HICH SHAN Jtr.GAN AND SOI.UKlllNG SOLOMON GIVK A TOUCH 
or TIIKIU QUALITV, AND ItOllY UNDKHt.'OKS A TllIAL OF TLMriTt. 


AiiTnonou Regan’s mother had discovered his perfidy to¬ 
wards his sister and Rory, and relieved them from the con¬ 
sequences that might have ensued from it, she did not 
reveal to Rory the treachery of which her sou had been 
guilty, — for s'till he «w.v her son, and wiih a motlier’s 
tenderness she sought to screen him, in the eyes of our 
hero, from the contempt which so base a means of indulg¬ 
ing his dislike must have produced. 

But she saw how deep the hatred to Rory must be on 
Regan’s part, to urge him to such practices as he had ex¬ 
ercised against him, and until matters were rijier for a dis¬ 
closure,— in fact, until Kathleen and he should be just 
going to be married, — she begged of Rory to say nothing 
about what had passed ; for if it came to Shan’s know¬ 
ledge, He woul(| be “ showing his temper ” at home, and it 
was as well not to vex liim until the time came when the 
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(Infinitive step could l)e taken whifcli would render his angei 
of no avail ; for thouglt she would not betray tn llory the 
baseness of lier son, she had no hesitation in owning that 
lie was not his friend. 

It was with this understanding that Kory and Kathleen 
parto'l the night of their meeting at the rath. But though 
Mrs. Ki gali kept the means of Iter knowledge a secret from 
Kory, r.iie revealeil to her daughter liow she becaine ]ios- 
siT.sed the knowledge that exposed the treaehe ous in- 
fUienci cinph-yed to ruin the hojies of two innocent people, 
no* only to satisfy Kathleen's iiniuiries of how lier mother 
coiilil vouch for Kory's conduct, mit in order to put Kath¬ 
leen on her guard against betraying to her brother any 
svr.iptoin of iiis plot having failed. 

■* For wliat would we do if lie tJiought we found him 

('Ut! 

Miserable mother! whose only hope of domestic quiet 
!:iy in sediiiiig to he ignorant of the ruffianism of her cliild. 

t\'ith .'dl her caution, however, though Kathleen did 
not betray' any symptoms of happiness in her brother’s 
presonee, and subdued licr looks and manner .as much as 
"possible, still Regan tvas not quite satisfied witli the appa¬ 
rent statii of things at liome : not that lie suspected his plot 
had been discovered, but be feared that it liad not lieen 
sufflci', oily effi ctive, or tliat Kathleen would exhibit more 
dist ess. He, therefore, went further in endeavouring to 
de[>reei;ite Kory (.I’Moro in every thing he could say and do, 
not only at home, but abroad. 

'riierc arc .some natures so essentially vile that they can 
never forgive another’s success. Sucli was Kegan’s. But 
to ibis habitual baseness of iriinil, was added the stimulus 
of dislike in Rory’s affair ; and liiat his sister’s attachment 
to him seemed still to survive the threate and falsehoods 
and machinations urged against it, increa.sed that dislike. 
But it was Kory’s triumph over him at tlie fair that com- 
plctt'd the .sum of his hatred. This, Regan looked upon as 
a personal disgrace, and the remembrance of it sank deep 
in his heart; and deeper and deeper it sank every day, and 
the (i n'lh of the remembrance called for a greater measure 
of r‘'-» enge. Until this could he satisfied, lie in the mean 
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time got up a piece of slander againsc Rory, by falsifying 
all the circumstances of the visit to the fair. 

This he <iid with the most thoiough malevolence and 
injtirious ptrvcrBion of all the facts. He spoke amongst 
his fellows, openly in the public-houses, where most of his 
time was spent, in a spirit of jeering slightingriess of Mary 
O'Morc being “gallivanted round the fair by that omad- 
haun Conolly, — and titrated Misther Kory, ton, I hear. 
■SVell, people’s changed! I ' thought, wanst, that Kory 
had more speril than to be takin’ thruLes from another man, 
on account of his sisther’s jmrty face.” 

Kow, though he got^liearerst.who were base enough to 
listen to this, he did not find one to believe him, for they 
were well aware of the .secret and real cause of hi.s s])lcen. 
But this di.sparageiTient did not satisfy him : — there was 
another and a viler misrepresentation of which he was 
guilty. The business of the ducks, which, if truly told, 
he knew would only raise a laugh against him, he twisted 
with the true serpent spirit that actuated him, into a crime, 
and, with the expression of r«grt;t which is so often the 
outward sign of the secret rejoicing of the bad man’s heart, 
he declared he was sorry that Kory “ let himself down s'> 
much, for lie thought he was above stnlin a ])oor pitiful 
j>air o’ (iucks; throtli, it wasn’t worth while bein’ a UtivJ 
for such a thrifle.” 

All this in the course of a few days travelled to the next 
parish, wliere Rory lived ; for even in sylvan scenes the 
dryads have it not all to themselves, — there be evil ge¬ 
niuses in the country as well as the town, and “d—<l good 
natured friends " are to be found every where ; and some 
of these same good-natured folk told Rory what was s.aid 
of him. 

The first bearer of the disagreeable intelligence was Old 
Solomon the tinker, who delighted in having it in his power 
to say bitter things of every body,— or even to them, when 
he could do it by inuendo, a favourite weapon of his, and 
one which he used like a master. 

It happened, during the day Rory and Dc Lacy went to 
"the chtirches,” that Oid Solomon paid the Widow O’More 
a visit In doing this he had two objects : in the first 
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place, he enacted guide to De Welskein, who wanted to 
see De Lacy; and in the next, he was sure of “ entertain¬ 
ment,” as the signboards have it, for^himself and his ass. 

He was kindly received at the cottage of the widow, and 
had some fresh buttermilk and good potatoes given him, 
with a scat in the chimney corner into the bargain, where 
he roasted liis shins, and smoked his pipe, and said sour 
things of lulf the country, — and, in short, made himself 
perfectly happy. But after, spending a couple of hour.s 
thus, he began to exhibit symptoms of impatience at 
llory’s absence ; for lie wanted to proceed further, and yet 
liid not like frf go without giving A Rory the pleasant inti¬ 
mation that he was gaining the reputation of being a very 
ingenious jmrloiner of other people’s property : —waiting 
to wound the man, the hospitable shelter of whose roof he 
had enjoyed, not only then, but at all times. And this, he 
must have been conscious, arose from pure good-hearted- 
mss ; for his habitual influence through the motive of fear 
did not exist there as in other places, Rory being too sharp 
a fellow to let Solomon exercise such a power over him ; 
and it was jiartly this fact that made the old scoundrel the 
mere anxious to gall, at least, where he could not govern. 

Do IFelskein waited patiently enough the return of l)e 
Lacy, as he consoled liimself with making compliments to 
Mary O’More, and doing the agreeable, as Frenchmen 
generally do: but Solomon from time to time went from 
ilie fireplace to the door to look out for Rory, wliom, at 
-iist, he saw approaching. 

AVhen Rory entered the cottage, he welcomed De Wels- 
scin, who seemed rather constrained in his manner to¬ 
wards him, and asked for De Lacy ; Rory informed him 
be would soon return, — that he left him and Phelim 
behind in the churchyard, looking over sqme old tomb¬ 
stones, but that they would not be long absent. 

“ Atid how are you, Sol. ? ” .said Rory. “ Oh, as well 
as any one wishes me,” replied Solomon bitterly. 

“ What are you in sitch a hurry for } ” asked Hory ; 
“ sure you are not goin’ yet I ” This was said in pure 
hospitality, for Rory did not like the old cynic. 

“ Yi--', yis, — you’ve had enough of me." 
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“ Well,” said Rory, plaze yourself and you '11 live the 
longer." 

“ Throlh, thin, the more one lives, the more one nron- 
dhers,” said Solomon. * “ Rory aeto,” added he, “ will you 
go and get me the aes ? ” 

To be sure," said Rory, who went to the outhouse, 
where the ^d been ei\joying a good feed, as well as 
his master. Reloading him with his panniens, containing 
Soiamon’s 

“ Nippers, twisters, sand, and resin," 

as well as the three ancitnt pots and pans, Rory led the 
animal forth to where Solomon stood awaiting his .ijiproacli 
before the door of the cottage; and when Roiy halti'd 
the beast before him, the old tinker began very carefullj to 
examine every particular of his ass’s furnituie and apjjcnci- 
ages, not forgetting the three old rusty kettles that dan¬ 
gled from the straddle. 

Rory inquired if any thing was wrong? — “ Oh, u's 
no harm to see if all's right,” said Solomon. 

“ Why, would n’t it be right? ” said Rory. ii't 

I put on this sthraddlc and panniers, and kittles, <dien 
enough before ? ” 

Oil yis, — hut I was only serin' — one, tw o, tiu et, 

1 was only seein’ if all was safe; one can’t be t o ni e 
these times; —one, two, three; ’’ and he very caie'ully 
repeated his scrutiny of the three old kettles as he lei'nrely 
pronounced "one, two, three.” 

Rory’s attention was aroused by this rejietitmn of the 
words which were the signal to the smuggler ; and fancying 
for a moment that Solomon might have dircovered hie 
agency iq the affair, he became vei y uneasy, and said,— 

“ What do you mane by reckoning over one, two, 
three, so often ? ” — “ Oh, these is quare time‘," s liil So¬ 
lomon. 

This increased Rory’s uneasiness. "How do you main.' 
said he. — And a quare world, so it is, — one, tv/e. 
three." 

“ What the dickins are you at with your ‘ one, two, 
ihree ? ’" said Kory, whose anxiety increased. 
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" Oaly jirt seein’ ihat iny property's safe," said SWo* 
m()n, giving a look at Rory, which our hero could not un¬ 
derstand, for, his mind still reverting to the signals, could 
not reach the meaning which Solomon wished to convey, 
and he was yet unsatisfied what Solomon’s reckoning the 
kettles meant. However, as the tinker went through that 
process again, and still repeated “ one, two, three," Rory 
said impatiently, — 

“Tare in’ ouns! is it thim owld kittles you’re reck* 
oilin’ agin ? ”— “ Jist countin’ them, —is there any harm 
in that ? ” said the tinker: “ it’s betther be sure than 
sorry." 

“ Countin’ thim ! ’’ said Rory, looking at him with all 
hi. eyes. “Why, sure you never had more nor three 
owld rusty kittles in your life; and they ’re so well known 
over the counthry, that no one would think to make their 
own of thim, supposin’ they wor worth stalin’.” 

“ Oh, some people has quare tastes for what bdongs to 
other people,” said Solomon significantly, — “ one, two, 
three, — and a kittle might tickle some people’s fancy.” 

“ The divil tickle you and your fancy! ”*8aid Rory, 
waging angry. “■ Why, barrin’ one wanted to hunt a mad 
dog with it, bad luck to»the use any one would have with 
your owld kittles ! ’’ 

“ Maybe so,” said Solomon with great composure ; “but 
you see.” he added, “ some people U so handy at staling a 
pair o’ ducks, that no one knows but my poor kittles might 
go asthray : ” and he cast a most provoking glance at Kmy. 
— As quick as lightning, the truth flashed upon O’More’s 
mind, that the frolic at the fair had l>ecn misrepresented; 
and though glad to find his fears regarding the discovery 
of the signals were unfounded^ yet with flushed cheek And 
dilated eye, he said in a tone in which wounded 
more than anger was predominant, “ What do you 

“ Oil, kste said is soonest mended,” said the tidfc 
" one, two, three ; — 1 see they ’re all safe. Good 
to you, Rory.” 

“ Stop J ” said Rory, confronting him ; explain, 
your derk meaning, and don’t lave sn affront at 
you wwe always welkim at.*” 
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“ How have I affronted you ? ” said Solomon, whoso 
frigid coolness of age was in startling relief to the ex- 
‘ cited fervour of the young man who stood before him. — 
'‘ You madt**a dark hint jist now,” said Rory. 

“ Make light of it, Rory, ma bouchal,” said the tinker, 
taking the halter of his ass in token of departure. —“ You 
shan’t go that way,” said Rory, beginning to lose his tem¬ 
per ; and he laid his hand on the old man’s shoulder in 
the action of detention, but at the same time with a proper 
degree of deference to his age. 

“ And is it stoppin’ a man on the rOkd you are now ? ” 
^said the tinker with a low, spiteful chuckle: “ throth, 
you're improvin’ fast!” and he attempted to pass Rory, 
who now, losing all control of himself, said, — 

“ Bad luck to you, you cruked, spiteful, sawdhering 
owld thief! how dar you say the like to an honest man’s 
son! — Stop on the road, indeed! — stale ducks! Is it 
Regan that has the black heart to say I stole his ducks?” 

“ Oh, you know it, thin ! " said old Solomon, becoming 
provoked ii^tarn. 

“Know It! "said Rory, seeing his drift; “it’s well 
for you you’re past bating, yon owld cracked bottle *o’ 
vinegar that you are! or I'd thrash you within an inch o’ 
your life. Away wid you, you owld sarpent! " and he 
flung him from him. 

The old tinker staggered back, and made a great clatter 
as he reeled against his old kettles ; but, recovering him¬ 
self, he led away his ass, saying to Rory however before 
he went, “ I bear they wor uncommon fine ducks 

Rory was startled by this last expression, —- thi Second 


part of the signal given to De Welskein.— Was if chance ? 
o#i|iid the old tinker mix 'up the slander of Regan, and 
it|(Py his knowledge of Rory’s mission, in the samp breath, 
ijyBuisde him ? While he was standing in this state of 
■■plex^ and vexati^, De Lacy came up to him unper- 
jHmd, —• for Rory was looking after the tinker, whose 
words De Lacy had beard, and was attracted by, 
j^Eilwoosting Rory, who was taken by surprise, said, — 
”DoeB that „old rascal know any thing about our af- 


fa^ ? ”— “ 'Faith, 1 dunna if he does,” said Rory, with 
kir of abstraction that struck De Lacy as peculiar. 
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"Is it not h-rangc, that he should use the words of our 
private signal ? ” — " Faix, an' it is, and it botliered my¬ 
self at first,” said Rory, “ whej\ he said it; but I think, 
afther all, he knows nothing about it, and that he only 
spoke It by chance, and meant something else Intirely.” 

" What else could he allude to ? ” said De Lacy_" I ’ll 

tell you about it, sir, anotlier time,” answered Rory ; " for 
it's a long story, and you’d betthcr not wait for it now, as 
Mr. Devilskin is in the house waitin’ for you.” 

“ ])e Welskein 1” said De Lacy, who entered the cot¬ 
tage as he uttered ^he name. 

“ Bon jour, ritot/m capitaine,” was the address of the 
smuggler to De Lacy, who welcomed him in return ; the 
smuggler continuing to address him in French, desired a 
private interview ; De Lacy pointed to his bedroom, and 
the Frenchman entered the apartment. De Lacy followed, 
and as soon as they were within the room, De Welskein 
pointed to the lock. 

“ There is no necessity,” said De Lacy. — “ Don’t be 
too sure of that,” said De Welskein, with a very significant 
shake of the head, and one of the keen and cunning glances 
of his dark eye. 

" What do you mean ?” said De Lacy. — The French¬ 
man laid his finger on his lip, to impress the necessity of 
silence ; and though still speaking his own language, which 
was sufficient guarantee for secrecy in an Irish cabin, yet 
the importance of what he had to communicate was so 
great, that he placed his mouth close to De Lacy’s car, and 
said, in the piost cautious tone, “ 'fliere is a traitor !” — 
" A traitor 1 ” echoed De Lacy. — The Frenehipan nodded 
assent, and added, are betrayed.” 

Do Lacy thought of the words he heard Solomon utter, 
and said quickly, " That rascally old tinker ? ” 

“ Fleua? chaudronnier de campagne ? — No, no.” 

"Who then?” asked De Lac^ — De Welskein sub¬ 
dued his voice to the lowest wHsper and said, " Rory 
O’More! ” 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


A 


Tp-At, or TEMPKll, AND 


A TlltAI. BT BATTLE. 


When De Lacy entered the house, he left Rory standing 
without, looking after the spiteful old tinker, with his teeth 
set and his hand clenched; and could he at the moment 
have encountered Regan, and had his blow been gifteil with 
death, he would have strujk h'ln — so fearfully arc gene¬ 
rous natures excited on the sud<ien by insult; for, that the 
malicious story emanated from Regan, he had no doubt. 

But a few minutes calmed the fierceness of his passion, 
though he changed not his belief as to the promulgator of 
the scandal; and when he reflected that it was the brother 
of the girl he loved, who was the offender, it perplexed him 
how to act under the circumstance.':. Should he tamely 
submit to such an in.sinuation against his characterAgainst 
this his nature rebelled ; yet to make a wider breach with 
Regan, was what he could wish to escape, for Kathleen’.s 
sake. To balance these considerations quietly in his own 
mind, be walked down to the river, where, undisturlxul, he 
might take a ruminating ramble. 

In the mean while, De Welskein was closeted with De 
Lacy, who, when he heard the charge against Rory, con¬ 
nected with the singularity of the words he had overheard 
the tinker uttA, and Rory’s seeming confusion at the time, 
was shaken for a moment by the suddenness and distinct¬ 
ness of the accusation against him ; but as .soon as he had 
time to recover from the surprise, better judg^^t ac¬ 
quitted Rory of the guilt with which he was eharapl. 

He told De Wclskein it was impossible ; that nig knew < 
Rory well, that he was of a chivalrous nature above the 
taint of so foul a thing as treachery, and he would stake his 
life on his fidelity. ^ 

“You’ve done that already,” said De Welskcin. 

“ And would 'do it again,” replied De Lacy. 

“You don’t know these Irish,” said the smuggler. 

“ Belter than you do,” answered De Lacy warmly. 

“They are full of finesse," said the other. 





" They are driven to it hy ages of misrule and oppres¬ 
sion/' said Dc Lacy : “ it is their only protection against 
the heartless persecutions they’are open to on every side; 
and if the strong, by their tyranny, forcg the weak into the 
last retreat left open to them, on them be the guilt of the 
habits they have engendered ! ^ Blind as they are cruel, 
their rulers, while they have made them crafty, will not see 
the noble traits that are still left them — generosity, cou¬ 
rage, devotion to those whom they can respect and trust, 
and a high sense of honour, which even yet survives all 
that has been done to crush it in their natures, and resists 
even the contrary example in their oppressors." 

Thus spoke De Lacy, who could not contain his indig¬ 
nation when such a fellow as De Welskein, whose nature was 
only sensitive to the faults with which he could sympathise, 
dared to undervalue a people whose finer traits U'ere above 
his comprehension. 

Believe me, they are cunning as foxes,” said De Wel¬ 
skein. — “ I know they are,” replied De Lacy, “ and they 
have every need of their cunning, as the fox has amongst 
his hunters. But say no more against the Irish — you 
forget that I am an Irishman myself.” 

“ But monsieur has had the advantage of a French edu¬ 
cation,” said the smuggler, smirking. — '' So much the 
worse for me,” De Lacy was ffoinff to say; but, checking 
himself when he remembered the nature of the rascal to 
whom he spoke, he contented himself by saying, “ Don’t 
flatter yourself I’m the better of that. In short,” added 
he, " you speak in vain to me if you seek to disparage the 
Irish as a nationhut in the particular case of Rory 
O’More, I would sooner depend on his faith and honour 
than many a king I could name. 

“ A king! ” said De Welskein in a tone of contempt; 
“I believe so indeed!” — “Or the French Directory 
either,” added de Lacy. — “ Sacr^J” exclaimed the smug- 
gler, ^ 

“ Say no more, De Welskein : it is as impossible that 
Rory O’More could be a traitor, as that Iloche c^uld be a 
cowar —Dc Welskein seized on the name of Iloche and 
re! ( fi.ing it, said, wnth his eyes fixed into De Lacy, — 
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Apropos of General Hoshe: I sent you a letter from 
Jxlm — did you get it ? ” — “ No," said De Lacy caln^y. 

The manifest composure of De Lacy’s manner under Ae 
circumstances of such a piece of intelligence being com¬ 
municated, puzfled the Frenchman, who, after a mo¬ 
ment’s pause, however, continued, “You did uot get that 
letter?" 

De Lacy repeated his negative. 

“ Then,” said De Welskein, assuming a triumphant 
manner, “ I sent you such a letter by that immaculate 
friend of yours.” — “I know you did," said De Lacy. 

This utterly confounded the Frenchman, who, after a 
short pause, said, “ And why have you not seen it ? ” — 
“Because O’AIore destroyed it.” 

“ Ha, ha !” said the Frenchman exultingly : “ he tells 
you so ; — arc you sure of Quite sure,” said 

De Lacy. 

“ Do you know that he gave private information to tlte 
colonel of the town, to save himself from being flogged ? ” 
— “I do.” — De Welskein seemed quite crest-fallen that 
all his intelligence, w'hich he expected to swamp Dc Lacy, 
seemed to run oflT him as freely as water from a duck’s 
feather^. 

It was now tlie smuggler’s turn to wonder ; and in reply 
to his numerous questions, De Lacy informed him of uil 
the circumstances necessary to the explanation of Rory’s 
closet-scene with the colonel. 

“ But,” said the Frenchman, with the hope of having 
one startling fact to advance of which he fancied De Lacy 
was ignorant, “ do you know' that the colonel gave him a 
pass?" — “ Yes,” said De Lacy. 

This last monosyllable “ annihilated” the Frencliman, 
as he would have said himself; or, as Rory O’More would 
have exemplified it, “ he had n’t a word to throw to a dog.” 

Now it is necessary to explain how all this susjticion of 
Rory's conduct arose; and, to do every body justice, De 
Welskein was not to blame in the matter. 

., Let it be remembered, that when Rory was brought up 
for examination before the colonel, there was, anotiier pri¬ 
soner present, who was one of the visitors to De Welskein’s 
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cellar, and ihat mu^al recognition had taken place bettreen 
him and our hero, In the guard-house. 

This man was aware also of what occurred at Rory’s 
examination; — of the threat of flogging, — of the room 
being cleared when Rory said he had something to com¬ 
municate to the colonel in private, — of the fact of Rory 
being pronounced free as soon as the room was re-opened 
— and not only free, but favoured with a pass — enough 
to damn his fair fame with all the rebels in Ireland. 

All this had been communicated to De Welskeiii through 
the friends of this fellow, Betty’s husband, who was a irery 
knowing hand in assisting De Welskein’s smuggling 
schemes, and was a United man to boot; and from certain 
circumstances coming within the knowledge of Scrubbs, he 
was detained in prison to be prosecuted for his smuggling 
offences by the Collector. Now, circumstances, in their 
outward form, bore strongly against Rory ; and neither 
the prisoner nor De Welskein could be blamed for looking 
with a suspicious eye upon the unexplained liberation of 
our hero. 

However, De Welskein was made quite easy by the ex¬ 
planation of De Lacy, who charged him particularly to 
remove from the minds of all those who W'ere impressed 
with the belief of Rory’s treachery every trace of doubt as 
to his fidelity. 

This being done, De Welskein left the cottage before 
Rory’s return, which did not take place until late, — for 
Rory was so undecided, after all his deliberation, how he 
should act with respect to Regan, that it was only the 
deepening shades of evening which warned him homewards. 

On his return, he heard he had been inquired for by 
the scholar, so he tapped at his apartment, and announced 
his presence to De Lacy, who invited him to enter, and 
bidding him close the door, communicated all that had 
occurred between him and De Welskein. 

Rory was indignant that any one should suppose him so 
base as to be guilty of tlie crime of treachery ; and even , 
when De Lacy pointed out to him the strong circumstantial 
evider ce against him, Rory only exclaimed, ^‘^To the 
divd with their evidence ! I never knew evidence of any 
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good, but to ruin a man’s char&cther.” And ^ndeed Rory's 
opinion of evidence is but too often borne out by fact. 

De Lacy endeavoured to calm him, hut it was with 
much difficuhy he at last succeeded. Then Rory, in 
answer to De Lacy’s questions about Solomon’s allusion to 
the “uncommon fine ducks," told him the circumstances 
of the frolic at the fair, which he and Mary, for prudential 
motives, had previously agreed to say nothing about; and 
further, communicated Regan’s baseness in saying that he 
had stoleu the ducks; — “ And I would n't wondlier,” said 
Rory, “ if the black-hearted viUain was at the bottom 
o’ this, too." 

De Lacy assured him Regan’s name had never been men¬ 
tioned in the business ; but Rory declared, that as he found 
people were goin’ about to “ take away his characther, he 
would not let it pass with Regan what he had said; for 
how could he know the beginiiin’ or end of sitch things ? 
and so the safest way was to make Regan ate his words 
first." 

To do Rory justice, his walk by the river had tended to 
cool his anger a good deal, and he was rather inclined to 
trust to the public for a proper estimation of his character, 
and to leave the slander of Regan unnoticed, wdien the 
fresh information he received from De Lacy added fuel to 
the fire which had been reduced to embers, and all Rory’s 
indignation blazed up afresh, and confirmed him in the 
determination to ascertain if Regan had been traducing 
him, — and if he had, to shame him, by confronting him 
openly and giving a public cqntradiction to the private 
■lander with which he had sought to blast him. 

Rory’s unsatisfied cravings to be justified sent him to 
bed in a fever. He was tortured by a niglit of dreaming, 
in which fancy played the tormentor. Alternately the grin 
of old Solomon, or the penetrating eye of De Welskein, 
confronted him; and guard-rooms and cellars, empty 
streets, crowded fairs, old rusty kettles, and roasting ducks, 
huddled tegether in strange confusion. The ducks 
were the favourites of his dream: he was haunted by a 
pair all niglit;—twirl they went before him, till he twirled 
and twisted in his sleep as if he were roasting too ; and 



his mind, with the ingenious art of tormenting which, 
dreaming bestows upon it, easily converted dangKi^ 
ducks into hanging criminals, who, by a sudden transition 
were condensed into one, and that one, becams indentided 
with himself, whom he imagined condemned to be hanged 
for robbery, and brought out to execution, with all Ae 
eyes of his friends and acquaintances staring upon him, 
until the overwhelming sense of degradation and shame 
awoke him. In vain he strove to sleep ; night brought no 
' rest to poor llory, and the dawn saw him an early and un¬ 
refreshed riser. 

Immediately after quitting his bed, he started on his 
tour of discovery, and dndiiig bis suspicion as to the author 
of the calumny against liiiii not unfounded, at once de¬ 
termined on the course he shoulil pursue. — Waiting until 
the following Sunday, he proceeded to the cliapel at the 
side of the country wliere Regan resided, which he knew 
to be the most likely place to meet him, and certainly the 
most public. For Regan, though a disorderly person, at. 
tended mass with punctuality; indeed, so strict is the 
observance of attendance at public worship on the part of 
the Irish peasantry, that the mau must be very far gone 
in crime who disregards if. There was an additional rea¬ 
son too for Rory selecting the day and the place for his 
purpose: after the celebration of tiie mass, tlie congrega¬ 
tion no not immediately disperse, but assemble round the 
building outside, forming a sort of social “ ’change,” where 
those who have not’ seen each other for the by-gone week 
barter civilities, and the current gossip of the day is passed 
about. 

To the chapel, therefore, Rory repaired on the Sunday after 
his meeting with the tinker, in company with three or four 
companions, whom he wished to be witnesses of his reproval' 
of Regan for his unhandsome conduct towards him ; .and 
when the mass was ended, he and his friends sought about 
in the crowd, as they stood iu detached groups over the 
road about the chapel, and at length he perceived Regan 
talking and laughing, the loudest of a noisy cluster of 
roUiclrirg yo mg fellows, who were cracking joken on the 
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old men, and saying half-complimentary, half-impudent 
ttungs to the young women who passed by them. 

Rory walked directly up to Ilegan ; -and there was -so 
close a sympathy between Regan’s conscience and Rory’s 
look, that the former changed colour as the latter made 
a deU stand-before him, and looked him straight in the 
face, with the bright and open eye that bears evidence of 
an honest heart. There was a moment’s silence, after 
which, Rory was the first to speak. 

'' Regan,” said he, “ yon have not used me w-ell — and 

you know it.” 

‘‘ I know little of any thing consarning yon, and 1 wish 
to know less,” replied Regan, as lie turned on his heel, and 
was going away ^ but Rory laid his hand upon liini, and 

said, firmly, — ., , . r 

“Regan, that won’t do! You’ve said things of me 

behind backs, that I come to contradict before faces ; and 
them that knows both of us is here to the fore, to judge 

between us.” „ . 

“What are you talkin’ about, man ? ’ said Regan with 
a swaggering air, that but ill concealed his uneasiness. 

“ You know well what I’m talkin’ about,” answered 
Rory ; " and so does them that'hears me. \Yas it good, 
Regan, to put an ugly turn on an innocent thrick at a fair, 
and say 1 stole your ducks ? — I — your owld playmate, 
and the son of dacer.t people, that never disgraced them, 
nor never will, plaze God !* 

“ And did n’t you take them ? ” saidTlegan witii savage 


effrontery. 

“Ay, fa/ce," said Rory: “but, was take the word you 

used behind my back ? ” •• • i 

“ 1 ’ni not to pick my words for sitch as you, said 
Ret'an, who began to recover the faint twinge of .s’ anie 
tha"! abashed him at Rory’s first appearance, and seemed 


now determined to brazen out the affair. 

“ Well, I neither pick, nor stale either, said Rory, 
“and whoever says to the conthrairy has n t the thruth in 
And here 1 have come this blessed day, and am 
Sriu’ the blessed mass ; and it’s not at this time, 
S-place, I would lay the weight of a lio on my 
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Boul; and yiz are all here round me and hears me, and let 
them deny me who can ; and I say to your face, Regan, 
that what you've been givin’ out on me is not the thruth. 
I would n’t use a harder word to an owl^frien’d,—though 
we "re cooler of late." 

“ What do you mane by harder words?" said Regan, 
with a menacing air. 

“ Don’t look so angry, Regan. I did n’t come here, 
this quiet and blessed day to fight; I only kem to clear 
myself in the face o’ the world ; — and having done that, 
I have no more to say, — and so let me go my ways in 
pace and quietness.” And Rory was turning away, but 
Regan prevented him ; and now all his bad passions gain¬ 
ing the ascendancy, he saidj — 

• “ If you mane, by ‘ harder words,’ to say that you 

come here to give me the'lie, it’s what I won’t let you 
or any man do, and if that's your plan, I can tell you I ’ll 
thrust your impudent words down your throat with my 
fist! ’’ and he clenched his hand fiercely in Rory’s face. 

“ Regan,’’ said Rory, commanding himself, “ 1 towld 
you I did n’t come here to fight, but to clear myself. Them 
tiiat knows us both hears me clear myself, and that’s enough 
for me.” — “ ’Faith, you ’re like your sisther, my buck !” 
said Regan: “■ both o’ yiz will go jist half-ways with a man.” 

“ Regan ! ” exclaimed Rory with an honest vehemence 
that forced him to hear him till he finished his sentence, 
“ the black dhrop ^ in you, or you would n’t say an ill 
•worrl of a dacent girl that never wronged you ! She never 
liked you, Regan—and you know it. She never wint 
half-ways with yon — and you know it; and now .to your 
teeth I tell you, you ’re a slandherous liar and you know it!” 

The word bad hardly passed Jlory’s Jips, when a tre¬ 
mendous blow from Regan was aimed at him, which Rory 
avoided by nimbly springing beyond its reach ; and Regan 
left himself so open by his Vild attack, that our hero put 
in a hit so well directed that his ruffianly foe was felled to 
the earth. He rose immediately, however, foaming wdth 
rage, and was rushing on Rory with tremendous fury, whea 
the by Standers closed in between the co’ijibatant?, and it 
Was suggested by some that hostilities should proceed no fur- 
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ther; whili others proposed that if the tnorv were bent on 
fighting, it would be best to adjourn to some- a<ljaceiit field 
and strip for the encounter. Regan's friends were for the 
latter course*; wWle the better disposed eiidc’avoured to 
dissuade Rory from txclianging any more blows. But 
Rory was high-mettled : he said they all could bear witness 
he strove as far as he could to ]>reveiU matters going to 
such extremities ; but, as the case stood, ho’d never let it 
be said that an^O’More refused to fight. “ I'd rather 
’twas any day but Sunday, to be sure,” said Rory: “but 
1 heer’d mass ; so, having done my duty to (lo<l, I ’in leady 
to do my duty to man — and in throth 1 ’ll do my best 
to plaze him,” said he, throwing off the upper part of lii.s 
dress, liglitly, and laughing. i‘ 1 ’ve tlic good cause on 
my side, any how ; so see fair play, boys, and let him do 
his worst.” 

Great interest was excited by tlie approaching contest. 
Regan had die reputation of a byriser, and was rather in¬ 
clined to take advantage of it when he had to deal with 
those who permitted Such a ))ractice ; and the report having 
gone abroad that he had been worsted by Rory in the trifling 
turn-up at the fair, gave rise to various opinions on the 
subject. 

Let not this surprise the reader — it was an evi at 
amongst a village pcpnlation ; to those who are beyond the 
reach of more exciting objects, the fall of a favourite 
fighter is of as much iniportance as the^all of a minister. 

The companions of Regan protested tlie impossibility of 
Rory’s conquest over their champion, but for the chance of 
his being in liquor at the time ; and the friends of Rory 
— that is to say, the bulk of the community — looked 
forward to the approaching fight with a degree of dread 
that there might be but too much truth in the assertion, 
and that Rory was about to lose his newly-acquired laurels, 
which they had been flourishing in the teeth of Rcgan’'s 
party with that sort of second-hand triumph people always 
indulge In when some “ cock of the walk ” has been well 
plucked. They feared the moment was come which should 
rob thenf of the * opportunity of saying, “ I’hoo! Regan 
indeed ! Arrah, sure Rory O’More leathered him !' 
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I will not attempt to describe a boxing.match: it has 
been often bettor done than I could do it; and the better 
it has been dotiCj the more I have always wished it had 
been left undone. 

Of the resultj all need t)e said is, that Regan was savage, 
and Rory, knowing the power of his adversary, cautious. 
This, and his activity, did wonders for him; and after 
some furious hitting from Regan, which Rory sometimes 
guarded and sometimes broke away beyond reach of, Regan 
began to breathe hard, of which our hero took advantage; 
the tide soon turned in Ids favour; and doubtless, the 
conscience of either of the combatants had no insignidcant 
influence upon the fight. The ultimate consequence, how¬ 
ever, w'as, that Rory again triumphed over his malignant 
adversary ; and a sullen silence on the part of a disap¬ 
pointed few, with a hearty shout from tlie exulting many, 
declared that Regan had given in, and Rory O’More was 
the victor. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

COKTalHINC DE LACV’s LETTI'll,-COSTftASTING THE COKHmOlfS OF 

J^ELANn ASD KNarAHO. 

** laook here, upon thi« pictureand on this. 

The glorious news to Britain of the victory of the 11th 
of October had now spread rejoicing over England, but 
caused aching to many a heart in Ireland. The Texel 
fleet was conquered, and its admiral a prisoner in England. 
No more chance of aid might be looked for from that quar¬ 
ter, and for a shor' time the hopes of the United Irishmen 
Were blighted. 

But in a few days, other news arrived to temper the 
severit} of this blow to their designs, and made them yat 
more confident of assistance from France. 
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Other triumphs than Duncan's filled the ear of Europe; 
for just now the rapid and brilliant succession of Bona* 
pane’s victories in Italy more than outweighed the naval 
conquest of 'Dunsan, and Austria saw, one after another, 
her experienced generals beaten by the young Corsican, and 
her veteran armies overwhelmed by the raw levies of im¬ 
petuous France. The 18th of October witnessed the failure 
of the Bourbon plot in the assemblies of Paris ; the Clichy 
Club was suppressed; Pichegru and Carnot fled ; the re¬ 
public again triumphed over the attempts of the Iloyalists, 
and was once more secured under a new Directory. Austria 
was forced to sign a peace dictated by the enemy, and 
France was more free than ever to pursue her hostility 
against England. Then came that tremendous assembling 
of lier victorious troops, which soon after were gathered 
on her northern shore, under the denomination of the 
“ Army of England and then was threatened the me¬ 
morable “ invasion ” that occujiied all the attention of 
Great Britain. 

This was the period of all others most favourable to the 
views of the Irish republican party ; and De Lacy, seizing 
the occasion, despatched a letter to France, urging imme¬ 
diate aid to Ireland, which was ripe for revolt. 

His report ran as follows : — 

“ My last letter was written against the grain ; I had to 
tell of many unexpected truths, evincing England’s secu¬ 
rity : but now my words flow from my heart, and I say, 
Strike for Ireland, and it will he an easy victory. Here 
all is ripe for revolution. The besotted and cruel intoler¬ 
ance of the party in power, and the de])lorable wretched¬ 
ness and long-suffering of the neglected and oppressed 
people, cannot go any farther. 

“ The former cannot be greater tyrants, nor the latter 
greater slaves ; the one party cannot add greater weight to 
their ^ain, nor the other ever have greater cause to wish 
it broken. Come, then, and strike the manacles from the 
bondsmen! 

-.'t^.'fhis is indeed the land of misery gnd misrule ! How 
tbb'sister island, as she is called, of Great Britain, can be 

(lb degraded a state, while England revels in prosperity, 



is one of those enigthas which baffles all attempt at sola* 
tion. In contrast to the state of England, listen to a 
rough sketch of the condition of this lovely but wretched 
country. 

“ One striking difference between the two islands is, 
that while in England society consists of many grades, 
sinking slightly the one beneath the other, but presenting 
no startling difference in the descent ; in Ireland there are 
but two, — the upper and the lower. There is a sort of 
mongrel middle rank, but consisting of too few to constitute 
any thing like a class, in comparison with the others. In 
England there arc many degrees between the peer and the 
peasant ; — but not so here: the cementing portions of 
society iire wanting ; the wholesome links that bind it to¬ 
gether exist not here ; — in short, Ireland may be comprised 
under two great heads, — those who inflict, and those who 
staffer. 

“ In Ireland the aristocracy seem to live wholly for 
themselves: the poor they seem to consider utterly un. 
worthy of being thought of. Look at the English tenantry, 
— lived amongst by their landlords, and their comforts 
cared for ; while the poor Irish are left to take what care 
they can of themselves. If the fever visit an English 
village, there is the manor-house to apply to, whence the 
hand of affluence can be stretched forth to afford the com¬ 
forts which the hour of sickness demands. If the typhus 
rage in Ireland, there is not for miles, perhaps, the hall 
of a proprietor to look to ; and where there is, it is va¬ 
cant ; grass grows befofe its doors, and closed shutters say 
to the destitute, ‘ No help have you here. My lord spends 
C'lsew'here the gold you have paid to his agent, and his 
wine-cellar is not to be invaded by a pauper.’ Ilis claret 
flows freely midst the laugh of revelry, but may not retard 
the expiring sigh of some dying father of a helj'less off¬ 
spring. ‘ Drain the cask dry for riot!' cries the baccha¬ 
nal, ‘ and let the call of charity be echoed back by the 
empty barrel! ’ 

’tVhat can such a landlord hope for from his neglected 
serf ? Is it to be expected that his name w'ill ive heard 
v it'j blessings and his person locked upon Vith attachment^ 



or that the wheksome link between landlord and tenmt can* 
exist under such a state of things? No: they are not 
beings of the same community — man and the beast of the 
fle^d are not more distinct than these two classes of people, 
and the time will come when the Irish landlord shall bit¬ 
terly lament, that the only bond which held the peasant to 
his master, was his chain. 

''Be it yours to hasten this epoch, for all is ripe for 
change, because any change must 1 k‘ better for them ; —at 
least, no change can make them worse. 'J’hereforo are they 
braiuls ready for the lighting. 

“ I told you of the comforts of a village in England. 
What is such a thing in Ireland ? — an irregular jiimbleof 
mud hovels, whose thatch has been so long ■without repair 
that its decomposition produces vegetation ; and you may 
see ragged cocks and hens feeding on the roof; a ])ig wal¬ 
lows on a dunghill liefore the door (lucky when they have 
one!)—until a starved cur, roused by some half (or 
whole) naked children, disturbs him fiom Ids place of en¬ 
joyment, and drives him for shelter into tlie house, whose 
mistress protects ‘ the gintleman tliat pays tlie riiit.' I 
heard the saying of a ‘ fool,’ or 'natural,’ as they call idiots 
in this country, which amused me much for its grapliic 
■truth: his definition of a village was admirably given in 
four words, ' Pigs dogs, dunghills, and blackguards 1 ’ 

"The hovels of the Irish peasantry are not by any 
means so good as the stables of tlieir masters’ horses. The 
lord of the soil would not let his hunter sleep in the 
■wretched place he suffers his tenantry to dwell in, and for 
which he receives the rent that supports him in his waste¬ 
fulness. Nor does he seek to better their condition ; and 
if a murmur of discontent escape thea* ill-used people, they 
are branded with the foulest names, .and the guilty party 
seeks, by heaping abuse and calumny on those whom he 
injures, to justify the conduct which has prodwed the very 
state of things of which he complains. 

" I spoke of the English peasant-children playing at 
cricket, and remarked that the peasantry must be in a state 
of comftrt who can affonl to buy the mateiial-. of play for 
their offspring. What is the Irish game amongst the 



chiidren ? — an imitation of the manly exercise of hurling, 
which they call ‘ commons r ’ tliis is nothing more than 
driving a stone before them witli a ch>okecl stick, wliich is 
out from any hedge that may afford it. The English 
children took off their clothes, to play: not so the Irish, 
and fos the best reason in the world,,— because they had 
no plothes to take off; they are nearly all in a state of nu¬ 
dity, and even when not quite uncovered, their wretched 
rags ate almost worse than nakedness. 

It if impossible to conceive human nature reduced to 
so great a st.itc of privation in every way as it is here ; and 
even under all this privation tliey are merry, and I verily 
believe would be content, only they are goaded by insult 
and op^'ession into the bargain. The most active of their 
persecutors are the mongrel middle class to whom I al¬ 
luded ; — Squireens they are called by the people. These 
fellows have not an idea beyond a dog, a gun, a horse, and 
the pleasures of the table. They arc generally the de¬ 
scendants of Cromwell’s or William’s troopers, .and, of 
course, are the fiercest upholders of the ascendency which 
gives them all they have. But they are not even content 
with this : they must revile and malign the people whom 
their forefathers despoiled. They are the toad-eaters of 
those it. power, to whom they bow, and from whom in re¬ 
turn Jicy get the refuse of the sops of which the ascendant 
party have the dispensing. 

From this class arc all the minor fry of government 
officers selected, and in their hands is the magistracy 
throughout the country vested. The consequence is, that 
the people have not the shadow of Justice to shelter under, 
much less her shield : the law of the land (so called), and 
as it is administered by this partisan magistracy, is not the 
poor man’s friend, but his foe. So they are all ready to 
upset such a state of things as soon as they can. Do not 
delay this epoch; — I repeat it, — strike now, and Ireland 
shall be free ! 

There is every thing ready to aid in the enterprise. In 
the Nci'fli, the organisation is extensive, and arms and am- 
muniteen prepared; and it is there, as Tone ha* rccom- 
n.c’uded, I would advise the descent to bo made. 
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" The midland counties have a tolerably well-orj^anised* 
union also, and it has sprejul to the AVest. It is where I 
am at present, in the South, that there k less of preparation 
for revolt; but the sjiiril to be free is every where, and 
they are all ready to rise the moment they have a force of 
iiisci[ilined troops landed, to form a nucleus roui\d which 
they may gather. 

“ Some time it will take, of course, to make them good 
soldiers ; but they are very quick, and in a cause in which 
their hearts lay would soon make available troops. 'I'he 
great requisites for a soldier they possess in a supereininent 
degree, — long endurance of fatigue and fasting, and cour¬ 
age not to be surpassed by any nation under heaven. 

“In short, never was there a country more ready for 
revolution, nor more needing it. Every thing is antagonised, 
every thing in extremes: it is waste or want, raiment or 
rags, feasting or starvation. There is no middle to any 
thing. 'Fire very column of society is broken—the capital 
and base alone remain : the shaft is shattered, and the two 
extremes are in ruinous separation. 

“ If any thing were wanting to complete this fearful state 
of things, it is this; — with these two parlies, religion is a 
badge, and not a blessing; and they make their creeds, 
which profess peace, a war-cry.” 

This letter De Lacy forwarded to France; and about a 
fortnight afterwards, he himself made a visit to Dublin, to 
consult with the chiefs of the revolutionary party on the 
necessity of having the organisation in a state of rcatliucss 
for co-operatioit with the force from France which ha 
doubted not, his letter would hasten. 
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. CIIAPTlUl XXIV. 


tPOWING now A OEKTLEMAN MIGHT NOT DRKSS HIMSELF AS HI. 
PLEASEB FORTY YEARS AGO, IN lUELAKli. 


“ Sure, there «onie wonder in thU handkcrchlcr.’* 

Ot/iClio. 

** Vox the wearing of the green, 

For tfie wearing of the green, 

*T ia a poor d stressed country for tile wearing of the green.*' 

^’atwfuU JBai^ad. 


On conimunii-atinp with the Central Committee in Dublin, 
.Do Lacy founii all was in readiness to co-operate with a 
force landing from France. Uiitj .sanguine as were their 
expectations of aid from the republic, their disapjiointments 
had been so frequent, that, after sonic time bad elapsed, 
they urged De Lacy to present hintself in person to th.^ 
Directory, and urge stn immediate movement in their favour. 
“ Impatience,” said they, “ begins to manife.st itself in 
some; — despair in others; and action becomes necessary. 

How many opportunities have been frustrated !-^Vhile 

there was mutiny to a I'earful extent in the English navy, 
our friends in the Tcxel could not give us aid, and thus a 
favourable occasion wa.s lost; and now, when the recent 
victories and glorious peace France has achieved leave her 
free for action — now is the time to cripple Britain ! 
Should this moment be allowed to pass, wc may never 
find another.” 

Thus urged, De Lacy determined on acting in accord¬ 
ance with the views of the leading members of the United 
men, and returned to the South, to intike the necessary 
arrangements with De Welskein for his being conveyed to 
France. During De Lacy’s absence, the circumstances of 
the immediate region of our* story were ripening into more 
serious action. “ I'he plot was thickening," as the romance 
readers say, and Rory was getting more and more into hot 
water. 

The affair of the guard-room, and his private interview 
with the colonel, had spread amongst Regan’s set; and 
however De Welskein w'as answered by ’De Lacy upon 
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every charge lie could bring against, O’More, it was not 
Bieh an easy matter to silence the murmurs ./f a parcel of 
prejudiced ruflRans, whose pei%)nal dislike vf our hero (be¬ 
cause he was^not of their set, and had thrashed their leader) 
rendered them impervious to every particle of evidence 
which they did not chonne to believe. 

At this time, too, they dreaded the approaching trial of 
Darby Daly, the man who had been arrested the same 
night as Rory. He was not only a smuggler, but a United 
; and they feared, in case of a conviction, that he 
might blab ” to save himse)'’. So, to prevent such a dis¬ 
agreeable result, and as the gaol where .he was confined 
was too strong to admit any hope of escape, it was deter¬ 
mined that th(! awkward circumstances likely.to result from 
a trial should he avoided, by putting tiie prosecutor and 
principal witness out of the w»y. 

This wa.s no less a ]>erson , than “ The Collector,” 
Scrubb.s ; and how he was to Iw; disposed of, was matter 
of consultation with De Welskein’s parly, who, being all 
liable to implication in the smuggling afiair, were equally 
anxious to get rid of die colloclor. Now, Soldering 
Solomon,” being a long-beaded old fellow, and interested in 
the success of tlie smuggling, might help them in the 
matter; and as there was an ajipointrnent made for the 
following Sunday, when a certain •'Jollification ” was to be 
held, at which most of the “set” were to be present, it 
was agreed to postpone the consideration of the collector’s 
fate until that day, when die tinker might assist in their 
councils. 

In the mean time, De Lacy sought De Welskein, who 
promised to he'ready to sail for France within the ensuing 
week. De imey urged an earlier departure; but as the 
smuggler said his lugger, would not be ofiF the coast until 
that time, his embarkation was of necessity delayed. 

But an event soon took place which might have termi¬ 
nated fatally to De Lacy, and prevented any future voyages 
he projected. He had been in the neighbouring village, 
and was about to return, when a troop of yeomanry cavalry 
rode inland halted half-way up the street, ojiposite to 

'Garry’s, the r.pothecary's, at whose shop the post-office 
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was established. The troop had been under the inspection 
of the district general that jjay, and was then returning, 
when Solomon Slink, Esq. of Slinkstown, captain of the 
corps, halted his troop, as already stated, to i.iquire at the 
post-office if there were any letters for him. d'he captain 
was a violent ])erson in his politics } one of those with 
whom it is not enough to support their own opinions, but 
to Jcnock down those of every l>ody who thinks difierently 
from themselves: and in those days, when on the side of 
authority so much could be done with impunity, such"* u 
person was prone to coininit outrage on very trivial grounds. 

It so happened, that as he rode up to iM'Garry’s shop, 
De Lacy was about to leave it, and was just ii])on the 
threshold as the captain was going to ask for his letters; 
but his eye was attracted by the green handkerchief which 
De Lacy wore, which, being the national colour of Ireland, 
was offensive to the sight of those who loved oppresssion 
better thaiii their coinitry ; and so the captain, being at the 
head of his corps, thought he could exorcise a hit of loyal 
tyranny with safety. 

Casting a ferocious look upon De Lacy, he said in the 
most offensive manner, “ Why do you wear that green 
handkerchief?” 

De Lacy was taken by surprise at the extraordinary iil- 
soleiice of tlie man, and the ultra intolerance that would 
interfere with the private riglit of dressing as one pleased. 
Before he could answer, the question was repeated with 
increased offensiveness. 

“ I believe, sir,” said De Lacy, “ 1 have as good a right 
to wear a iiandkerchief as you.” — “ Not a green one,” 
said the captain. 

“ I ’in not aware of any law against wearing green, sir," 
said De Lacy.— “I 'U show you law for it!” said the 
other. ''Take it off, sir !" 

“■ 1 shall do 110 such thing, sir." —" \A'on’t you ? TFien 
•if you don’t, by G—d / will!’’ 

“ That you may do if you like, sir,” said De Lacy, 
folding his arms and drawing liimself up to his full height. 

The captain jiressed his spurs to his horse’s sifle, and 
plunpiHg rudely upon De Lacy, he laid his*liai]d upon the 



tie of hie handkerchief, which he dra^cged from his neck 
and flung upon the ground, saying, “ There’s your d—d 
rebel green for you !" 

De Lacy grew as pal ■ ant cold, and firm too, as marble, 
at the brutal affront, ani sai ' to the yeomanry hero, with 
a tone of chilling mocke y in his voice,— 

“ Thank you ! — And nor., sir, after your polite attiii- 
tion to my toilet, may I be ■■ the favour of your dismounimg 
ai^id walking into the fields with me ? ] see your holsK'rs 

are provided with pistols, and two of your owii gentlemen 
can arrange our ground.” 

“Arrange your grandmother!” said the ]iolished cap¬ 
tain. “ Fight a rebel, indeed! I’d see you d—d first.”— 
“Then, sir," said De Lacy, “at the head of your own 
Corps, I tell you you ’re a coward ! ” 

Captain Slink half drew his sword ; but his arm was 
arrested hy the protestant clergyman of the parish, who 
fortunately was he.sif1e him, or {lerhaps De Lacy’s life 
might have paid the forfeit of his temerity, in daring to 
object to this loyal aggression, and fling back insult for 
insult. 

Having thus defil'd the captain without jiroducing the 
desired result, De Lacy turned on his heel, and left him 
boiling with indignation at the epithet that liad been flung 
in his teeth. 

Tfocs any one know who the rascal is?” said he.— 
“ I know where the fellow lives,” said the collector, who, ' 
as well as Sweeny, was one of the corps. 

The captain, having received his letters from the post- 
office, the troop was again put in motion; and on the road 
a long conversation took place between Scrubbs, Sweeny, 
and the commander, relative to De Lacy, on whom they 
had always looked with a suspicious eye, and after whom 
they thought it necessary some inquiry should he made, 
‘f I^ver fear," said the captain ; “ I ’ll have a sharp eye 
on the chap." 

That evening, while the lord of Slinastown was drinking 
his claret, he was seriously considering a letter he had just 
received, a patisage in which arrested his attention, in con¬ 
nection with the occurrence between him and De Lacy that 
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day. It reevitinned fears being entertained amongst th» 
well-affected to tbe goTernment, that emissaries from 
France wei-e at work in Ireland ; and the writer (who was 
an official in Dublin Castle) had heard some rumours of a 
suspicious person having been lately seen leaving Dublin in 
one of the soutliein coaches; and recommending to the 
captain vigilance about his district, in case questionable 
people might be observed. 

At this period, though government had not any tangible 
evidence to go upon to prove a conspiracy, yet their fears 
were awake upon the subject; and some arrests had been 
made on mere .susj)icion, even at this time, and their spies 
were on the alert in all quarters. 

It will not, under these circumstances, be wondered at 
that the captain detei mined to see more about De Lacy, 
against whom not only his loyalty urged him to be hostile, 
init the insult which iiad been cast upon liim so publicly : 
he therefore ordered a muster of tlie corjis for the next day, 
and detennim'd on arresting De Lacy. 

Tiiat }oung gentleman pursued his load liomewards 
after leaving the village, niutteiing desperate speeches all 
the way, and longing in his inmost soul to have a shot at 
the ca])tain : hut as tltat was clearly out of the question, he 
was obliged to he satisfied with calling him fifty thousand 
“ luffians ” and “poltroons.” This relieved his mind con- 
siderahh ; and after swearing over about a mile of ground, 
he began to think that, after what had taken jdace, it was 
just as well lie was leaving the country, where to have re¬ 
mained without getting “ satisfaction ” would have “ stuck 
in his gizzard,” as Lord Chcstcrfitld says; so he was all 
impatience for getting to Fiancg, to hurry tlie expedition, 
that die might leturn and wreak his vengeance on all the 
yeomanry in Ireland for the insult he had received from 
the bullv captain. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

SHOWING HOW A PASS HAY I>EF£NI) A SOLDIER, AS WELL AS A 

SOLDIER DEFEND A PASS; AND HOW A MAN IN AUTHORITY 

MAY ORDER SABRES FOR ONE, WITHOUT ADMIUINO PISTOLS FOR 

TWO. 

The mortiing after this untoward occurrence, De Welskein 
and De Lacy were in consultation in Rory O’jflore's cot¬ 
tage upon the projected trip to France. I'he smuggler 
anticipated that the Monday or Tuesday following would 
see the lugger u[>oii the coast, and he appointed a place 
where De Lacy should be in readiness to embark. Before 
they had finished their conference, De Lacy’s car caught the 
sound of the approaching tramp of horses; and looking 
from the window, he saw the troop of yeomanry cavalry 
trotting down the borfien, with his friend the captain at 
their head, flanked by Scriibbs and Sweeny. 

Scrubbs never had forgiven De Lacy the liberal .senti¬ 
ments lie expre.ssed on the coach the day of his journey 
downwards ; and Sweeny, whose indignation was great 
against Rory for the alteration of the tombstone, bad a 
misgiving that this mysterious stranger had something to 
do with turning a loyal Protestant into ridicule. Therefore, 
both these gentlemen, independently of. their duty to their 
captain and the good of the state, were very willing to join 
in a domiciliary visit to Rory O’More, and make ai) arrest 
upon his friend. 

The moment De Lacy saw the yeomanry, he calculated 
some mischief was in the wind ; and feeling that the pre¬ 
sence of a foreigner under existing circumstances would 
bear an unfavourable interpretation against him, he opened 
the jjjoor to call for Rory, who, being always on the alert 
In cases of emergency, had his hand already upon the 
latch to warn De Lacy of the approach of the armed men. 

"He must not be seen,” said De Lacy, pointing to De 
Welskein. Can you conceal Him ? ” 

i jifFey,’’ said Rory. “ Make haste, your sowll” 
■aid he to the Frenchman ; “ come along here 1 ” and h» 
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pulled the smuggler across the floor of the kitchen, to 
where, in a recess beside the fireplace, a kish used for hold¬ 
ing turf stood ; and llory, in an i]istant emptying the turf 
from the basket, said, “ Down with you, Divilskin, iny 
Sarlin’, — down on your marrow-bones ! ” 

The Freuchman, thotigh he did not understand his lan¬ 
guage, comprehended his meaning, tind dropping on his 
knees, Rory inverted the kish upon him and covered him 
completely. 

While dll this was doing inside the hou'-'e, the captain 
had his i)Ians to jiut in practice outside: he completely 
surrounded the cottage with hi.s men to prevent nn e.scapr, 
and then he.swaggeretl into tlic house witli his srvord clat¬ 
tering at his heels, follov/ed by' Sweeny and Scrubhs. 

l)e Lacy, apprehending that the women might he 
alarmed and their agitation be productive of mischief, came 
forward to meet the captain and his su})porterK at once, 
that his presence might call off their attention from the 
widow and her (laughter. Before they wlto came to seek 
him had time to ask a question, De L.acy said, “ I rather 
think the lionour of this vis’ll is meant, for me.” 

The captain at the first glance did not recognise him, 
for De Lacy had a dressing-gown on, as Ids coat liad been 
wetted through that morning by a heavy shower of rain ; 
but on a second look, the yeomanry hero perceived it was 
his man, and said, “ Yes, you are the person I w.ant.” 

De Lacy, pointing politely to the (ioor of his bedroom, 
whence he had stepped, said, “ Will you do me the favour 
to go into my room ” — ‘'Go on,” said tlie captain; 
‘‘we '11 follow you.” 

De Lacy, bowing courteously and still pointing to the 
door, said, “ After you, if you please." And there wa.s 
that influence in. his manner which an air of politeness 
always bestows, that even the brutality of the squireen 
captain was not insensible to its power, and he and his 
satellites entered the room, followed by De Lacy, who 
closed the door. 

“ Gentlemen, pray be seated,” continued he.— “ There’s 
no necessity, — our business here is very short." • 

*'jVIay 1 beg to know what is your business, sir ? ” —~ 
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“ That's just the question I whs going to ask you. —• I 
want to know who and what you are, and where you come 
from.” 

“ I have yet to learn, sir, what authority you have for 
asking such a question.”—“That’s always the answer thtft 
[teople make who can’t give a good account of themselves.” 

At tiiis moment the door was opened, and Rory, putting 
in his head, said, “ I beg your pardon, sir, — here’s your 
coat: ” and De Lacy saw in the expression of his eye that 
he had some meaning in his intrusion ; so, going to the 
door, he received the garment from Rory, who said in a 
whi.sper as he handed it to him, “ The pass is in the 
pocket.” 

De Lacy caught Rory’s idea on the instant, and begging' 
pardon of his visitors, threw off his dressing-gown and ' 
resumed his coat. 

The moment that Rory had seen tlie captain enter tlie 
house, the thought struck him of the colonel’s jiass being 
made an instrument of safety to De Lacy ; but liow to 
put it into his "possession was the question. Just then his 
eye caught the coat hanging Ifcfore the fire; and to get the 
pass from his box, put it in the pocket, and make De Lacy 
(!harige Ids garment, was the W'ork of a moment. 

De Lacy felt for tlie pass, and when his fingers touched 
the precious slip of paper, he knew he possessed a talisman 
to paralyse the attemnt made against him ; — so, assuming 
the most perfect composure, he muttered some common¬ 
place apology about his being foiintl in dishabille, and again 
requested his visitors to be seated. 

You seem to take this very easy, sir,” said the cap¬ 
tain ; “but it won’t do, — I arrest you, sir ; ” — and he 
was advancing upon De Lacy, who retired rapidly a few 
paces, and seizing from a corner cupboard a case of pistols, 
he presented them upon his would-be captor, and said, 

“ Dare to lay a hantl on me, and you arc a dead man ! ” 

I'he captain paused, but said to Scrubbs and Sweeny, 
“Advance and seize him ! " 

But Scrubb.s and Sweeny looked at De Lacy’s pistols, 
and thein at each other, and seemed to have no greater 
•tomach for being shot than their commander. 
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Don’t be mh, gentlemen,” said De Lacy ; though 
indeed there seemeil no great necessity for his caution, 
from the moment ids jdstols made their appearance. Ife 
laid dovfii one of the weapons, and putting his hand into 
liis pocket, drew forth the pass, which he presented to the 
captain, saying, " I suppose, sir, you know what tAai is ? ” 

The captain was thunderstruck. 

“ IVhat have you to say for yourself now, sir ? ” said 
De Lacy with cutting severity in his voice. — “Is that 
his writing?” saft Slink, showing the pass to Scruhlis, 
wlio, he know, was familiar with the character. Scrubhs 
apswered in the affirmative. 

'SJ’he caiitain handed hack the pass, and mumbled some 
lame apology, in which, “ very sorry,” — “a thousand 
pardons,”—“ suspicious appearances,” — “strange times,” 
tike. &c. were huddled togetlicr; “but how could he 
know ? " 

“ You Itad better wait until you f/o know, next time, 
sir,” said De Lacy, and not pull neckcloths from un¬ 
offending persons for the future.” — “ For the occurrence 
of yestcirlay, I beg to offijr you-” 

“ Pray say no more on that subject, sir. Y'ou affronted 
we, and / insulted t/o?.t: if i/nu are content, I am.” — 
tkiptain Slink protested he was delighted to find he had 
heen mistaken, and could not think of harbouring any 
resentment against a loyal gentleman ; that he never was 
more surprised in liis life, — “ he could not comprehend.” 

“ I dare say, sir, there are many things above your 
comprehension,” said De Lacy: “ hut as a word of part¬ 
ing advice, I recoinmetid you in future to abstain from 
aggressions on lietter men than yourself.”— “Sir, 1 don’t 
sec," said the captain, “ why you should insinuate-” 

“ If yon don’t like what I say, sir,” said De Lacy, 
“ there's fair ground at the back of the house ; and here's 
a case of pistols.” 

“By no means, sir,” said the captain : " I did n’t mean 
that; these are not times when loyal men should quarrel 
among themselves.” In short, the bully backed out. 

Scnibbs and Sweeny were mute witnesses of .this scene, 
Vlueh was equally astounding to them as tfieir commander; 
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but just before leaving the room, Sweeny ventured to say 
in the most obsequious manner to De Lacy (for the mo¬ 
ment he showed the colonel’s pass, his high tone overawed 
the whole "three), that he begged to ask him what his 
opinion was of Rory O’More. 

“ He is as worthy of trust as I am," said De Lacy. 

“ He has your confidence, then, sir ?" said Scrubbs. — 
"Most implicitly, sir,” said De Lacy. 

Captain Slink in the mean time had madi! his exit, as 
Rory said, “ like a dog without His taif; ’’ and as soon as 
Scrubbs and Swetny were in their saddles, ho went to the 
right-about, rather crest-fallen at his tw'o xiihi: having wit¬ 
nessed his poltroonery in shying De Lacy's invitation to 
"pistols for two.’’ 

When the corps was fairly gone, Rory lifted tlio kish’ 
under which De H’eLkein was concealed, who emerged 
from his wicker amhush covered with the dust of the turf, 
and cutting a comical figure. As he shook himself and 
slapped the particles of jieat from his person, he grimaced, 
and ejaculated “Sacre !” continually, and seemed little satis 
fied with the place which hadbeen selected for his retreat; 
but Rory assured him, as he helped him to clean himself, 
that he had increased his consequence by the transaction. 

" How is dat said the Frenchman. — " Sure I tnn.de 
you a gintleman of the turf!” said Rory. 

“ Rory,’’ said Do Lacy, " you ’re a capital fellow ; — 
give me your hand ! Your presence of mind on this oc¬ 
casion has saved us all.” 

“ Oh, thin, if Scrubbs only knew how I came by the 
same pass !" said Rory. “ Faix, it’s his own darlin’ rib 
that saved all the bones in our skins this day.” — " It’s 
your ready wit we may thank," said De Lacy. 

" I beg your pardon,” said Rory. “ It isn’t my head, 
but Scrubbs’s, you re behowlden to.” 

“ One thing is clear, however,” said D.e Lacy; “ I 
mustn’t stay here any longer. Should the affair of the 
pass get wind, they would be back on us immediately.” 

“ Thrue enough,” said Rory. " I thought so myself; 
but I did n't like to say it first;— it would look like wish¬ 
ing to get rid of you.” 
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“Don’t think so unworthily of me, Rory,” said De 
Lacy, “ as to suppose 1 could ever believe an ungenerous 
sentiment might find a place in your heart.” 

A council was now held between the parties as to the 
best mode of proceeding. It was agreed that De Lacy 
should proceed to the coast without delay ; and this being 
decided on, he set about making his arrangements at once. 
Any English books he had, he set apart as a present for 
Mary ; and calling her to his room, begged her acceptance 
of them as a small testimonial of his -sense of her care and 
attention dnrin.g his dangerous illness. Poor Mary was 
quite overcome with this proof of his respect for her ; — 
that slic shoidd have /th books, — the scholar is books. It 
^inadc Iter jirnud ; but her pride was mingled with sorrow, 
that they were going to lose the society of this cultivated 
person, whose ]ircsence in their cottage they looked upon as 
an honour, and vdtose courteous manners had won him 
their affi'Ction, 

“ Sure it’s sorry wc are you’regoin’, sir,” said Mary,— 

1 regrt t it myself, Mary,” said De Lacy. “ I have found 
;;iore [tnre and disinterefted kindness under this roof than 
ev(tr 1 met before, or may ever meet again in this wide 
v.'orld, and I shall never forget it ; and when I come back 
to Irckind, whiidi I trust will be soon, I shall not he long 
in the cotmtry without coming to see you all. Take these 
few hooks, Mary : your name is written in them with my 
own hand." 

Witli the.se word.s, lie gave the books to the girl, who was 
so touched by this last little mark of attention that she could 
not speak, and on receiving the present, a mute curtsy was 
all she returned, as .she held down her head to hide the 
tears that were coming thick and fast; and before she 
reached the door, De Lacy heard her sobbing. 

Kind and sensitive people!” said he. 

To the Widow O’More he begged in the most delicate 
manner to offer some gold, for all the trouble and expense 
he had caused ; but she would not listen to such a propo¬ 
sition. In vain he urged the propriety and justice of it — 
the v^idow was inexorable. ^ 

dure, sir, a gintleman, as you are; — and it is the rale 
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gintleman you are, for it is the civil word and the kind 
word is always, and ever was, readiest with you ; — I say, 
a gintleman to live undher our humble roof, and be content 
with our humble ways, and never complain, — sure it is an 
honour you done us, and you would n't think of affronting 
us now !” 

“ Not for the world, my dear Mrs. O’More and De 
Lacy took her hand and shook it warmly; — “but-” 

“ Don’t say a word more, sir; sure you said dear Mrs. 
O’More to me, as if I was a lady : anil to have that said 
to me by you, sir, — sure it's more than 1 desarve if I done 
twice as much for you; sure that's prouder return to me 
than all the goold 1 could tell; and God speed you, wherever 
you go, and send you .safe ! and maybe we ’ll see you agin,” 
— and she paused as she added — “ or maybe W’e w'on't :* 
they 're quare times, and sore times.” Here she closed the 
door. “ Don’t think me impudent, sir, nor prying, nor 
meddling; but sure I can’t help seein’what I see ; — “?7’.y 
cmnhi, its cornin', — and it ’ll be the sore diiy for poor 
Ireland ! But, sure, if it’s God’s will, his blessed will 
must be done ! And there’s my <lailin’ boy, my Rory, 
and he in the thick of it! and who knows but his precious 
life — and sure my own heart’s blood is not as precious ! 
-Oh, God ! Oh, God !” 

De Lacy spoke soothingly to her and attempted to calm 
her. 

“ Don’t think me foolish, sir ; — lioii’t, — I’m done 
now ; only I know of coorse it must l)e. Rory has tlie 
heart of a lion, though the gentleness of the lamb is in him 
too : the good son and hrotlier he is, I won’t deny: but he 
can’t be kept off that thing ; he thinks it’s his duty to his 
counthry; and sure that’s the manly part, and why 
would n't he he a man, though the poor mother’s heart 
siilks with fear ? And I know you ’re great with him, sir: 
not that I blame you — don’t think the like, — Rory would 
be jist the same if he never set eyes ou you ; and I’m 
proud in my poor thremblin' heart to think that my boy is 
worthy of that depindince.” 

“ HS’s a noble fellow,” said De Lacy. — “ God bless 
you for the vford8!”said she. weeping with contending 
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emotions. “And you’ll be at the head of it, I know ; 
and it's the biave and the bowld leader you ’ll be, Jar 
you ’re a gintleman. And it’s to France you 're goin’; — 
is n’t it CO France } " 

“■It is," said De Lacy, who could not at the moment 
have refused her the deepest confidence. 

“ And will they come soon ? ” said she eagerly. — “ ] 
hope .so,” said he. 

“ Oh, 1 wish it was over ! I wish it was over ! for my 
heart thrembles for my boy.” — “ Fear not,” said De 
Lacy : “ the truly brave are in less danger than the coward.” 

“ Piaze Ciod! plaze Ood !” said the mother. 

“ I hope soon to be back again,” said De Lacy — and 
at the head of my grenadiers added he, catching the 
■" enthusiasm of the mother, who gazed on him with an ex¬ 
cited eye that gleamed through her tears. “ I go to sum¬ 
mon the victorious troops of France to your aid, and Ireland 
shall soon be free ! ” 

The enthusiastic woman sunk upon her knees, and, with 
the earnestness of devotion in her manner, .she said, “ May 
the God of heaven speed you, and watch over you and 
})rotect you, and guard you, and all thim that fights the 
cause of the cixuiithry !” Her lips moved for a few 
.seconds, as if in prayer; and marking herself with the 
sign of the cross, she arose from her knees, cahntd by this 
outpouring of her feelings; then drying her eyes, and 
taking De Lacy’s hands between her own, she raised her 
eyes to heaven, and saying fervently, May God bless 
you!” left him. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

A .SIJBTKRIIANEAN MEETING. -THE SUDDEN* AEVEARANCE OF AN 

UNEXPECTED AGENT, THIIEATENINC THE IMPKISONMENI AND 
DEATH OF DE WF.I,.SE£1N AND HIS PARTY. 

Tuk Sunday arrived which had been appointed for the meet¬ 
ing of De Wclskein and the smugglers in*“ The Folly.” 
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This was the name given to the rums et an old, un. 
finished, rambling sort of eclifiee, ■wL'.rh Bocnii'd to have 
been begun without a beginning, if one it\ay say so, and 
never caine^to an end. The name is coninuiii to such sort 
of absurdities; and this is one of the follies not peculiar to 
the Emerald Isle, — for the same things, with the same 
names, exist in England, 

In one of the vaults undeniiath the })iJe the .smugglers 
used to meet, and the place wa.s peculiarly fitted for .such 
secret purposes, from its extreme loneliness. I'he ruins 
stood in a romantic little valley, along vhose abrujit de¬ 
clivities old thorn-trees wreathed their branches in fantastic 
forms, and gave out the })eifume of their wliitc blossoms 
when the ye.'ir was young. A mountain stream, wbicli 
had it.s source about a mile above the valley, tumbled about 
through the rocis of this wooded gorge with a wibine.s.s 
and frolic characteristic cf its recent birth : lower down 
its covirse, where its Ijanks were fairer and flowers were 
growing, it circled about in eddying ])ools as if loath to 
leave the pleasant places; and its bvitibic.'- and froth, and 
lingering amid beauty, rcseinbletl a ri})er age ; — and at 
last to the plain it went. The dead level of the worlii 
reduced it to a quieter pace ; and the rollicking slreain 
settled down into a very smooth, deej), easy-gt'ing gc';- 
tleman 

Close beside die building, tliis stream gave a spreading 
sweep, forming one of those pools already alluded to: it 
was one of the stages in the cour.se of its existence, and 
possibly induced the jirojector of the Folly to pitch* on this 
spot for his practice, from die beauty it besiowed upon the 
scene. This stream, however, was liable to sudden and 
violent floodings, from its mountain birth ; and one of the 
corners of the ruin gave evidence that it reached a height 
and force sufficient to wear its flood-maik on ihe masonry. 
1 will not say it had the reputation of being hannted, hut, 
from its loneliness, it was a place rather avoided. I'he 
valley, perhaps, had been always lonely, hut the old Folly 
made its appear more so ; —- for what gives so dt^ep an as- 
oect of desolation to any spot as the ruined and deserted 
tenement of man J 
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It was a lovely d4y in October ; the sun was bright, 
and tile clouds, in those large masses indicative of the 
season, were changing their grand and fantastic forms as 
they sailed across the sky before the fresh crisp breeze 
that rustled pleasantly among tlie trues, whose yellow 
leaves fell in golden showers to the brisker gusts of tlie 
wind. 

A man with a dark brow, downcast eyes, and heavy 
stej), tijijiearcd on the edge of Uie hill that looked over into 
the valley, and paused on the summit, flis appearance 
was in slariling contrast to the scene around him ; for 
Iht'rc was ti.v' brightness and loveliness of earth, while he 
seemed overshadowed by the dark and horrible passions of 
a nether world. — It was Regan. 

The second victory that Rory had gained over hirn had 
deepeneiilii' hatred to our hero to a fearful degree; in 
fact, had he dared to strike the blow, viurde?- was not be¬ 
yond him : but he had a coward conscience that (juailed at 
the promprings of his bad heart. Still, however, he 
hatched minor ])rojects of revenge, and thus was he em¬ 
ployed as he stiiod on the acclivity above the valley. He 
was about to pknigi^ down the side of the bill that led into 
the glen, when the faint tinkling of the chapel Itell from 
the adiacenl village came fitfully ujioii the wind, and the 
sound died away again. Regan stopped as if spell-bound, 
and looked in the direction whence the sound jrroceeded. 
The sound to him was as a whisper to his conscience. 
Bad though he had become, a regular attendance at mass 
was one of tire decencies of behaviour he had observed, and 
to-day was the first time be had ever neglected the duty. 
This may seem strange to the general reader, hut'to those 
wlio know how scrupulously die Irish peasantry attend 
public woiship, it will not be deemed singular. Again 
the sound floated by him on the breeze ; and there be stootl 
listeuijig to the bell as it sounded on his ear at intervals, 
with the shades of contending emotion passing across his 
countenance, and seemingly in a state of utter indecision, 
when a tap on the shoulder aroused him from his trance, 
and bjitking round, he saw the sharp eyes and, sinistei 
PTj! jssion of old Solomon the tinker faste»ed upon him. 
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How many grains goes to a bushel o’ white ? ” asked 
Solomon. 

“ What do you mane ? ’’ replied Regan. 

“ Can’t you tell me ? ” repeated the tinker. — “ How 
should I know ? ” said Regan sullenly. 

“Why, you appeared to be in sitch a deep study, that 
I thought you wor makin’ the calculation,” said Solomon 
dryly. 

“ Oh, thin I was n’t,” said Regan with a long-drawn 
and heavy sigh: “1 was sthrlvin'to remember something 
I forgot.” 

Again the chime of the bell visited his ear, .and Regan’s 
look involuntarily answered the sound. The tinker fas¬ 
tened his keen eye on him, and guessing at Regan’s startled 
conscience, he read his thoughts in an instant, and with a 
backward twitch of his shrivelletl thumb over his shoulder 
towards the village, he said, “ Forgot! — I suppose you 
forgot to (JO to iHtiss ! — ho, ho, ho ! What a loss you are 
to the flock this day ! '■— what ’ll Father Kinshela do with¬ 
out you.^” — “ None o' your hunibuggin’, Sol.,” said 
Regan. 

“ Is it wic humbug ? ” said the tinker with a sneer, as 
if rejoicing in the power he affected to disclaim. “ Come 
along, man ; we’re late enough. Never minil chapel to¬ 
day ; the chapel will w.ait till next Sunday. Don’t you 
know what Punch .said r' — ‘ Divil may care,’ says Punch 
when he lost mas.s ; ^ I '11 be in time for church.’ " And so 
saying, tlie tinker led the way to the valley, and Regan fol¬ 
lowed in silence. 

M'ithin the vaults of the Folly the smugglers were as- 
sembletf for some time, and were sitting round a rude 
tabie formed of three or four planks laid across a couple of 
large stones, whereon some greybeards filled with brandy 
stood, one of which was making the circle of the boarci, 
and lowering fast in spirits wliile it raised those of the 
company. Standing beside a large pot which was sus¬ 
pended over a turf fire appeared De Welskein, who was 
busy in cooking the contents of the cauldron, — and 
M^^st his various avocations it will not be wondered at 
j j ^^ Cj^jrenchtiym enjoyed the inysterLes of the cuisine; 
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but at the sani“ time, while he attended to his culinary 
cares, he took his share of the conversation — and the 
brandy alsd. 

“Monsieur Reggan not coame yait?” said De Wel- 
skein. “He go to shappel, I soopose — ha, ha ! G—d 
d — n fool ! no philosophe, too fond of prieste. What 
good for prieste ? for nussing, bote demself — to kesli ten 
peegs.” 

“ It’s not the priest, but die parson gets the pigs, said 
one of his companions. 

“ All de sem ! ” said De AVelskein contemptuously,— 
“ all de sem ! one prieste sem as nudder prieste —all home- 
bogue : prettee feeshe in a keettel." — “'A kittle o’ fish, 
you mane, I^uppose.” 

“ Yais — keeticl feesh — das it.” 

Regan and Solomon now made their appearance, and 
were questioned as to the cause of their delay, for they were 
the last of the party. 

“ Me know ver well wisout ax,” said De Welskein. 
'• Mcestcr Solsoddcrrnan,” which was his version of Saw¬ 
dering Solomon, “he not like to laif de ’ouse vere he 
sleep las nise visows his hrekfasdees morneeng — ha, ha ! ” 

“ Small blame to me ! " said Solomon, while the others 
laughed at this touch of De Welskein’s knowledge of 
Solomon’s character. 

And for Monsieur Reggan,” said the smuggler, “ he 
g;o to shappel and coos not come before.” — “ No, I did n't 
go to nhuppc/,’’ answered Regan. — He was only thinkin* 
of it,” said Solomon. 

“ Ah .' you never love libi'rts while you love de prieste.” 

“ Maybe he thinks it’s betther be off witli the owldlovc 
before he's on with tlie new,” said Solomon. 

“ Vom nr.ez raison,” said the Frenchman triumphantly ; 

off wid deni, off wid dem all, prieste and prance ! — 
Rote coame — sect down ; time for sec vaut to do wis 

Mister Collect,ere_Here, Darbee,” said he to a red- 

haired ruffian who avas near the fire, — “ here ! ” you wash 
dis pnut wile me mek comeetay of poobleek sefty.” 

De Wehskein handed his ladle to Darby, and jc^hed the 
CTt noil, who were already muttering amongst each other 
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their notions of whet was the best means of^ silencing the 
collector. 

'• We must get rid of liim somehow,’,’ said Regan. 

“ Sartinlj^” said a fellow called Jack Flannerty. 

“ But what’s the best way of doin’ it? ” asked a third. 

“ Send him over the my in munseer’s ship,” said a 
fourth. 

“ Ver good,” said De Welskein. “ He may spik mosh 
as he like in France ! -- ha, ha ! — safe ’nnfT dere ! ’’ 

“ Give him a dog’s knock at wanst ) ” said Jack Flan- 
nerty. 

“ Dead men tell no tales," said Solomon sentc'utiously. 
and with a diabolical expression about his eyes and mouth : 
and immediately after, aildressing the man .who was in 
charge of the boiling pot. who.se attention had Itee'ii st- 
tracb d by the last pi opo.sition, he said, “ Darby nine 
wiind tbe pot, or our dinner will be spylte." 

“ M'ash de ]wiu. T tell you.” 

'‘Darby's no great cook,” .said Solomon: “but you 
know the owld .saying — God sends mate, hut the divil 
sends cooks.” 

“ By gar, dc , me send Davbee back to bim.’’ 

“ Afther yon i.s manners, sir,” said Darljy. 

“ But," said Flannerty, what do yiz say to knockin 
out his brains ? ” 

“ How' do you know he has any ? ” said Solomon. 

“ He has enough to hang Darby Daly, any how.” 

“ I don’t like murdher,” said Regan. 

“ Don’t you ? ’’ said Flannerty, looking .'’.f him con¬ 
temptuously. “ Do you tliink lie'd hant you” 

“ Maybe you would n’t like to .see a ghost yourself,” said 
Regan, who was not pleased with the tone of Flannorty’s 
address. 

'* Bah ! nonstence ! ” exclaimed De Welskein. 

" Dead men tell no tsilc.s," croaked Solomon again. 

“ Ay, hut .murdher snakes out," said Regan : “ it’s 
always discovered one way or the other.” This w'as the 
true cause of Regan’s objection to the measure. 

“•Wcjfild n’t sendin’ him over the say do as well?” said 
the former propsser of that measure. 
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“I think it would,” said Regan: “and if you’d take 
my advice, I know another you’d send along wid him.” 

W'^ho ? ” was Asked by all. 

“ A black thraitor that ’ll hang every man pf us, if we 
don’t take care.” 

“ Is it llory O’Morc you mane? ” said one. 

“ How aisy you hit it,” said Regan, •' without my 
tellin' you? —it's a sign there’s thruth in it.” 

“ Settle one thin- it a time,’’ said iHannerty. “ I know 
yon hale Ih'.rv ; hu ihat’.s no raysoti you’re to disturb us 
wuh ii ai'Aii vs. Ss-ttlo about Scrubbs first.” 

“ lion," said the Frenchman. And it was soon de¬ 
rided by the majority of opinions that to transport the 
Cl Hector was, the safest course to pursue; and that being 
■greed iipof., it inxt became matter of consideration how 
lie was to be serurec 

In the midst isf (ills consultation De M’^e'skein kept a 
sharj) eye to the ! re, to se- if Darby war minding his 
hnsim ss Ik caught iiiei still .ending nioix’to the matter 
in deliai- tlian the cooking, “ ilck;/ vill you mind de 
pant? or, be gar, yoti let ’hn nin over de wav.” 

“ I>v my row], it could n’t do that if itliad twice as many 
legs,” raid Darby. 

“ Mr. N' \v lane,” raid Solomon to De M'elskein, whose 
name of I'.iujh c was diu.s Hibernicised, “will you take 
the collecther wid you, thin ? ” 

“ (.'erianlee ! you kesh him for me, and me mek gentll- 
man of ’ini - tek ’iin too traavel.” 

“'J'lie])of is busy bilin’,” said Darby, who wished his 
guard ovi'r the culinary department to be ended. 

“ W’ell don’t let it run over the way, aine,’' said Solo¬ 
mon, (pii/zing De M’elskein. 

I’o tlu' lew laugh that followed, the Frenchman replied, 
‘ Vii’u.r < l;avdronni(‘.r de eampagne, you mck ghem auf 
me—old rog ! S':fre! teU care you get no dinnaire, meb- 
hee,—how you Ik dat? ha, ha!” 

De WelBkein now resumed his culinary cares, and the 
dinner was pronounced ready for discussion. No time was 
lo.st in lifting the }>ot from the fire; and in a few^ninutes 
the dinner was placed on the board, and all were preparing 
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to make a vigorous attack upon it, when Solomon said in a 
tone of mockery, “ Oh, you haytheiis ! why thin would 
you begin to ate without sayiu' grace? ” .and he arose as if 
to give a benediction. 

Sucre nom de diable, ! ” said the Frenchman; “ vaut 
you do, )»u old fool ? ’* 

“ I’m goin’ to say grace,” said Solomon, winking at the 
rest of the party ; and riiising his eyes, with a sanctimo¬ 
nious air, he said in mock solemnity,— 

“ One word’s as goodlis ten ; 

Feather away,-amen ! " 

The Frenchman joined in the laugh that Solomon’s ol.l 
and brutal joke produced, and exclaimed, “ Old hoine- 
bogue ! sacri chaudromiier de campugue ! ” as he attacked 
his own stew, which was not long in being demolished, 
and the table was soon clear of every thing but the brandy- 
bottle, w'hich still continued to make its rounds. 

And now, this bein’ Sunday,” said the tinker, “ J 
brought the good books wid me for our edification ; ” and 
he pulled from his pocket a greasy i)ack of cards, wliost' 
rounded corners and nearly obliterated faces bore testimony 
to the many contests in which they had been engaged. 

This movement of Solomon’s was received witli welcome 
by the whole party, and a game was immediately called 
for. Tiie game they played was one which has long been 
a favourite in Ireland, and still continues to be so amongst 
the peasantry. It is called “ five and ten ” when played 
between two persons, or four engaged as partners ; hut 
wheiv a larger number is enlisted, it is called “ sj)oiI five,” 
and a poule is played for. The same cards are influential 
ill both games, though a totally different play is retjuired 
in one from the other; for in the former, the object is to 
win as many tricks as you can, while in the latter your 
own hand, if not,sufficiently strong to secure triumph, is 
always sacrified to the common good of “ spoiling ” the 
endeavours of a more fortunate holder of cards, and thereby 
increasing the pwle : — hence its name of “ spoil five.” 
But in «jther form, thi.s game is a great favourite with the 
peasantry, and is played by them with considerable skill; 



Roav o'moue. 


S*5 


there is a remote resemblance between it and ecarti, which 
is much the inferior game of the two, and though “ spoil 
five” does not bear the stamp of fashion, it requires more 
acuteness in playing than many other games J have seen. 

“ Sol. the dale is yours, — it’s only fair, since you 
brought the cards, my boy,” said Flannerty ^ “ so let us 
see who 'll play. VV'e ’re too many for ‘ five and ten,* so 
we must have the ' spoil five.’ 'fhere's too many of us 
for that same to play all at wanst; but we must begin, 
anyhow, and wc can change hands by turns. Come — 
there’s Solomon, and myself, and-” 

“ — And the munseer, of coorse,” said Regan. 

This proposition was not relished by the company, evi¬ 
dently ; for the Frenchman’s adroitness with the pack was 
no secret to them, and the)', very naturally, did not wish 
to engage with such an adversary ; though no one liked to 
speak out his objection ; and the foreigner with great 
readiness, at once interposed his own denial to such a pro¬ 
posal. 

“■ No, no, — muss not play — cars do for me whatevtm 
he please me—so niy honner is not satisfy; for dough 
you know parfaitcmmt I woos not play my treeck wis my 
frens, for clat all de same my honner woos not be happy." 

“VVe’ re much obleeged to your honour,” said Flannerty; 
“ to be sure, we know you ’re a giiitleman every inch o’ 
you. 

“ Old ! out ! ” said the Frenchman proudly. 

“ Sure enough, ’faith,” said Flannerty, “ it is wc that 
are the rale gintlemen, for we have little work and a grate 
dale o’ pleasure. But come, make up the game.” This 
was soon done, and they commenced j>lay with much spirit. 

Now, the Frenchman in relinquishing a part in the game 
served two purposes. In the first place, it gave his com¬ 
panions the notion that his otvn sense of propriety for¬ 
bade his engaging in it; and in the next, it left him at 
liberty to go round the board and see all the hands, and 
then communicate by concerted signal the best play to 
Solomon, who was his confederate in his system of plunder 
on their associates; the old saying of “ honouf among 
thieves " holding as good in this instance as in most others. 
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On went the game. Whenever Solon ion held a hand of 
sufficient force to need no aid, the Frenchman kept beyond 
reach of the gamesters, the better to screen his ]>urpose; 
and whenever the tinker s cards were so rveak as to render 
finesse of no avail, he would stand behind him and say as 
some card was played, “ Ha ! dat is not goot. 

“ How do you know ? ” the tinker would cry in affected 
displeasure. 

” Me know ver well.” 

“ Not you in throth — go tache your mammy to milk 
'ducks! 1 know more o’spoil five ’ than all the Friiich- 
itien tiiat ever was t)()ni. Play ! ’ said he to liis fellow- 
gamesters. “ Hillo !’ the five fingers ! liy dad 1 ’in done ! 
Well, the g.aine's spylte, any how. Dale, Kegaii.” 

The curds were distributed again, and Solomon having 
the ace of trumps, [iiit out a weak card from ids hand to 
take in the trump card in its )ilacej saying, as is customary, 
“ 1 rob.” 


'■ By my sowl, you have lieen doin’ that ever since we 
sat down a’luost ! ” said Flannerty. “ 1 duiina lion you 
conthrive to win so ofien I ’ 

“ When you play as long as I have played, ma houcha/, 
you’ll not wondher,” said Solomon, very quietly taking the 
turned-up trump card from its place on the pack. “ 1 hat 
nothing to wliat I can do. Give me a dbrop o’ brandy, 
munseer, as yon ’re idle.” 

'J’he Frenchman handed him the bottle, saying at the 
same time, “ wat is dat you say abous iiiiKsiiig? ” — “I 
say tliat is nothing to what I can do,” said Solornou, who 
put the iiottle to his mouth and took a copious swjg. ^ 

“Mafoi! every ting in dis world is nussing,” said the 
Frenchman — “nussing at all.”—“ Oh, be aisy with your 
laming, munseer,” said Flannerty. 

“ Bote I say dat is true,” repeated the Frenchman : “all 


de univer is nu.ssing.” 

“ And am I notliing ? ” asked Solomon, — “ Nussing at 
all,” said the Frenchman. 

“And is this nothing ?” again he asked, holding up the 
j^ of Irfffhdy.— “ Nussing at all: every ting is nussing^” 
old tinkei put the jar to his moiitlt, and finishing 
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the remaining spirit that was in it, he withdrew it from 
his lips, saying, “ Well, take nothing from nothing, and 
nothing remains ; ” and he held up the inverted bottle amid 
the laugliter of his companions. 

On went the game, and the laughing and the drinking 
and the cheating, until a dead pause was inoduced amongst 
tlie noisy group by a vivid flash of lightning, lollowed by a 
loud peal of thunder, which suddenly interrupted their 
revelry. The laugh was silenced, the winning card upheld 
in the susjiendcd hand of the gamester, and the flask ar¬ 
rested in its progress to the hps of the bacchanal; looks ol 
wonder tinged with terror were exchanged amongst tlie lis¬ 
teners, and while they were yet fear-bound, another flash 
gleamed through a narrow grating which adimtted a .small 
portion of light and air to the vault, and its white ant 
vivid glare made the dull red blaze of the fire they sat near 
seem more lurid. The gang, to an imaginative miiiu, 
might have seemed'like a troop of unholy .spirits round a 

vvatclifii-e of the nether world. 

“ God be good to me! ” sai^ llegan, dropiung the cards 
from bis hand; “did you ever .sec anything like that. 
J ’ll play no more — it’s not gotid to play on a Sunday ; 
and lie arose. 

“ Ball ! do#t be fool,” said the Frenchman, who was 
the most unconcerned of the party, and who assumed to be 
more uiieoiiccriicd than he really was; “yon no pliilosophe 

_toiizcr aiift loighteiiing is iiussiiig but iiatturc. i on no 

frighten at de sun, and de moon, and de star, whicli is iiat- 
ture as well as de tonzer: you might as well be fright for 
de watter you drink as de tonzer.” 

Another tremendous peal silenced the babbling ol the 
Frenchman, who, when the lessening reverberations died 
away, said in a very altered tone, “ Bere is gret shange in 

de wedder.” , r i.- 

Regan had ascended from the vault when he left his 

game, and on gaining the ground story of the building and 
looking forth, he beheld a great change indeed from the 
aspect the scene had worn when he descended from the hill¬ 
top a short time before. One of those sudden slprnis pe¬ 
culiar to the season had come on ; the heavens were dark. 
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the forked lightning only dispelling the gloom Tvith terrific 
and momentary brightness, the rain falling in that deluging 
profuseuess characteristic of such elementary commotion, 
and the froljc stream that ran through the valley becoming 
a raging torrent. He returned to his com]>anions, and had 
.scarcely descended the ladder which led to the vault, wheii 
a crash rang over the vaulted roof: there ivas no inis- 
taking the sound — it was evident the building had hccn 
struck hy lightning, and every one who yet held his card- 
flung them down and sprang to his feet, and looks and ex¬ 
clamations of terror burst from the gang. 

“ Let us lave the place,” said llcgan; “ it's onlooky. ’— 
’re safer here than any where else,” said Solunion, he 
and De IVelskein being the only jtersoiis who retained their 
self-possession, though the wdtliered face of the old tinker 
was paler than ordinary. 

“ Ver true, man ami,” said the Frenchman ; “come-- 
corne round de fire, and tek some brandee. Ciret .sliange in 
de wedder, by gar ! ” 

“ 1 never .seen siteh rain* in all my days,” said Regan, 
w'ho bore a i)articu!arly troubled aspect. And to think of 
sitch terrible tliundher bein’ so late in the sai.son ! 1 always 
heer’d it was onlooky to play cards on Sunday ; and I 
never missed mass before ! ” • 

“ Bah ! ” said the Frenchman ; “ inebbec you better go 
to shappel now.” 

“ I w'ish to the Lord I heer’d mass to-day! ” tnuttered 
Regan, wdtose superstitious nature operated powerfully upon 
him. 

Another peal of tliuiider followed. 

“ You hear that, don't you.^” said Solomon. 

Regan marked himself with tlie .sign of the cro.ss, and 
muttered the formula of blessing himself. “ Isn’t it won- 
dherfid, .sitch dlireadful claps o’ tbundlicr in October ? ” 

“ Not at all,” said Solomon: the heavic.st thundher- 
Storm ever was in my memory fell on a Christmas day.” 

It’s rainin’ as if heaven and earth was cornin’ toge¬ 
ther,” said Regan. 

“ Dop^t you be ’fraid of dat,” said De Welskein; “de 
’eaven and de ert stay were dey are;—tek some brandee.” 
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Some sods of tiirf were thrown upon the fire to increase 
it, and the party stood round the hearth in silence, awed 
by the increasing storm, and the fearful glare of the light¬ 
ning ; but instead of the fire showing symptoms of re¬ 
viving under the fuel cast upon if, a low hissing sound 
gave warding it was assailed by moisture, and in a few 
minutes the. whole floor of the vault uas covered with 
water. The river had risen to a fearful lieight, and a 
rapid Hooding of this subterranean apartment was the con¬ 
sequence. There was no choice left now, and the party 
tiuiultaneously moved towards the ladder that led to the 
upper part of the Folly: hut a cry of horror bur.st from 
the lips of the first man who gained the accustomed open¬ 
ing, when he found it was completely blocked up by the 
fallen masses of the building the lightning had smitten. 

A scene of terror and confusion now arose, which no 
language could describe. Even De WeLskein, tbough 
hilheito heeding not tlie elementary commotion, was not 
proof against sucli solid evidci^e of it as the tons of fallen 
masonry that choked the only passage from the vault ; 
and Solomon shared the fear in common with the rest. 
Regan was the most furious of the set; and while the 
amount of terror which the thunder excited only made him 
pray, the increfte of it, which the horrible fate that seemed 
to await him 2 irodured, made him curse. 

“ May the divil rosaive you, you owld villain !” said he 
to Solomon ; ‘"what made you bring me here at all? I 
was going to mass, only for j/oii." 

"■Me bring you!" said Solomon; no, you ehicken. 
hearted murdherer — for you ■would be if you dar — it 
was the bitther hate brought you here. You kem to get 
Rory O'More out o’ your sight; but you’ll get more watlier 
than you like, yourself, before him—and hell’s cure to you! ’’ 
CJ—d d—n ! why do you curse for?” said De Wel- 
skein, who now thought of trying to escape at the grateil 
window. 

He induced them to conte down the ladder, that lie 
might rear it against the aperture; and having done so, he 
ascended rapidly. But the grating was too narrwv to ad¬ 
mit a man to pass, and too strong and firm to be shaken in 
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a hurry : in the mean time the water was ■ riting fast^ the 
men being already knee-deep. 

'' Pull him down out o’ that^” said Regan ; “ and let 
us get up the laddher agin to the door ! We '11 have room 
enough to stand up there, and not be dhrownded like rats. 
Pull him down !” * 

“ Silence, poltron ! ” said De Welskein. • “ You poor 
cow’s-heart! G—d d— n ! let ladder 'lone ; lisscii, all you, 
lissen!” 

He desired that the atones on which the jilanks had 
rested to form their dinner-table, and those which had 
served for seats also, should be rolled over near the wall, 
where, by piling them one on another, a foundation ^vuuld 
be formed on which to rest one end of a ))hink, while the 
other extremity might be supported higher up on the 
ladder ; tliat thus they might be preserved from drowning, 
while they could he at the same time near the window, at 
which they could work alternately with their knives till 
the iron grating was loosened, and their egress effected. 

This plan was immediately acted upon, though terror 
still prevailed amongst them. Solomon was one of the tirst 
to follow the Frenchman’s advice ; .and as he a])])ro:uhed 
the table of jilanks, he saw the stakes of tlie deserted game 
lying untouched: even in such a inouiUt the ravening 
appetite for the coin could not be repressed ; — he jiounced 
upon the money and made it his owm : — daring to j)lay 
the robber even on the brink of eternity. • Regan was the 
only one who perceived him, and he had not courage 
enough to speak out; but in his heart he wondered at and 
cursed the undaunted old miscreant. 

The water continued to gain rapidly upon them, and 
they had no time to spare in making the proposed arrange¬ 
ment for their safety. When it was completed, there was 
a dispute who should occupy the highest point on the 
plank : and the terrible example of selfishness and ruffian¬ 
ism exhibited, would only di^ust were it recorded. 

■ It was an awful scene ! There were those whose lives 
were in jeopardy to whom an unprepared call to a final 
.j^tee^Bkwould have been fearful; and yet, amongst them 
was less df prayers tlian curses. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

BE tACy BEEAttTS fOIl FRANCE. -KORV GiVES A HINT FOE MAKING 

GOOD punch; and SCRUBBS PBOVES the lAEUACy OF THE SAT¬ 
ING, THAI A MAN FINUS HIS WARMEST WEI.COME AT AN INN. 

'I'liE same day that was appointed for the meeting of the 
'll ugglers in the Folly was destined for the departure of 
Te L.iry from the cottage of Kory O’More. 

De Lacy had hi.s ini.sgivijigs whethtr it would bo safe 
i’or Rory to leniain in tlie country after what had liajipened, 
find feared that his ready and generous conversion of the 
wilonel’s pas.s to his friend’s safety, might become the means 
of his being discovered by die colonel and hi.s party, and 
marked out for their vengeaiiee. This thought weighed 
heavily ujion him, and lie expressed to Rory his fears upon 
tlic subject, v. ith an offer of making liim the companion ol 
! is voyage, and so securing his safety : but Rory refused 
the offer with thankfulness for the kindnes.s and consider¬ 
ation by which it was prompted, and declared his iiiteutiou 
to remain. 

“^Surc, what would the mother and Mary do without 
me ? " 

’I'his was his %tily, and (with him) unanswerable argu¬ 
ment against the measure; so, in conclusion, it was agreed 
that De Lacy should make his voyage without the com¬ 
panionship of our hero. 

“ 1 ’ll go with you to see you off, though,” said Rory, 

“No, Rory,” said De Lacy ; “if you will not bear me 
company altogether, you must not in part. As you are 
deierniined on remaining behind, it would be a still further 
presumptive evidence against you to be absent even for a 
day or two from your home.” 

It was therefore agreed tlwt a couple of liorses should 
lie hired in Knockbracken, and Conolly, instead of Rory, 
become De Lacy’s guide to the coast. Knockbracken hap¬ 
pened to be the village on Regan’s side of the country; 
for that in the neighbourhood of O'More’s was too insigni¬ 
ficant to produce a horse for hire. 

The parting of De Lacy from the cottage was painful 
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to all partiesj — they tlid not know how much so, until the 
moment came. The women cried, and De Lacy was silent 

— a kindly pressure of the hand of the mother and daugh¬ 
ter was thf last parting testimonial of friendship he gave 
them ; and as he hurried from the ijuiet little lane, the 
widow and Mary sent after him many a fervent blessing. 

liory accompanied him as far as the point whence lie 
w.as to take horse, and they wended their way thitherward 
in comparative silence. The approach of the parting hour 
is saddening ; and tlie thoughts which in liajjpier niomentwS 
we give to the tongue, the lieart refuses to ))art with then. 

On reaching the hostel of the “ Black Bull," the nags 
of Larry Finnegan were put in requisition ; and while 
Conolly went to assist in their preparation for the road, 
De Lacy kept Rory for the few last words. 

“ Rory," said he, “ the kindness I liave met utuler your 
mother’s roof I can never forget, and i/oicr courage and 
conduct have been beyond all praise." — “ Don't mintion 
it, if you plaze, Mr. De Lacy.” 

“ 1 should he ungrateful if I did not,” said Do Lacy. 
“ Now, your mother, Rory, would not permit me to make 

her any acknowledgment; but-”—“ Murdher, murd- 

iier ! don'udisthress me !” said Rory. 

“ Listen to me, Rory,” said De Lacy.* “ Though your 
motlicr has refused any thing in the shape of remuneration 
you, I hope-”— “ Is it me 1” said Rory. 

" Now, do listen to me !” said De Lacy. “ Surely you 
won’t refuse some trifling gift from your parting friend at 
a keepsake ? ” — “ Oh ! a keepsake,” said Rory, “ is anotlier 
affair.” 

“^^That’s a good fellow ! ” said De Lacy. “ Here, then 

— take this, and keep it for my sake,” and he drew forth 
a gold watch. 

Rory kept looking at the watch and De Lacy alternately 
in wonder, and at last said, — 

“ Oh, something less costly than that, if you plaze, Mr. 
De Lacy: sure, that’s worth a handful o’ guineas. And 
thin, what’s more, sure I’ve no use for a watch : there’s 
the biased sun that rises and sets evermore; and if I want 
to know the tioae o' day, I’ve only to cock up my eye at 
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him, and I can tell it k’most as well as if he was a clock— 
beggin’ his pardon for comparin’ him to the like — but all 
as one, 1 mane, in the regard of the hour.” 

“ But, Rory, it is not for use, but as a keepseke, 1 wish 
you to take it.” 

“ Sure, any thing else will do as well for a keepsake: 
give me that switch out o’ your hand, and I ’ll value it as 
much as all the watches ever was made.” —“ 'fhat’s too in¬ 
significant, Rory — indeed it is: think of something else.” 

“ Well, then, sir, since you dc.sire me to say the thing 
myself and will have it so, there’s your sleeve-buttons; 
and if you give thim to me, it is proud I ’ll be to wear the 
same things on me that you yourself wore.” 

“ There,” said De Lacy, taking them from his wrist — 
“ and I only regret they arc so worthless a gift.”— ''Ah, 
sir ! it is the giver, and not the gift, I think of,” said 
Rory. 

Conolly now led forth the horses saddled ; and though 
neither the beasts nor their furniture were much to be ad¬ 
mired, I)e Lacy was assured the rough hacks would do him 
good service : so, mounting into a very old high-pommelled 
saddle, he once more shook hands with Rory, and bidding 
him an affectionate farewell, with the hope of ^peedy and 
triumphant return, he took the road towards the coast and 
was soon beyond the village. 

Roiy then went to chapel; and thoughts of the expedi¬ 
tion and hopes for his country mingled with his devotions, 
and a prayer for the safety of the friend from whom he 
had just parted, rose sincerely from his heart. Mass being 
over, he returned to the '• Black Bull,” where the host, 
Larry Finnegan, was serving his customers with tobacco 
and drink. 

" I ’in come to ax you for .something, Larry,” said Rory. 

‘‘ And you shall have it with pleasure, my buck,” said 
Larry. "What would you like? I’ve a fresh tap here, 
aud it's iligant.” 

'• Nothing ill that way, Larry, to-day; but I jist came 
to see if you’re done with the crow-bar.1 lint you some 
time agon, as 1 'm in want of it myself to quarrj some 
stones to-morrow. • 
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“ Yis ; there it is, atanil.in’ over in tht corner bey*nt 
the hob /in the kitchen forninst you: I’m done wid it^ — 
many thanks to you !” 

Why^ thin, what would you want wid a crow-bar, 
Finnegan ? ” said one of his customers. 

" Oh, it ’a the misthisa you should ax about that ?” said 
Rory. 

“Why, is it for batin’ her he»got it ?” 

“ No,” said Finnegan. “ It's a flail I have for that.” 

“ It is Misthiss Finnegan that wants it,” said Rory ; 
“and I wondher you never hcer’d the rayson.” 

“ Why, thin, what is it, Rory, my boy ? 111 be bound 
it's a quarc one you ’ll give, any how.” 

“ yon see,” said Rory, “ she makes the punch so 
sthrong, that she bent all her sj)oons sthrivin’ to stir it ; 
and so she borrowed the crow-bar." 

“ Long life to you, Rory, your sowl!” said Finnegan, 
who relished this indirect compliment to the character of 
his establishment. Divil be from me, but you won’t lave 
the house this day without takin’ a tumbler with the inis- 
thiss, afther that! — and she shall mix it herself for you— 
and with the crow-bar, my boy ! ” 

Rory w0ld not refuse the hospitality offered, so, enter, 
ing the kitchen, he sat by the fire; and Mrs. Finnegan 
endeavoured to support the character he had given her, by 
brewing one of her best, and she returned to the kitchen in 
smiles to present to Rory a “ screeching” tumbler of jiunch. 

While he was silting' there, chatting, and sipping his 
beverage, the storm noticed in tlie foregoing cha])ter began 
to tlireaten, and soon burst in all its violence over the vil¬ 
lage. The women blessed themselves; and the mirtli and 
noise of the public-house sank before the peals of thundcT 
which rolled above them. Rory, remembering he had some 
miles to walk before he should reach his home, went to the 
door to look out, and judge if the storm seemed but a sud¬ 
den burst, or tlireatened a longer duration ; and in the 
angry aspect of the skies he saw notliing but the alternative 
of a long wait in the village or a wet skin before him. As 
he looked up the street, Scrubbs was riding down the road 
at a furious jiace to get urdcr shelter ; but before reaching 
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the “ Black Bull," a vivid flash of lightning made his horse 
start violently, and the suddenness of the action brough*" 
horse and rider to the ground. 

" God bless us!" exclaimed Rory. 

" What’s the matter ? ” said some bystanders within the 
house, who had not seen the occurrence, 

“ I b’lieve the collecther is kilt with a stroke o’ light¬ 
ning ! ’’ 

A universal exclamation of “ God bless us !" echoed 
Rory’s first ejaculation, and the people crowded to the door 
to look out, 

Scrubhs, who was only stunned by the fall, now made 
an effort to rise ; and Rory in a moment ran to his assist¬ 
ance and was by his side. 

“ You ’re not kilt.? ’’ said Rory. 

“ No," said Scrubbs. 

“ Are you scorclied itself.?” 

The fall of Scrubbs rendered him as yet unconscious of 
the meaning of the question. 

By dad !” said Rory, “ I thought you wor kilt with 
the lightning ! dome into the hqpse out o’ the rain.” And 
so saying, he led Scrubbs to the “ Black Bull.” 

Some went to the assistance of the horseAut it was 
found the animal had slipjied its shoulder and could not 
rise without help, 'riiis being afforded, the poor brute 
limped along to the stable of the hostel. 

After a few minutes the collector was quite recovered, 
havina: escaped with a few bruises; and his own safety left 
him atrliberty to lament over the mishap of his steed, to 
whose .stable he repaired, exclaiming as he went, "It’s 
very unfortunate !’’ ^ 

“ ’Faith, it is unfortunate,” .saifl Finnegan, " that your 
neck was n’t bruk ! — T’d like to dhrink at your wake.” 

“ Oh, God forgive you. Larry !” said the wife ; “ why 
would you be wishin' the man’s death .?” 

Bekase there would be a blackguard the less in the 
world : sure, he got me fined, come Candlemas next a 
year ; and you know it.” 

" Throth, he’s a dirty blackguard, I know,” ^aid the 
polite Mrs. Finnegan r "so lave him to Grtl.” 
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'' To the divil, you msne,” aaid Finnegan. , 

" Throe for ycm, by cpy sowl, Larry," aidri aoete df,ahe 
t^tonders, who all hated Scrubbs moat cordially. 

“ 1 wondher he did n’t keep a tight hand over the baste! * 
said one. 

“ Faix, so do I! ” said another; “for he keeps a mighty 
tight hand over every body else.” 

“Sure enough,’’said a third “it’s he that’s the rale 
grinder.” 

“ 'W''hisht! liere he comes back, bad cess to him ! ” saici 
the former speaker, as Scrubbs re-entered the Iiouse. 

But the mau who dubbed him a grinder, though he 
did did not spmk the word, continued to the nick¬ 
name in tile collector’s, face ; and he hummed to a lilting 
tune, — 


“ Tarry, lieigli-tio 1 
You icTiote 

Tarry, liL*!gIi-ho! the r/rinder 

and a low laugh and furtive glances exchanged among the 
peasants, made Scrubbs feel very uncomfortable, for he sus¬ 
pected they bore some allusion to himself. 

Tliere lA not one voice to express sorrow for ids 
accitient, n^ congratulation ui>on his escape, so disliked 
had he made himself in the country ; and but for Rory 
O’AIore, whose generous heart was open to the distress even 
of a foe, he would i.ot have had a single being to do him a 
service. 

Scrubbs wished to push homewards, and asked Fiftiegau 
to let him have a horse on hire. 

'• I have n’t one,” said Finnegan. 

“ You ’ve two, you mean,” said Scrubbs. 

“ Tlicy ’re both engaged,” said the landlord. 

“ 1 'll pay you whatever you ask,” said Scrub’os. 

“ 1 tell you, I have n’t tliim,” said Finnegan gruffly ; 
and he added in an under tone, “ and if 1 had, you 
should n’t have thim.” 

“ Do you mean they are both engaged ? ” said Scrubbs. 

“ Yi^” was the short answer. * 

The storm continued to rage on. The public-house, 



whose noisy itdrth was quelled by its outbreak, seemed to 
hare gathered an additional gloom from the presence of 
the collector. One by one the customers of the “ Black 
Bull ” dropped of: those who lived in the village, first, 
who could mako a run through the storm to their homes ; 
those in the vicinity, next; and, at last, when there seemed 
no chance of its abatement, even they whose homes were 
more distant seemed to think there was no use in longer 
tarrying, and so, wrapping their fricze-coats round them, 
burying their faces in their collars, and pulling their cau- 
hrrns tightly over their eyes, they one by one made for the 
door, and balancing themsehesfor a moment on the thresh¬ 
old between a wait or a wetting, they butted with their heads 
against the wind, and “pelted" away through the storm. 

Rory and Sejubbs were the only guests left within the 
walls of the '• Black Bull,” and Rory seemed, at last, in¬ 
clined to follow the example of those who departed. On 
expressing this intention, Scrubbs manifested great uneasi¬ 
ness, for he did not like remaining alone in the public- 
house, whose landlord he had mulcted in a fine on some 
trivial pretext; and the savage manner of the man, added 
to the consciousness of the cause he had given him for dis¬ 
like, made Scrubbs loath to become a solitary ^dger in the 
deserted inn. 

When he found Rory determined to go, and that liis 
way was homewards, he expressed a tiesire to accompany 
liiin, for their road lay together, and it was matter of great 
iinportanee to the collector to have a companion, — for to 
travel the country alone on foot was what he dreaded too 
much to venture upon, and considered even more hazardous 
than remaining where he was. 

A few days before he would not have chosen Rory for a 
companion ; but the circumstances of the intended arrest 
of De Lacy had mystified him, and made him imagine 
that perliaps Rory was not the dangerous person he had 
taken him for ; and at all events, under existing circum¬ 
stances, he could not but be glad of his convoy : so, declar¬ 
ing himself ready to fac^ the road on foot with our hero, 
and thanking Finnegan, whose care of his horse’s i}|ioulder 
ne urged, Rory said‘“ Good-b'ye ! ” to th« landlord of the 

17 



258 


RORY O MORB. 


" Black Bull " and his punch-making wifcj and, not for-- 
getting his crow-bar, sallied forth from the snug shelter of 
the warm hostel to .buffet the chilling storm which still 
raged with «nmitigated fury. 

They proceeded in silence until they pasted the skirts of 
the village ; when Rory, turning from the high road, struck 
into a path through the fields that lay beside it. 

‘'Where are you going, O’More? ” said the collector,— 
“ A short cut,” said Rory. 

“ Don't go through the fields,” said Scrubbs : “ the road 
is safer.”—“ Why, what danger do you dhread ih the 
fields.? ” said Rory. 

“ Only, the road is .safer ; the fields are so_ lonely,” said 
the collector. — “ Maybe you ’re afeerd o’ tne, Misthej 
Scrubbs ? ” said Rory. 

“ No, no, my dear O’More ! ”— “ Bekaze you may go 
back to the ‘ Black Bull’ if you are. 1 didn’t ax your 
coinjiany ; and high-road or bye-road is all one to me.” 

” Now, O’More, I beg your pardon, — don’t be offended 
— but imleed these bye-paths-” * 

“ Arrali, don’t be so frightful! ” said Rory, with a tone 
of contempt in his voice, wliich he could not control at 
this e.xliibiti0i of poltroonery : “it’s a short cut of full 
two miles to quit the road here and head up the banks of 
the stlircam through the glin of tlic Folly.” 

“ Bless my soul! ” said Scrubbs, laying his hand on 
Rory’s arm and making a dead stand; —■“ surely you "re 
not going through that horrid lonely place!”—“In tlirotb 
1 am.” said Rory ; “and if you don’t like to come, a.s I 
saiil before, you may go back.” 

Scrtdihs was in a painful state of doubt; he could not 
tell which ho dreaded most—the Folly or Finnegan ; ami 
thus goaded by tlie horns of the dilemma, or rather of tlie 
“ Black Bull,” he veiitureil to go forward with. Rory. 
After .getting over about half a mile of broken .ground, they 
toppedkthe hill that conunamled the glen of tlie Folly; 
aitd when Scrubhr. saw the state of swollen turhidence ii; 
wfefeh t^e ^eaui swept down thq^valley, he asked O’Mote, 
ih'^ 1)0 ;of his cowtird tone.s, if he would venture to ap- 
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“ Sure, it won’t bite you,” said Rory. 

“ But it might drown you,” said Scrubbs. — Tliim 
that’s bom for hangin’ was never meant for dhrowiiin’,” 
said Rory, in a questionable tone. 

“ You say ve»y odd things, O'Moro,” said Scnibls, wlio 
could not fathom whether Rory meant himself or the col¬ 
lector in his last speech. “But isn’t the valley, dangerous 
with this dreadful flood in it.-* " 

“ Faix, there will be worse than the flood in it when 
you ami I are there ! ” said Rory, whose contemjjt for the 
collector's pusillanimity bad so increased, that he ileemed 
it fit subject for mirth, and did not hesitate to torment 
the jialtry coward with an ambiguity of expression which 
left, in the vagueness of the allu.sioii, tlie application of it 
o]>en to either .of them ; so that he might endure either 
offence or fear, as tlie case might be. 

“ Are you sure it's safe ” said Scrubbs. — “ It’s safe 
enougli for me any how,” said Rory : “ I don’t know if you 
be a dangerous person.” 

“How do you mean, dangerous.^’’ said Scrubbs.— 
“ Likely for hurt or harm,” said Rory. 

“1 hope not, O'More,” said the collector, straining to 
keep uji with Rory’s vigorous pace as he da.s]idll into the 
glen ; and as they apjiroached the stream, he again asked 
his guide if he did not consider the valley impassable 
without much risk. 

“Not in the laste,” said Rory: “it's over an hour 
yet before the pass up the valley will be flooded.” — So 
saying, he pressed on, and was drawing near the ivalls of 
the Folly, when he suddenly stopped ami said to Scrubbs, 

“ Did n't you hear a shout.? " 

“ A\''here ? ’’ said the coDector, getting as close to him 

as he could-“1 thought I heerd a halloo,” said Rory : 

“listen!" A burst of thunder followed: the collector 
■sliuddered. 

“ I suppose 'fwas only the storm.” said Rory. %Let 
us jiusli on ; ” and he made a few more vigorous strides, 
when bis course was again jirrcsted by a loud shout which 
was audible in oue of the lapses of the tempe.st, and 
this time even Scrubbs heard it. " 
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The ehout proceeded from the grated ^ndow of the 
vault where De Welskein and his companions were im¬ 
prisoned. They, seeing two men in the valley, had raised 
their combined voices in one wild chorus.of des[iair, tt» 
attract their attention ; and observing the Successful result 
of their first effort, they again essayed to arrest their oh- 
servation in the same manner': and when the men paused 
the second time, De Welskein took his handkerchief from 
bis neck, and waving it through the bars of his dungeon 
as a further means of attracting notice, a third tremendous 
yell issued from the inundated vault. 

“ Look, look !” said Rory, pointing to the handkerchief 
he saw waving from the FoUy ; “ some one is callin’ for 
help there!”—and he was going forward to the spot, 
when Scrubbs laid his hand upon him. Mid said, “ You 
would n’t be mad enough to go ! ” 

“Why not?” said Rory- “You don’t know who 

may be there.” 

“ What is it to me who they are ? — they want help,” 
said Rory, “ and that’s enough.” 

“ Let me beg of you, O’More! ” said Scrubbs, endea¬ 
vouring to detain him. 

Rory shook him off, and said very decidedly, Mr. 
Scrubbs, if you ’re afeard, that’s no raison I should he ; 
and if you’d lave a fellow-craythur in want o’ help, God 
forbid 1 ’d. do the like ! There’s some accident there 
beyant, and 1 ’ll go see if I can be of any use.” 

AYith these words Rory ran towards the Folly; and 
Scrubbs followed, because he was afraid to remain alone. 
On aiiproacliing siffficiently close to recognise persons, the 
wonder was mutual between those within and those with¬ 
out the vault at the rencounter. — “ Murdher ! is it you, 
Mr. Divilskin ! ” said Rory. “Why, thin, what brought 
you there at all ? ” , 

It would be vain to attempt to describe the confused 
and4Kmost unintelligible conversation that ensued : it was 
rather a volley of vociferation on both sides, — the French¬ 
man shouting “ Ouvrez vite ! ” while the other prisoners 
were ^claiming, “ Rory, for, the love o’ God, make haste, 
•r we ’ll be dhrownded ! ” 
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*' Wait a nwriit, and I '11 settle the business for you,” 
said Rory. “ Sure, and wasn’t it the hoighth o' good luck 
I happened to have the crow-bar with n>e ! " And as he 
spoke, he put the powerful implement between the bars of 
the grated window, and wrenched the rusted irons from their 
sockets ; then, giving a hand to De Welskein, he assisted 
him in his egress through the newly-made opening; and 
in a few seconds the whole party, so lately incarcerated in 
a dangerous dungeon, were liberated even by the very man 
against whose safety one of their party had endeavoured to 
direct their vengeance! And now a terrible example 
was given of the facility with which past mercies are for¬ 
gotten, and of the hardness of the human heart when 
brutalised by vice: — these very men, rescued from a 
perilous position, and perhaps a horrible death, the moment 
they were released gave way to their vengeful feelings, and 
thought not of extending to a fellow-creature the mercy 
that Heaven had shown towards them. 

Flannerty and Regan were the first to notice, with tri¬ 
umph, the presence of Scrubb.s, and they pointed it out to 
the party with an exclamation of blasphemous rejoicing.. 

“ By the holy, we ’re in luck aftlier all; for there he 
is, — the very chap we were waitin’ for ! ” 

They pointed to Scrubbs as they spoke ; and he, whose 
fears were sufficiently awake before, now pressed close 
beside Rory, who could feel his tremor as he leaned for 
support against him. The meaning of the desperadoes 
was too evident to be mistaken, — it was manifest their 
tnenacing intentions were directed against, the, collector; 
bat a.s Rory did not know their motive for such a proceed¬ 
ing, he said firmly, “Why, what do you want with him?” 
— “ We jist want to take a loan of him,” said Jack Flan¬ 
nerty, who advanced. 

“ See, Flannerty,” said Rory, wfco extended his arm as 
he spoke, in token of his desire to keep a distance toween 
the parties, — “ Mr. Scrubbs was in the village Hyant, 
and his horse fell undher him; and bein’ obleeged to walk 
home, he said he'd go along with me. When I war cornin’ 
tj^is way by the short cut, — as you kno^v it is towards 
my place, — Mr. Scrubbs asked me to go by the high- 
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road; but I.towld him this was the beSt way. Now, 
boys/’ said he, appealing to the whole party, “ you 
would n’t like, yourselves, if you promised to lade a man 
safe, that he should come into throuble afther: and when 
' I tell yiz this, I’m sure you ’ll put no hurt nor harm on 
the collecthor.” 

“ By gor, if you go make a bellweatlier o’ yourself to 
sitch fellows as that over the counthry, it’s a busy time 
you ’ll have of it, my buck,” answered Flannerty, •“ Be 
aisy, and don’t be howldin’ your head so high.” 

“ I howld my head no higher than any honest roan 
may howld it,” said Rory : “ and I say that the man who 
has any honour in his heart w'ould n’t touch him that’s 
beside me afther W'hat I say.” 

‘'To the divil wid you and your honour!” shouted 
Regan. “ 'XFill your honour save Darby Daly from bein’ 
hanged when that vagabone swares his life away ? — and 
you wantin’ to save the villain ! — but ‘ birds of a feather 
flocks together.’” 

“ You're a slandherous sconndlirel, Regan," cried Rory, 
“and it's not the first lie you said of me.” 

Regan was about to advance on CiMore, who, raising 
his crow-bar in the act of striking, cKclaimed fiercely, 
“ Keep back, or by the mother that bore me I ’ll brain 
you! ” 

Flannerty dragged hack Regan and said, “ I ’ll tell you 
what it is, Rory, the collecthor,there is wnnted, aud there’s 
no use in your makin' any bones about it, for we are 
enough to have our will ; so do what we .plaze, or we 'll 
make you.” 

“ Don’t betray me, O’More,’’ cried Scruhbs. 

“Bethray you!” said Rory, looking with withering 
contempt on the craven beside him. “ ’You dirty hound, 
who would run afther^ry foot, — to say sitch a word to 
me afther what you’ve heerd ! — Boys, let us pass ! ” 

“%o, we won’t,” said Flannerty : “ we ’ll have him ; " 
aud he was advancing with some others. 

“ Boys! ” cried Rory in an appealing tone, “ I saved 
gotir Iftes five minutes ago, and all I ask is that you ’ll let 
US go quietly out o’ this.” 
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There was.a shout of “No!” from tlie group. .The 
irembling collector laid hold of Rory. ' _ 

“ Don’t grip me that way, or I can’t fight! ” said 
Rory: ‘‘mind your.self, you’d betther.” Turning to the 
group, he then added, “ I towld you I considher I ’ro 
bound ill honour to this man to see liim safe, anil if you 
have n't the heart to feel it; more shame to you! Bu' 
if it goes to that, by the seven blessed candles you 'L' 
walk over my body before you get liiin ! ” And he threv 
himself into a posture of defence, and, with the weapor 
he held, lie wa.s a formidable adversary. 

“ Did n’t 1 1 'II yiz all he was a thraitor !” .said Regan 
“ If he was n’t, would he do what he ’.s doin’.? — Do yov 
believe me now.?” 

At the inoiyetit, and under the pecidiar circumstances 
oined to foregone .smpieioiis of Rory’s fidelity, the words 
of Regan were like sparks mi gunpowder; there was u 
shout from the group and a rush on Rory, who felled two 
of ids assailants to the t;arih as they advanced upon liim, 
while the wretched Scrubbs struck not a blow in his own 
defence. AVliile Rory was keeping up an uneijual fight 
against numbers, his vindictive enemy Shan Dim came 
behind him, and giving him a severe blow under the ear, 
for the first time had the satisfaction of seeing Rory stagger 
beneath liis^ .stroke. In a moment Rory was overitowered 
and .secured ; and he and Seruhbs, the latter of whom 
prtiyed in the most abject manner for mercy, were dragged 
within tlie yvalLs of the Folly and their limbs secured by 
strong cords ; for until this measure wa.s put in practice, 
Rory conthtue'd to straggle for his liberty. 

AVlien he was rendered (piite powerless, he and the col¬ 
lector were placed in an ui>per apartiueut of the ruin, with 
one man to keep watch over them ; while the others re-' 
mained on the ground .story, to consult what should bf 
done with the pristmers. Jack T'lannerty still recom 
mended “ the dog’s knock,” and Solomon chimed 411 hi; 
chorus of evil omen, that dead men tell no tales ; ” bus 
the majority dreaded this extreme measure, and determine*! 
on sending Scrubbs and Rory over sea. They were^bliged, 
however, to wait until uiglit should favour their under 
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taking, as in the daylight to transport their prisoners would 
be impossible. 

While the council we'-e consulting below, Rory and the 
collector were engaged with their own thoughts in the 
apartment above. Rory in his heart cursed the unlucky 
chance that had thrown Scrubbs in his way, as, to his com¬ 
pany he very justly attributed his mishap ; and yet the 
generosity of his temper forbade him to reproach the author 
of his misfortune with being the cause of it, while he saw 
him trembling for his safety, and heard the moans whicli 
escaped from his pale and quivering lips. 

As for Scrubbs, such was his grovelling nature, that 
even after the noble conduct of Rory, he was still siispiiious 
of his having led him into the trap, and'that his resistance 
was only pretence; and at last, the base ^retell ventured 
to give his filthy suspicion words. 

Oh, O’More,” faltered he, "why did you bettay me 
into their bands!”—Is it to me you have the ingratitude 
to say the word,” said Rory, " aftlier my runnin’ the risk 
o’ my life to save you! ” 

" Oh, they won’t hurt you, you know ; but they ’ll 
murdpr me I”—“ How do yon know they won’t hurt me? 
I’lierc’s thim amf,ng thim ready enough to belie and wrong 
me ; and my sth'iving to S3\e you has made me as bad to 
thim in their eyes as yourself." 

“Oh, they won’t touch you—you know they won’t; 
and speak to them for me, — do, O'More ! ” 

“Jl see the maiie susjneions you have, Mr. Scrubbs ; 
and in throth it’s a jiity an honest man should get into 
throuble on your account, foi you’re not worth it. You 
think I ’in cullogueiiig with these vagaboiies, and that I 
on\y purtinded to fight, and all that; and if you worn’t 
as bad yourself as to do the like, you would n’t suspect 
another of it. Get out wid you, you mane-spirited dog ! 
Tliroth, your heart is a dunghill, and suspicion is the cock 
that tJrows c n it!” 

Notwith' landing all this abusive outbreak on Rory’s 
part, Scrub 38 contrived to writhe himself over nearer to 
bim (fftr b itli men were bound hand and foot and lying on 
die groum'j ; dnd getting so close as to be alile to whisper 
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to him, 60 that the sentinel over should not hear, he 
said,— 

“ If you ’ll get me out of their power, I '11 give you a 
hundred pounds, and make a man of you.” 

“ Keep your dirty bribes and thoughts to yourself, if 
you plaze, — 1 want neither of tliim. Make a man o’ me 
indeed ! God made a man of me already, and thanks be 
to him for it! — it's more than he done for you, you 
j)itiful coward, who had n’t the heart even to sthrike a blow 
in your defence. Get out! and don’t pison my ears with 
your nasty thoughts.” 

llegan soon after entered the apartment, having left the 
group below, when the consultation w^as over, with the 
base desire of enjoying the .sight of Rory’s prostration. 
He told the man on guard he came to relieve his watch 
and take charge of the safety of the prisoners ; and as soon 
as the other had descended he approached O’Morc, and 
stood over him with malignant enjoyment. Rory looked 
up at him and said, “ Shan Dhu, what’s this for ? ”— 
‘■‘For thraitors,” answered Regan. 

1'm no tliraitor,” said Rory-“You lie!” growled 

the brute. 

“ If I was n’t tied as 1 am, you darn’t say the word to 
me.” said Rory. 

“ Keej) a civil tongue in your head, or it ’ll be worse 
for you,” said Regan. — “You ’re no man, Shan, or you 
would n’t do thi.s ! ” * 

“ If you say another uncivil word, 1 ’ll kick you tiU I 
make you black, as a thraitorous dog ought to be kicked.” 

“'You’re a black-hearted coward!” cried Rory, as 
fiercely as if he were at liberty. 

Tlie savage who stood over him proved the truth of the 
W'ords by giving him a fierce kick on the side with his 
lieavy brogue, which took away his breath; and it’ was 
only the sound of ascending footsteps that interrupted 
Regan in his brutality: he witlidrew from the prisoners to 
the door. 

“You’re wanted below,” said the man who entered the 
apartment which Regan quitted. 

“ O’More,” said the collector, who i%as convfnced by 



866’ 


ROBY OXORB. 


the fierce reality of R^aTi’s conduct that Rory was in the 
hands of enemies as well as himself, “■ I see I was wrong 
in what I thought about this affair.” — “ It’s likely to Ije 
worse with us too, I’m afearj,” said Rory. 

Do you rememher what you said when I asked you if 
the valley wasn’t dangerous, when we came into the glen? ' 
No.” 

” You said W'c should find something more datigerous 
than the flood in it. You spoke it in fun, O’Move : — it 
has come true, to your sorrow.” 

‘‘ 1 found more than 1 bargained for, ’faith ! — l»ul, 
now that you remind me of savin’ that, there’s strinethiug 
else il puts me in mind of tliat I said also— and e'pially 
thrue, to our cost.” — “ W^hat was that ? ” asked the 
collector. r 

“ 1 said, ‘ thiin that was born to be hanged would never 
be dhrowiided and sure enough, I saved the vagaltones 
from the dhrowudin’— and ’])on my sowl 1 ’m mueli mis¬ 
taken if the gallows won’t be busy wid some o’ tliini yet !” 

“ 1 tell you wl'.at it is, llory- O’.More,” said the inuu o hd 
w'as keeping guard over them — ”divil a much harm I 
wish you, aiid maybe there's not much harm intindid you; 
but 1 ’d recommend you to keep a civil tongue in your 
hea<I, or maybe it's little more you'll ever spake. Now 
take that as a word to the wise.” 

Rory took the hint— for the words were'spoken in a 
tout- that iinplied the speaker had rather a friendly h oling 
than ( therwisc, and to advice, so given, he atlendtri. 
Powerless as he lay, however, and in the hands of enemies 
as he was, he did not despair: his fertile brain was at 
work in many a wild conjecture as to what the intention of 
his captors could be, and in forming contrivances how he 
might outwit them and make good his escajie. 

After some hours thus spent, at length ho and his fellow- 
prisoner were raised from their recumbent position ; and 
the ligatures being removed from their legs, they were 
taken from their place of confinement and desired to walk 
in silence in the midst of the smugglers. It was night, 
and still continued to rain and blow violently ; so that no 
time could be more favourable to their purpose of removing 
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llory and Sciubbs with all speed and secrecy to the coast. 
After walking some miles, they stopped at a cabin in a very 
lonely situation ; where having knocked for admittance, the 
door was opened by a man of ruffianly appearance, whom 
llory hud never seen before, though the rest of the party 
were known to him. Here refreshment was called for ; 
and though the fare was coarse, it was acceittable after 
their walk in the rain. To llory it was particularly so, 
for ho hud been fasting since breakfast, and notwithstand- 
itig his ([uestioiiahle position, he had too much courage to 
let such an occurrence spoil his appetite. But fear had 
taken such possession of the cowntnlly collector, that he 
could tiot swallow a morsel, and a glass of spirits was all 
he could get down. 

Duritig the-itime tliey were in the house, nothing was 
s)>oken ill jnvsence of the prisotiers which could enlighten 
them as to the smugglers’ iiitenliotis. Indeed, there was 
more silence thati usual amongst so matiy Irishmen ; and 
wlienever any eommunication seemed to he desired between 
any of the parties, they either conversed in low whispers 
beside the fire, or beckoned towards the door, atid preferretl 
making their confidences outside in the rain, to incurring 
the risk of being overheard by Rory or the collector. 

After some tiiric, a,car and horse were provided, and 
Scnibbs and Rory agtiin bound by the feet mid jtlaced on 
the cur. In vain did Rory request the privilege of being 
allotvcd to wtilk ! “ Tare an ’onus ! ” said he, whatever 
you do, don’t make a pig or a cawf o’ me, and spanshel 
me tip on a car as if you wor dhrivin’ me to market! ” 

“ Ilowld your tongue and do what you ’re bidj ” was 
the only answer ho received. 

In this fashion they pushed on some miles further, and 
then iTiaktng another halt, two of tlie men and De Wel- 
skein obtained horses, and the prisoners being consigned to 
their care, the rest of the escort dropped off. They tra¬ 
velled thus all night, and the horse which drew tlie car 
was urged to as much speed as he could effect under the 
draught of so lumbering a vehicle, to the no small cost of 
poor Rory’s ribs ; for when at dawn tlj6y came ttf a. halt, 
■t a house equal in lonelines.s to the one tfiey had first en- 



BORY OBORE. 


tered, and loosening Rory's bands, desired him walk in, 
it waa as much as he could do to command the use of his 
limbs, so benumbed and bruised had he become in the 
course of this nocturnal kidnapping journey. 


CHAPTER XXVIH. 

GIVI VG AN EXAMPLE OF MAGISTERIAL SEVEllITT AND MATERNAL 
TENDERNESS. 

The disappearance of the collector produced a great sens¬ 
ation in the country. As far as a day wedt, his absence 
from home without being accounted for, however it might 
cause surprise, gave nobody any uneasiness ; but when a 
second day elapsed without his reappearance within his 
own walls, it caused inquiry, and inquiry seemed only to 
perplex people more, — that is, as long as they inquired 
where most they expected to find intelligence of him. 
But in this case, as in most others of the sort, chance did 
more than intention, and the clue to the disappearance of 
the collector was found by the casual visit ol' a customer 
to the “ Black Bull.” This person was no other tlian 
Sweeny, who was a crony of Scrubbs, and supplied his 
wife with patent medicine, while her husband gave him 
pettyfogging jobs of various sorts: therefore, when his 
patron was missing. Sweeny offered his services in the en¬ 
deavour to find him. In so doing, he had overridden his 
horse one day; and arriving at the “Black Bull,’’ he 
stopped to give the animal some rest, and a feed, for it was 
yet some miles to his own home. 

On following his horse into the stable, what was his sur¬ 
prise to see Scrubbs’s steed, which still remained under the 
<are of Larry Finnegan, who kept him until he should 
be sent for, and had not as heard of the collector’s 
Itisappearance! 

“ HSlo ! ” exclaimed the attorney, " what brings Mr. 
Scrubbs’s horse tere ? ” 
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‘ He left him here himself last Sunday, ’ was the an¬ 
swer. 

“ And where ic Mr. Scrubbs himself ? ” 

“ How should I know } ’* 

“ Because he was here last! ” 

“ Last Sunday he was, sartainly ; but- 

" Ay, hut — there’s the thing! — what has become of 
him since ? ” 

“ How should 1 know ? " 

“ Because this is the last place at which I have heard of 
him : and if you can’t give a satisfactory account of the 
matter, I can tell you it will be a serious business.” 

This led at once to an explanation of the circumstances 
which had occurred at the “ Black Bull ; ” and the upshot 
of the business was, that Scrubbs had left the house in 
company with Rory O'More, and had not since been heard 
of. The next step to take, of course, was to go to O’More 
and ask him what had become of the collector : but Sweeny 
did not like to make the visit alone, for this bit of mystery, 
connected with Rory’s name, aroused all the latent suspi¬ 
cions of him, which the appearance of the colonel’s pass 
had somewhat qualified, if not dispelled ; and the remem¬ 
brance of Dc I.acy’s case of pistols, and his manifest 
promptness to use them, exercised so potent an influence 
over the attorney, that he determined to visit Rory with 
witnexsex. This was his legal reason for the step; but the 
fact was, that Sweeny’s courage was of a very companion¬ 
able nature. 

To the cajjtain of the yeomanry corps, therefore, he hied 
him; and that noble commander, on Sweeny’s detailing 
the occasion of his application, determined to pay a second 
visit to Rory's cottage, with all the force of his troop he 
could muster at a short notice. ^ 

In this determination let us leave them for the present, 
and take a peep at the quiet domicile they threatened with 
their visit. 

Though Rory was expected to return to his home the 
day he left it with De Lacy, yet his absence created no 
alarm, though Mary and his mother sat up late ir» expect¬ 
ation of his coming home. When the fiext day .^lapsed 
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Tnthout his making his appeirance, tliey conchided lie could 
not prevaiil on himself to part with De Lacy at the village, 
and that he had accompanied him all the. way to the coast. 

In this satisfied belief they had indulged up to the jieriod 
that the yeomanry captain put his plan of making an armed 
descent on the widow’s cottage into execution ; and it \vas 
with no small surprise and alarm she saw her huinldo walls 
again environed by tJie amateur dragoons. 'I’he captain 
and Sweeny demandetl, on entering the house, to see Rory. 
« He s not here, plaze your honour,” saiti the willow. — 
“ Where is he ? ” said they. 

Now this was rather a poser, for the widow did not like 
to tell the cause of llory’s absence — or, indeed, it would 
be fitter to say, did not dare to tell it, — and so she “ beat 
about the bush ” as well as she could for soin^; time, until, 
from tlie nature of her answers, the captain had his deipest 
suspicions strengthened, and he said,— 

“ The fact is, he is afraid to show himself, and is con¬ 
cealed.’ 

“ What should he be afeard of, sir ? ’’ said the widinv. 
— “ He's concealed ! ” said the captain, “ and \\e must 
search for him. — And wliere is the gentlemtin you had 
living here with you ” 

“ He’s left the place, sir.”— “ Ho, ho ! the same story 
of him too ! We must look for them, then.” 

With these words, they proceeded, with those under 
their command, to pull to pieces a stack of hay and anoiher 
of corn tliat stood in Rory’s haggart, much to the dismay 
of the poor widow. In vain she protested, in vain she be¬ 
sought : they were bent on the work they had set about. 

“ Sure, if you think they’re hid, gintlemen, sarche (lie 
house first, at laste, before you go pull my little bit of hay 
and whate to pieces ! ” 

“ Oh, we know better than that! They would n't hide 
in the house;— hut they may he here.” 

“ Well, sure, if they be, you can prod the stackp with 
your swoords ; but foi God's sake, don't jmll the .slacks to 
pieces, and it rainin’. Sure, yo» won’t lave them worth a 
thraneenj and you wouldn't ruin the little tliritie of sub¬ 
stance the poor widow has left! ” 
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The ax)peal«wa8 unheeded; tliey searched not within 
the house, nor did they satisfy themselves by prodding the 
stacks with their blades (which was a common practice in 
those times), but they pulled down the scanty, savings of 
her little farming, under the pretence of finding those they 
were in search of j and in doing this, they were not guilty 
of any extraordinary atrocity, for in those times it was the 
etmimon jiraetice to destroy as much of the jirojicrty of 
suspected jieople as the slightest pretext would admit. But 
these merciless fellows diil not only bereave the lone v\’oman 
of the accuinulated produce of her little farm, l)ut bragged 
of their Innuanity ill not burning her liaggart before her eyes. 

“ (,.iod lielj) me ! ” said the distracted woman, wiiiiging 
her hands. Sure, it’s all one wlietlier you deslliroy me 
by fire or wathi'r ! You've jmlled my little hay and corn 
about the ])!aee in the middle of the rain ; and what good 
is it afther lliatOh, how will I ever pay my bit of riut ! 
Oh, weira ! weira ! Burn it, indeed! ” said .she, as lier 
wrongs gave her courage to .speak more oyienly ; ‘ throth, 
you ’re welcome to burn it, if you 're able, al'ther the wettin 
it has got now.” 

In the Dublin Castk journals of the day, this circum¬ 
stance was set forth at great length, with a flourishing en¬ 
comium on the Chrixtian forbearance of the “- Horse, 

in having merely xmrched the liaggart ot tlie jicrson w'ho 
had murdered {as it is heiievad') Jonathan Serubbs, Esq. of 

- Lodge, in the County of-, without having 

Liirned to the ground (as they uughl to haro douit) every 
slick and stone belonging to the papist ruffian.” 

'J'he widow', as yet, had not heard of the disappearance 
of the collector, nor of his having been last seen in coin- 
panv with Ilory ; therefore she was imconscioiis of any 
cause of uneasiness on the score of hei son, and liad nuthiiig 
to lament over but her ruined liaggart. Another day, 
however, had not passed without her hearing of the oecur- 
renec, with all the vaiietie.s of account that rumour with 
her luindred tongues sends far and wide on such occasions. 

The “ Black Bull ” was the centre whence these reports 
r.adiateii ; for, from the iiiomeiit of Sweeny's visif. there, 
aud recognition of Scrubbs’s horse, curiosity* w’as at work to 
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know *'wiiat in the world could have become of the col¬ 
lector and when Rory O’More could not be heard of^ the 
anxiety to unravel the mystery increased. In this state of 
things it was that the crow-bar which Rory O’More had taken 
with him from the public-house was found in the glen of the 
Folly:-—this led to further investigation; recent footmarks 
near the'ruin, bearing the appearance of a struggle, were ob¬ 
served. The bars wrenched from the grated window, and the 
evidences of the recent habitation of the vault, gave rise to 
many conjectures; and a grand field of mystery, with a 
noble standing crop upon it, was thus ojiened to the whole 
community, who began to reap away at it with might and 
main, and a very noble harvest of wonder was soon ga¬ 
thered ; nor were there wanting gleaners to follow up the 
work and bring in the last precious grains of the incom¬ 
prehensible. 

The widow' heeded not the various forms which the .story 
assumed, for every subordinate interest was lost in the one 
all-absorbing consideration to her, that her son was iiiifs- 
ing; and in this feeling Mary participated. In a few 
days, how'cver, an additional pang was added to Vier grief; 
for the Scrubbs’ party had no hesitation in saying the col¬ 
lector had been murdered, and that Rory O’Morc w'as 
guilty of the crime. M^hen the poor woman became pos¬ 
sessed of this report, her agony of mind was excessive — 
an agony relieved only by occasional indignation that her 
boy should be so maligned '; but this temporary relief being 
of an exciting, instead of a soothing character,hcr mind was 
kept in a state of tumult almost bordering on distraction. 

" Oh, that I ever should see th.e day,” she would ex¬ 
claim, “ my darliii’ boy should be accused of murdher J 
Oh. that rny grey hairs should suffer the disgrace! Oil, 
Rory Rory ! where are you } — where are you ? Why 
don’t you come and give them the lie } — for you never 
done it, — never, never, never ! You murdher ? — You, 
that would n’t hurt a fly ? Oh, my boy ! my Itoy ! ” 

“ Mother dear ! ’’ exclaimed Mary, weeping as she spoke 
don’t take on so --don’t, mothSr dear, or you ’ll break my 
Heart! >’ 

Oh, Mary,'Mary ! isn’t bad enough we’ve lost our 
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fkrlin’, our priclc^ and our prop — is n’t it bad enough he 's 
gone for ever from us, without his name bein’ blackened to 
the world ? Sure, when iny darlin’ was token from me, 
the laste they might have left me was the bright remem¬ 
brance of him without stain or blame ! Oh, the hard¬ 
hearted crew! — to rob the lone widow of a mother’s pride ; 
and when the grave had swallow'ed her darlin’, to put dis¬ 
grace over him for his tombstone ! ” 

She wrung her hands and kept rocking in her scat, while 
Mary in vain attempted to soothe her. 

“ Don't be talkin’ of his grave, mother dear ; sure, we 
don’t know but-” 

Here the mother interrupted her with a wild burst of 
thought caught up from the passing word — 

“ Thrue, thrue ! — we don't know where he lies; — Oh, 
if I did, 1 ’d go there and throw myself on my Rory’s 
grave, and brake my heart, and make my last bed there 
with him ! But my heart is broke— broke — broke ! and 
the sooner the grave closes over me th« betther ! ” 

“ Oh } don’t talk that way, motlier, — for God’s sake 
don’t! Sure, you would n’t lave your poor Mary alone ? ” 
“ No, alanna ! — no, if 1 ‘could help it: — but how- 
can I live afther him ! And you — you won’t hve afiher 
him either—for you loved him like your life; and soon 
we ’ll follow him, and lave the cowld world, for it is cowld 
and blake to us now witliout him. And tlte disgrace — 
the disgrace ! Hr, a murdherer!—But who ’ll believe it ? 
— Will thiin that knew him believe it? —Never, never 1” 
“ No, motlier dear— no, they won’t!” 

‘•You don’t think they will, Mary? God bless you, 
child, for the word ! No —who could believe it of him, 
that iiad the kindest heart and the proudest spirit ? — he 
disgrace his name — he lave reproach for his sisther’s por¬ 
tion, and despair for his mother’s closing days ! —no, they 
can’t believe it.” 

“ No, mother dear, they can’t!” 

Thim that could scatther the widow’s substance to the 
winds may say it, — but they won’t be believed ; and the 
fair name of dead boy will be sthronger tiian tltf lies of 
the living.” 
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In this belief the forlorn woman was right; and when 
she found the peasantry gave no credit to the rumour, and 
that, however they were unable to account for Rory's dis¬ 
appearance and the suspicious circumstances attending it, 
they entertained no doubt of his innocence, the widow be¬ 
came more reconciled, and bore her loss with greater forti¬ 
tude. The universal sympathy also which she found in 
her neighbours tended to support her ; and when she heard 
the accusation against Rory repelled as indignantly in his 
own class as by herself, she was much soothed, as the ex¬ 
emption of her son’s name from disgrace relieved her from 
more Ulan half the weight of her affliction. 

Foremost in the tender offices of condolence, was Kath¬ 
leen Regan — if that might be called condolence which 
was’ lather a communion of affliction. Thp meeting of the 
two girls in the Widow O’More's cottage was very touch¬ 
ing. VV'ithout their having ever spoken on the subject, the 
love of Rory and Kathleen was perfectly well under.stood 
between them ; and when Kathleen crossed the threshold of 
her lost lover’s cottage, she could not speak a word, — but 
both girls looked at each other for a moment in silent 
agony, and rushing with open arms into an embrace of sor¬ 
rowing endearment, they wept upon each other’s neck. 

'rhe girls had always liked each other, but now a fresh 
motive of attachment existed between them. Kathleen saw 
in the sister whom Kory loved so well an object to be addi¬ 
tionally fond of for his sake ; and Mary, in looking on tlie 
prl to whom her brother had given his heart, was simi¬ 
larly influenced : and thus their friendship at once became 
increased to affection, and a portion of the love that each 
Itad borne to Rory they transferred upon each other. They 
often met, and for hours together would talk over their be¬ 
reavement, and, after some time, were forced to admit the 
long-combated belief to their hearts, that Rory was dead ; 
for as Coiiolly’s evideiftre was conclusive that he diil not 
acconijiany J>c- Lacy, they knew of no cause short of death 
for his absiaice. 

It wa-s in one of these conversations Mary O'More told 
Kathl('en that, after all which they heard about tlie glen of 
the Folly, and-the many times it had been examined, she 
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would wish very much to visit the place herself, and search 
it carefully up and down,—but it being so solitary, she did 
not like going alcne, and asked Kathleen to bear her com¬ 
pany. A ready assent was given to the proposal, and the 
girls spent a whole day in making a careful survey of the 
valley, — from the Folly up to the wild and rocky gorge 
where the glen was shut in by a bluff barrier of cliff down 
which the stream tumbled. 

Though making no observation tending to clear up the 
mystery, their visits were often repeated; and notwith¬ 
standing their continued ill-success in every endeavour to 
elucidate the fatal cause which had bereft them of Ilory, 
yet there was a melancholy pleasure in being on the spot 
he w'as la.sl traced to. The frequency of their walks in the 
glen had so accustomed them to the place, that habit had 
overcome their fear of its loneliness, and sometimes each 
(girl went there alone. 

It was on one of these occasions when Mary O’More 
had wandered nearly to the end of the glen, that she was 
startled by hearing the sound of a coarse voice which made 
her blood run cold. She paused and listened, and in the 
lapse of a few moments Itecame conscious she heard the 
voice of Shan Regan, and with a hasty and cautious step 
the terrified girl ran higher up the glen ; and doubling 
swiftly .round a projecting rock, she struck into a small 
hazelwood that {)roinised shelter, and croucliing under the 
hushes and rank grass, sought concealment from the man 
w'hose presence she loathed and dreaded. The sound of 
footsteps aii])roached ; she could scarcely breathe: they 
came nearer; she trembled so violently, as scarcely to pre¬ 
vent the hush which sheltered her from rustling with her 
tremor, — and in another instant Regan was visible a few 
paces below her, standing at the foot of the rock round 
whose angle she had just passed. 


END OF THE SECOND VOI.XIME. 
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VOLUME THE THIRD.* 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

SlIOWtNQ now LIKE A GENTLEMAN A TINKER IK WHEN Ht THINK'! 

HE IS DYING. 

** When the devil wns sick, the devil a monk would he, 

When the devil w.ts well, the devil a monk was he." 

To account for the presence of Regan in the glen of tlie 
Folly .It this time, it becomes neces.sary to revert to the 
events of the night the smugglers carried off the collector. 

When the kidnappers and tlieir prisoners made theiL 
first halt at the lonely hut where the car W'as procured, the 
old tinker determined to remain there for the night, as he 
felt unable to proceed, being attacked with fits of shivering, 
probably occasioned by his remaining standing so long 
nearly up to the knees in water during the imprisonment 
of the smugglers in tlie vault. Copious draughts of hot 
punch failed to relieve him; and as this wretched hovel 
was unprovided with a bed, a bundle of straw was all the 
tinker had to lie upon ; and this wa.s a share granted to 
him by Morty Mooney from his own wisp, which served 
himself for a bed whenever he used the hut as his resting- 
place, — the hovel not being meant for a regular domicile, 
but serving the disorderly set with whom Morty ivas 
leagued, as a place of rendezvou.s or halt, as occasion re¬ 
quired ; for from its lonely situation it was admirably 
adapted to the purposes of those witli whom secrecy was 
often an object of importance. 

During the night, Solomon’s moans sometimes disturbed 
the sleep of Morty Mooney, who, as morning approached, 
was besought by the tinker to get a spark o’ fire " and 
make some more hot punch, for in the course of the night 
the fire^iad become extinguished. The request was com¬ 
plied with ; but .Solomon’s pain remained nnalleviatcd ; he 
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lontjnued hi^ moaning protestations that he was “racked 
intirely/’ and, at length, expressed his fear that he was 
(lying. As this belief became strengthened, the unfortunate 
old reprobate exhibited considerable apprehension of the 
final hour, and showed his dread of approaching judgment 
by many pious ejaculations that long had been strangers to 
his withered li}is. At last, he said he should like to see 
the ])riest, and urged Morty to go for him. But Morty 
said he could not do his errand until the return of Shan 
Regan, who had accompanied the party overnight and 
jironiised to be back early on the following morning ; but 
that as soon as he arrived, the priest should be sent for. 

“ Oh, don't lose any time, Morty, — I’m very bad ! — 
01), if 1 should die without seein’ the priest! ” 

“ You ’re not so had as all that comes to yet,” said 
Morty. “ Oh, I 'm racked inside, and I feel myself 
%rowin’ wak(;! "—“Here’s more hot dhrink for you.” 

‘ It 's no use.” — “ It’s brave and sthrong, and as hot 
as the divil.” “ Oh, don’t say divil— God be merciful 
to me ! — don’t say divil, Morty, — don’t! — Oh ! oh ! 
I’m racked! Gi' me the dhrink, then:—is it hot? — 
is it hot ? ” 

“ Yis, brave and hot;” and he handed him the steam¬ 
ing punch in a jug, which trembled in the old tinker’s 
bauds and rattled against his teeth as he drank. 

“ It's no use,” said Solomon ; “ it warms my heart no 
more than if it was cowld watlier. — I’m cowld — 1 'ttr 
cowld ! — Oil, the rackin’ pain ! — For the love o’ God go 
for the priest, and don’t let me die this a-way !” 

“ ’Fhe minit Regan comes.” 

“ Oh, he can wait, but my poor sowl can’t wait! You 
would n’t stand between me and the light o' glory, would 
you ? — Oh, go, Morty, go ! — you ’ll be dyin’ one day 
yourself.” 

” Well, whenever that may be, I won’t be sitch a 
coward about it, any how.” 

“You don’t know that,—you don’t know that.— 
VYhile the life is sthrong the courage Is sthrong, but the 
heart fails you when you feel the life gettin’ low,"* 
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“ Tut! don’t be so afeard, a man ought always to be a 
»> 

man. 

" Ob, you duiiiia what it is to be bai)gin*»over the pit, 
and the thread o' life goin’ to brake ! 1 thought like you 

waiist, blit now it’s dhreadful to be near it! — Oh, don’t 
let me die out o' salvation ! go for the juiest if- yon bopi; 
to see glory.” 

Morty went outside the cottage to avoid Solomon’s im¬ 
portunity ; for he did not like complying with his reqtiost 
w'ithout seeing Regan, as, under existing circinnstatices, he 
dreaded that tiie tinker should make some diheoverie;'in the 
course of his confession wdth liis ghostly visiior wliieh 
might prove inconvenient to his confederates, lie walked 
therefore towards tile ])oint whence he ex|)ceted Regan to 
approach, and was not long without meelin„ him. He 
comniunicated to him fsolonioii’s precarious .state, and hi.s 
desire to see the priest, and pointed out his apprehensions 
of tile dangerous conseipiences that might, arise fro ii com¬ 
plying with his request They consulted together on tlie 
course to bii pursued in this matter, as tliey walked slowly 
back to the but where the linker still lay groaning ami 
calling unavailingly on Morty to hasUn for the coufe.;s.;r. 

It would be well he was dead, the ovvld thief! ' said 
Morty, “ for lie’d be no loss to any one." 

“ That's thruc indeed, and by what you tell me it ’s 
like he’s not long for this w'orld : don’t you say he is 
dyin’ ” 

He thinks so himself,” said IMorty ; “ but that’s the 
cowardly heart of him : for In; ’s as tough as a gad, and I 
don’t think he ’ll go without a hard sthruggle. Siqipose wc 
lave him there and lot him die ? ” 

“ .How would it be wid us tliiu? ” said Regan, who did 
not in the smallest degree revolt at tlio cruelty of ibe sug¬ 
gestion, but had an eye to the consequeiicc.s. 

“ Sure, we would n’t have u band in puttin’ any barm on 
him, and wlio could say a word J.o us ? ” 

That’s tlirue, sure enougli,” said Regan, who walked 
U few paces in silence while he revolved in his own niiiid 
the projioSition. 

" If he was found dead there, it might lead to inquiry.” 
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" When he’s dead, can t we throw him into a bog- 
hole ?” said Morty : “ who cares enough for him to ax any 
questions ? ” >. 

“ Do you know where the ass is ? ” said Regan, still 
considering. — “ No,” said Morty. 

“ You see that! ” said Regan, “ the cunnin’ owld rascal 
always left the ass somewhere else whenever he kem to tlie 
f'cliv, that it might be to the fore to rise a question if any 
thing hai>peried him and he did n’t go back to claim it. — 
Do you mind ? " 

“ R.ul huk to his ’cuteness ! what a head he has 1 ’’ 

'• lie ’.s the biggest owld rogue in Ireland ! ” said Regan. 

‘‘ M'ell, what are we to do? " said Morty. 

AV'e ’ll see how he is first,” said Regan as they ap- 
])roatlied the lonely hut. On getting near the door, they 
]iaused for a moment, and Jieard the groans of Solomon, 
u^ngksl with ejaculations which were uttered aloud : 

“ Oh, .Morty Mooney, are you gone for the priest? — 
hrieg him to save my poor sowl ! — Oh, if you desaive 
me, may a dead man's curse be an you, and may you never 
see llie light o’ glory at your own dyin' hour! ” 

“ I'liat ’.s a bitlher curse he’s puttin’ an you, Morty, — 
are n't you afeard ? ” said Regan, whose superstitious na¬ 
ture was w'orked ujion. 

“ iJettlicr for him pray for himself than curse me,” said 
Morty. 

“ Well, it's hetther see him agin, any horv,” said Regan, 
who entered the hut followe<l by Morty. 

Will'll Stilonioii heard the approaching footsteps, he 
turned on his straw, and cried in a voice of anxious ear- 
iiestne.ss, “ Is that his reverence ? ” 

“ Are you hetther now ?” was the answer he got from 
Regan. 

“Oh, did n’t you bring the priest?”—“ By an’by, 
mail, — by an’ by.” 

The old tinker groaned in mental and bodily anguish • 
“ Oh, if I die out^o’ salvation!” 

“Listen to me, man,” said Regan. 

A conversation now took place between them, iij which 
Solomon worked upon the sniierstiiious feelings which he 
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knew Regan to be under the control of, and threatened him 
with the appearance of his uniaid ghost after death if he 
permitted him to die without seeing the-pricst. Regan, in 
turn, made Solomon swear by “ the holy ve'-tntents and 
the seven blessed candles,” that he woulil not in his con¬ 
fession to the clergyman conunit his companions. 

This, in his urgency for haste, Solomon promised, and 
offered in proof of his sincerity that Regan might l)c 
present while he received absolution from the confessor. 
This point being carried, the ])ostor was sent for, and 
Morty Mooney was urged to use all speed. 

“ And supjjo.se 1 go for the docthor ? " said Regan, 
“No, 110 ,” .said Solomon, “it’s no u'-e,— and don’t 
lave me to die alone, for God’s sake ! — stay will me, — 
let me howld you, — there, there 1 sure it ’« coniforiiii’ to 
have a grip o’ somethin’ in this life, uliile you ’re in it,— 
not to be left alone in the last minit, to quit the world like 
a banished sthranger." 

Solomon continued in great pain and was apparently 
sinking, and his anxiety for glio.stly boiisolation continued 
to increase in a fearful elegree. Nevertheless, Regan, hav¬ 
ing acejuitted his conscience in sending for the priest, was 
in hopes the tinker would die before his arrival, and so 
put the secrets Solomon was in possession of out of dan¬ 
ger. This inhuman desire, however, was not gratified : 
the approaching tramp of a horse was heard, and Regan, 
on going to the door, saw Father Frank riding towards the 
hut at a smart jiace. Regan returned to the straw litter 
where Solomon lay, and said, — 

“Now, remember your oath, — don't bethrayus; for 
if you do, hell-fire will be your portion ! ” 

“ Lord be merciful to me!” said the dying man. 

Regan now returned to the door to receive the priest, 
and with the disgusting words he uttered to tlic (lying sin¬ 
ner yet hot on his lips, he said, “ God save your rever¬ 
ence J" as he made a low obeisance to the priest, who 
alighted and entered the hovel, while ^egan secured the 
bridle of the horse to the staple on the door-post and fol¬ 
lowed f|Bt into the hut. 

“ Well, my poor man, are you very ill ? ” said Father 

frank. 
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Ohj God be praised you ’re come J ” said Solomon, 

I'm dyin’, your reverence, — dyin’!—give me the com¬ 
forts o’ tile church, and God bless you ! Oh, I’m a poor 
sinner! give me absolution for my sins, and save my poor 
Bowl!” 

“ Leave me alone with him,” said the clergyman to 
Regan : “ he wants to confess.” 

“ Plaze your reverence, he has nothin’ to confess : he 
says he only wants the comforts o’ the church before he 
departs.” 

"Retire," said the pastor. “You ought to know he 
cannot receive the sacrament without making a confession." 

Solomon deelargd he had nothing to confess: “ I have 
no time for eoufeission, more than that I’m a wicked sin¬ 
ner, and repent o’ my sins, and hope to see glory, if your 
reverence will give me absolution.” 

“ God hel]) you, poor man ! ” said Father Frank hu¬ 
manely, “ you shall have the consolations of the church in 
your last moments ; but you should make a clean breast, 
and unburden your fonscience: you have sins to confess.” 

"More than 1 have time for,” said Solomon faintly; 
“ I’m dyin’. I confess I ’in a miserable sinner, and I ax 
God’s pardon, and my blessed Sav’or’s pardon ; and w'on’t 
you give me absolution, your reverence, and promise me the 
light o’ glory — Oh, take pity on my poor sinful sowl, 
and give me the ab.solution ! —^ and 1 have money, money 
enough, your reverence.” 

“ Don’t think of your money, you poor sinful mortal! 
but think of saving your soul, and confess yourself before 
God, who knows your crimes, and is willing to pardon 
them if you confess them.” 

“ Oh, 1 lave all that to his own honour, your reverence, 
if you’ll only gi’ me the absolution, and say masses for 
my poor sowl when 1 ’m gone ; — and I ’ve money to pay 
for thim — plenty o’ money — will you say the masses 
for me ? ” 

" Let me confess you first.” 

" Sure, I’ve nothin’ to confess, more nor I confessed 
already, — I’m a poor sinner, and ax absolutioi^; and if 
your reverence goes to the glin o’ the Folly — and there at 
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the upper end there’s a big rock stands out in tlie glin, and 
some hazel-threes near it higher up the hill.” Here he 
writhed in agony , and gave his accustomed cry that he was 
racked. He.seemed weaker after tlie spasm, and in a voice 
more faint than hitherto, besought the priest for absolu¬ 
tion, with a look so imploring, that Father l^'rank coulil no 
longer resist tlie appeal, and fearing he should expire every 
instant, the extremity of the case induced him to disjiense 
with a confession, and he administered the last ritt s of the 
church. 

I’lie jioor wretch seemed much soothed h\ tin* act, iir.d 
after a short jiause, continuetl. 

“ rindher that rock, near a big bunch o’ dock- lave.'-, if yon 
dig up the ground, you ’ll find a leather hag with goolden 
guineas in it,—more — more—than you’d think — the 
poor tinker—” Here he jiaused again in apiiaunt pain ; 
but recovering again, be said faintly. The goold — your 
reverence — 1 give the goold to you — for the masses — 
for my sowl. Oh, say the masses ! — the masses ! ” He 
could add no more, and sank back on Ifls licaj) ol' straw. 

“ God lie merciful to his soul!” said the priest devoutly, 
as he joined his hands in prayer over the poor sinner, whor e 
spirit he thought had passed. But Solomon had not yet 
given U]) the ghost; be still continued to breailie, but hi.s 
state of exhaustion seemed to be sucli, that no Ijope could 
be entertained of his recovery, and as there was no ap¬ 
parent likelihood exon of returning coiiscitmsness, h’ather 
Frank jnepared to g'o. 

“ ’This should be an awful warning to you,” said he to 
Regan, who attended him to his horse. “ See how the 
death-bed of the sinner shakes the heart I I hope you 
may profit by the lesson. After the poor man’s deeca.-c, 
you must accompany me to the place where he said his 
money is concealed, to witness how much is there, and I 
win divide it between masses for his soul, and offices of 
charity.” 

When the priest hail gone, Regan returned' to the hut 
and found Solomon had sunk into a deep. “ I suppose 
he ’ll go gff that way," said he to himself. “ And to think 

the owld vagaboiie having such a power o’ money, aU by 
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chatin’ and robhiii’ — the way lie robbed the stakes o’ the 
game yestherday in the Folly!” 

To every one’s surprise, Solomon, instead of dying, 
awoke the better of his sleep — much exhausted h is true, 
but manifestly out of danger. While in this state, he was 
often visited by Father Frank, who endeavoured to impress 
upon him how sacred the duty became, to tliank (Jod for 
his mercy, iu granting the time for repentance of his 
sins, and not hastening him away in tlie uiijirepared state 
in which the pastor found him, when, trembling at the 
terrors of death, he prayed for absolution, which, under 
tl'c extreme circumstances of the case, had been given him 
then : “ but now,” added Father Frank, “ I expeet you 
U) lead a good lif* for the remainiler of the period Heaven 
may please to g.ant you, and I desire you come to your 
duty regularly.” 

Solomon promised fai'ly ; but the moment the priest’s 
back wa.s turned, his thoughts were far from heavenward, 
da) the earth, to the earth they retnnieil again ; for he 
thought of hi.s concealed tre.asure, and tremhhsi for its 
safety, as he remembered that llegaii w'as present when he 
named the spot where it was Iniried. 

For some days he could not rise from the litter whereon 
111 ' lay : and when he was enabled to move, it was hnt to 
crawl feebly along. But even in this exhausted state he 
made liis wdy to tlie glen of the Folly, to try if his hoard 
was safe. The appearance of the spot alarmed him, for 
till place bore marks of being recently disturbed, and be 
began ('ageriy to upturn tlic soil. Wretched was the work 
of the old miser; digging up the earth that so soon must 
cover him, to seek that which wa.s dearer to him tlian 
life. AVhat was his agony when he found his inisgiving.s 
at sight of the place were well-founded, and that his gold 
wa.s gone! 

At first he stood as stiff and cold as stone; and had he 
been of a nature seii.siblc to emotion, the shock would have 
killed him. At length he gave way to groans and wrung 
his hands in despair — he threw himself on the ground; 
and tears, that had never since childhood wetted hischeek, 
now streamed down the furrows that crim3 and craft had 
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worn there. He cursed his fate in having been spared 
from the grave only to taste a bitterness beyond that of 
death, “and his wailing was mingled with blaspheming. 

The sweet echoes of the quiet glen were startled at 
the disgusting sounds, and the pure peace of Nature vio¬ 
lated ! 

But the master-s[)irit of the miser at length came to his 
aid: — craft rose, phoenix-like, from the ashes of his 
heart. — ^\''herG, a few minutes before, he wept in despair, 
and wrung his hands, he now sat motionless, with knitted 
brow and compressed lips, planning within the dark and 
tortuous labyrinths of his deceitful mind stratagem after 
stratagem to regain his lost treasure. With the patience 
and cunning of a spider, thread after thread he spun ; and 
if the breath of doubt shook his fiibri(> and broke his 
meshes, on he toiled, unwearied, until the web was com¬ 
pleted : and now he only wanted to lure his game within 
his grasp. 

Having determined on his plan, he replaced the earth lie 
had dug up; and so carefully did he restore the appear¬ 
ance of the sx'ot as it existed before his visit, that no 
one would have suspected it had been so recently dis¬ 
turbed. 

He then left the place, muttering curses upon Began, — 
for that he was the person who purloined the treasure there 
was no doubt; and the plan he adopted to make him re¬ 
store it was this ; — He contri’.’ed an opportunity of speak¬ 
ing to Regan without exciting his suspicions; and after 
alluding to the circumstances of his sickness, and of the 
hidden money which he had told the priest of, — '• as you 
lieerd me tell him yourself,” said he,— Solomon then pro¬ 
ceeded to inform him that he had hid another hoard of 
money in another place, but that he did not think it was 
as safe as it would be in the glen of the Folly: " and as the 
priest and you knows that pla?e,’’ said Solomon, “and as 
I can’t live much longer now, I would wish it to be known 
where my money is, —for it’s a pity it would be lost; 
and when 1 ’m gone, sure I'd wish to lave somethin’ to 
my frifinds to remimber me, and some to say masses for my 
iowl; — for to ^ve it all to the priest, you see, Shan, ii 
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moi'e nor 1 thijik right or raysonablc. But, as [ was 
aayin’, it’s betther liove it all in ono place; and so, if 
you ’ll go wid me to the glin, I ’ll put the rest o' what I 
have there too.” Here he produced a small leather bag, 
in which hg had put some pieces of clipped tin to resemble 
the chink of coin, and just shaking it, to deceive the ears 
of Regan, as he gave him a glimpse of, the purse, he re¬ 
placed it ill his pocket, asking Regan to accompany him 
the next day to the glen — “ For, you see,” said he, 
" people sometimes goes there now, to see the Folly, since 
the night we done the Uirick there; and I’m wake and 
owld, and would be afeard to go by myself wid so much 
money about me. So, Slian agra, come wid me, and thin 
you ’ll know where every rap poor old Solomon has 
saved is hid — jist yourself aaid the priest; — and 
when I'm dyin’, 1 won’t forget you, Shan — throth I 
won’t.” 

Regan fell into tlie trap, for the finished deception of 
Solomon’s acting induced the belief that he really had 
more treasure to hide, and Shan Dim lost no time in re¬ 
storing the bag he had stolen to its former }dace of con¬ 
cealment, intending, when the additional treasure was placed 
there, to seize it all and decamp. It was the follow¬ 
ing day he went with the tinker for the purpose of 
making the second deposit ; and it was on this mission 
he was engaged when Mary O’More heard his voice in 
the glen and fled, at hLs approach. Let us now return to 
her, wlioin we left trcmbli ig in her place of conceal- 
incnt. 
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wiorn wiix explain itself. 

Mabv O'Moiie nearly fainted from terror at tne sig’nt of 
Regan, who stood in silence near the rock; tjnd the tffought 
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of his (list overing her alone in such a deserted place shot a 
pang of agony through her frame. 

Regan at last raised liis voice, and cried, “ Are you 
cornin’ ? 

The words were delightful to Mary’s ear, for they im¬ 
plied he hatl a companion, and the sense ol’ her desolation 
was lessened.* 

“ Come on,” said Regan again ; and Solomon soon was 
visible to Mary. It was the first time in her life she had 
ever been glad to see the old tinker. 

Let me rest a bit,” said Solomon, seating himself ; 
“ the walkin’ tires me: I'm wake yet.” 

“ No worldlier,” said Regan. “ ’Faith, I thought you 
wor gone th’ other day ! ” 

“ M’ell, I can’t stay very long now, any how ! I feel 
myself goin’fast; and whenever that’ll be, you’ll know 
where to get the goold, Shan agra ,— for it's your.self will 
have the most of it.” 

(“ All of it,’’ thought Shan in his heart.) 

“ And so,” continued Solomon, who, with admirable 
presence of mind, did not seem to be in any hurry to look for 
his money, — “ So you tell me that the Frinchman went 
aboord himself? ” —“ Yis.” “ And the colleethor is out 
o’ the way? ” — “ Snug,” said Regan. 

Mary, at the name of the collector, was breathless, and 
listened till the anxiety of hearing made lier ears tiriglp 
again. 

“ And llory ? ” said Solomon. — “ I)—n his sow! . 
he ’s out of the way too,” said Regan. 

Poor .Mary gasped for breath. 

“.'\nd not one can make head or tail of it through the 
countliry,” .said Srilomon. 

“ 'Faith, they may look for him long enough liefore 
they ’ll find him ! ” said Regan. 

“ lYell, wc may as well look for what we kem for, non 
tliat 1 ’m Tested,” said S(*loinon. There ’s the very spot 
where it is.” 

“ Show it to me, jist,” said Regan, “ and I ’ll turn up 
the /jarth for you, Irekaze you are wake yet, and don’t 
fataiguc yourself.” 
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“ Tlirue for you,” said Solomon, who knew Regan’s 
motive was to prevent tlie recent removal of the earth being 
noticed. 

Shan Dhu now opened the blade of a large clasp knife, 
and coininenced the act of unearthing the treasure. 

Mary was in a state of confiised horror all this time. 
She had heard them say Rory might be looked for a long 
while before he was found, and she imagined, from these 
words, that they had concealed his body after he was mur¬ 
dered (for she had given up all hope of Rory’s being 
alive) ; and perhaps this wnis the spot where his mangled 
remains weie hid, — perhaps these were his murderers be¬ 
fore ber ; — if she were seen, her life would be forfeited 
also! Sht' could observe Solomon’s face from where she 
lay, and she saw his eyes fixed with a look of fascination 
upon the sjtot where Regan was delving with his knife and 
turning up the clay with his hands. 

Regan said at last, “ I think 1 ’m near it now.” 

Mary’s bUtod ran cold ; — was it her brother’s corse they 
were untan’ering ? Solomon’s look became more intense, 
and in a minute more he exclaimed, ‘‘That’s it, that s 
it!” and with his hands outstretched like the claws of a 
bird of int y, he pounced upon the hole that Regan had 
made’ and rooted up the hag. “I have it, I have it!” 
said lie. unalile to contain his transport at the sight of his 
regaineil treasure, wdiich he hugged up close to his breast, 
as a mother would hng her first-born. 

Regan looked at him with a mixture of suspicion and 
ferocity in his countcuance jicrfectly horrible, and neither 
of them s]>oke for some seconds. 

Solomon was the first to break silence, and, rising from 
his seat, he said, “ 1 h’lieve we may as well go now.” 

‘■Go whore ? ” said Regan. — ” Out o’ this,” said Solo¬ 
mon : “ we need not stay here any longer.” 

“Why, .aren’t you goin’ to bury it again ?” — “ Yis, 
in anothei^lace.” 

“ Wliv, you towld me you ha<l more to put to it !” — 
‘Ay, ay, and so I will put this along wid th’ other.” 

“ But you said you’d put what more you ha^l here ! ” 
said Regan, who began to see the trick the tinker meant to 
play him. 
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“Well, that’s what I intindid/‘ said Soloincn ; “but I 
changed my mind sence, and I think this will be safei 
along wid th’ other: come wid me, and we ’ll put it there;" 
and he arosp to depart as he spoke. 

Regan laid his hand on the skirt of the tinker’s ragged 
coat, and dragged him to his seat again as he said, “ You 
won’t go that «vay, as cunnin’ as you think yourself! 
Don’t be catehin’ your young'4)irds with chaff’ that way, 
Solomon Sly, my darlin’: owlil sojers are not to be done 
with gingerbread !” 

“What do you mane, Slian avic?” said Solomon, en¬ 
deavouring to affect composure. 

“ I tell you what I mane,” said Regan with decided 
ferocity in his manner : “ I mane, that the divil an out o’ 
this you take that money so aisy !” , 

“ Why, you Would n't hendher me o’ puttin’ my money 
where I like, would you, Shan agra f” said Solomon, still 
endeavouring to maintain a quiet state of things ; but while 
he assumed so much indifference, he kept an iron grip of 
his money-bag. 

“ 1 ’ll hendher you takin’ it out o’ this •—by this knife 
I will!” said Regan, as he clutched the weapon fiercely and 
shook it with vehemence in the tinker’s face. 

Solomon changed countenance a little as he attempted 
further wheedling. 

“ Can’t you come and see where I put it along wid the 
rest ? ” said he. 

“ Along wid the refit indeed ! That was a purty humbug 
you made me b’licve, you owld villain ! Along wid the 
rest! — go and see where you put it! Yis, you th reach erou.s 
owld thief! go out on the public road wid you, and then 
you ’ll make some fine excuse as ’cute as a lepraucliaun, and 
give me the slip ! No, no ; I have you now, and I ’ll 
make my own o’ you ! You promised me some of it, and 
I ’ll have it, or I '11 know why,” 

“You w'ould n’t take the money from a poor owld man, 
would you, Shan dear ?” 

“ Poor, indeed ! ” said Regan. “Why, you owld starved 
’ottomyc that never had the heart to buy a male’s mate or a 
he 8 >‘tv glass, you have more goold than many a sportin' 
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fallpw in the cgunthry, and more than ever you lan want ; 
and I do want it, and, what’s more — and take one word 
for all—by the blessed light I’ll have it before you lave 
this ! ” * 

Why, Regan, it’s not robbin’ an owld man you’d be? ” 

“■ Robbin’! — j/ou talk of robbin’! Tell me, you g^ey 
owld vagabouc, who waa it stole the stakes of the spoil-five 
in the Folly ? You thought no one saw you, did you ? 
but I seen it — I did, and now I '11 see who can play the 
best game here ! Gi’ me the half o’ that bag, and be 
thankful I don’t take it all 1 —you know you promised me 
share of it.” 

“ Yis, yis, I did,” said Solomon, “ and I ’ll keep my word, 
Shan dear, — 1 wHl; but you remember 1 said it should be 
afthcr 1 die." 

“ Die said Regan, with terrible meaning in his voice, 

— “ die ? Take care how you put me in mind o’ t/iat /” 

Solomon looked ghastly at the implied threat, and said 

imploringly, “ Oh, Shan, Shan I sure you would n’t murd- 
her mu! ” 

“ M'ho was it taught me last Sunday three weeks ? — 
who was it said in the Folly, that ‘ dead men tell no tales?’ 

— eh ? ” and his voice assumed a deeper tone. 

“Oh, Shan, Shan! you wouldn’t, you wouldn’t!” 
And Solomon again attempted to rise and dejjart; but 
Regan laid a still fiercer grasp upon him than he had yet 
done, and said, “ Would n’t 1 ?” with the scowl of a fiend. 
“ Give me the half o’ that money, or 1 ’ll nviku a way to 
your throat nearer than your mouth — by the ’lanial 1 
will! W ill you give it ? ” 

Solomon did not speak, but clutched his money-bag 
faster. 

“ AVill you, I say said Regan, getting more excited, 
and gripping his knife with as determined a purpose as the 
tinker clutched his treasure. 

Solomon now gathered sdl the strength he had left into 
one desperate eft’ort, and, in the hope of altinning Regan, 
he raised his voice and shoutetl, “ Murdhei 1 nmidher!” 

“You will have it, then!" said Regan, |jt( p by 

step, was worked up to desperation, and ritshing on the old 
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man, he caught him by the throat, flung him.to the ground, 
and, with uplifted knife, was about to throw himself upon 
him with a horrible curse, when Mary O’More, whose mind 
haJbeeii wrought to the highest pitch of terror-stricken ex¬ 
citement, could contain her feelings no longer, and uttered 
an appalling shriek; and as the echoes of the valley rang 
to the scream, Regan stood petrified with alarm. 

Solomon took advantage of his terror, and looking to¬ 
wards the spot whence the scream proceeded, he saw, as 
he arose at the same instant, the girl emerge from her place 
of concealment; and with an activity surprising for one in 
his weakened condition, he was at lier side in a moment, 
and clinging to her, prevented the escape she meditated. 
" Save me ! save me ! ” he exclaimed, as he held her with 
the energy and tenacity of terror. ^ 

The consequences of a witness being present at what 
had taken place flashed upon Regan’s mind in an instant; 
and once being committed in an act of outrage, desperation 
urged him onward, and seeing Mary O’More in such a 
position inflamed his brutal nature with thoughts fitter for 
hell than earth. To divide Solomon and the girl, and dis¬ 
pose of them separately,- was his object; so, stimulating 
Solomon by the hope of saving his gold, he said, — 

Go off wid you — be offj you and your money, and 
lave this young woman with me: I want to have some 
words with her." 

Mary was now the person to cling to the tinker, who 
endeavoured to shake her off, while she begged for the love 
of God ho‘would not desert her. * 

“ Let him go, I tell you !” said Regan. — No ! no ! ’’ 
screamed the giil. 

The vile old mi«-cr, whose life she had just saved, now 
eagerly endeavoured to loose himself from her hold, and 
leave her in the hands of the ruffian from whose knife she 
had delivered him, and, in the desire to save his gold, would 
have left her in peril of worse than death. 

“ Let me go, 1 bid you ! ’’ cried the tinker impatiently, 
and striking as fiercely as he could at the straining hands 
which l^eld him. 

"For tlic Blessed Virgin, I beseech you, fiplomon darlin’,” 
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cried the agonised'girl, “don’t lave ire with that horrid 
man ! Oh, Solomon ! afther savin’ yciir life, don’t lave 
me this way 1 ” 

Solomon seemec for an instant to ^have a touph of com- 
piinction ; but Regan said, “If you stay here two minutes 
longer, the divil a guinea you ’ll ever lift out o’ this! Be 
off, and lave this spyin’ young lady with me.” 

The threat roused Solomon to action, and again he en¬ 
deavoured to shake Mary from him. She threw herself on 
her knees before him, and cla.sping him firmly round his 
trembling limbs, besought him in the most earnest and 
touching manner not to .abandon her. 

“ Oh, sure you would n’t desert the poor, helpless, inno¬ 
cent girl, — .sure you would n’t! Ood won’t forgive you 
if you do. — Oh, sweet Virgin, protect me ! ” 

“ Shake her off, I tell you, and save your money, or, by 
iii! the divils in hell, I ’ll have the lives o’ both o’ yiz ! ” 
shouted Regan as he laid hold of Mary O’More and dragged 
h.er fiercely from Solomon, who struggled to disengage liim- 
self from her ; and at last, by his striking her heavily on 
tile hands, the unfortunate girl was forced to relinquish 
her grasp ; but at the same moment she made a desperate 
effort to regain her feet, and springing from her knees, 
turned with the energy of desperation upon Regan and 
cried with vehemence, “ May the God that looks down on 
us judge and punish you. if you wrong me, Shan Regan 1 ” 

'I’he moment Solomon found himself free, he exerted 
what speed he might in getting away : and Regan, holding 
Mary with a grip of iron, and looking on her with demon¬ 
iac triumph, said, 

“ Now I ’ll tache you, my saucy lady, how you ’ll gibe 
and jilt a man ! and you ’ll larn more in tlic glin than-you 
came to watch for ! ” 

M'ith the.se words, he attempted to seize her round the 
waist; but Mary m.adc an active resistance, and maintained 
a surprising struggle against his ruffian assault ; but every 
instant her power to repel became less, her exclamations to 
Heaven grew weaker, and at last her short and gasping 
shriek gave token that she felt her remaining streng^ fast 
failing. 



JTtnt at this moment, when she was nearly within the ir- 
Mvoverable gripe of Shan Dhu, the baying of hounds 
reached her ear, and she screamed with.wild-joy, 

■ The hpnt! the hpnt! " 

Regan made a last desperate effurt to drag her into the 
haacl-wood, where he might effect concealment and drown 
her cries, but, inspired by the hope of succour, Mary re¬ 
doubled tier efforts, and while she was writhing in the un¬ 
equal struggle, a fox ran close tbeside them and dashed 
across the glen as the cry of the hounds grew louder. 

“ They ’re coming ! they 're coming!” she cried ; "you 
villain, they 're coming! there's the fox ! Oh, blessed 
Virgin, you've saved me I " 

I’he cheering ery of the dogs again rang up the glen, 
the pack opened louder and louder every instant, and, in 
dread of discovery, lU^an dashed into the wood and climbed 
up the cliff. 

The moment she was freed fom his grasp, Mary O’More 
ran with wild speed down the gien towards the point 
whence the sound of the chase proceeded, and soon saw the 
horsemen urging forward. The moment she beheld them, 
the certainly of protection produced so violent a revulsion 
of feeling, that her brain reeled as she rushed onward, and 
die fell prostrate to the earth. 

Among the foremost of the hoKemen, was Mr. Dixon, a 
magistrate, —- a gentleman of a kinder nature than the ge¬ 
nerality of his class. He rode beside Squire Ransford, and 
they both saw tlie precipitous flight of Mary O'More down 
tile glen. Mr. Dixon remarked the circumstance to the 
squire, who attributed the headlong speed of the girl to her 
fert- of the hounds. Still Mr. Dixon kept his eyes fixed on 
Mary ; and seeing her fall, l»e exclaimed, 

" Down she goes ! ” 

■'‘Let litT pick herself up again ! ” said the squire, as 
he (lashed forward in the chase. 

But the magistrate, though fond of hunting, thought 
there were other things in this world worth thinking of; 
he had some heart about him, with which the squire was 
Hot trfiabled, and, despite the alluring notes of " Sweet- 
lips" and " Mfcrry-lass,” who gave tongpc ahead in good 
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style, he drew his bridle when he saw the fugitive sink to 
the earth, and rode up to the prostrate girl, while the rest 
of the hunt followed the squire, and left the office cf charity 
to him: and well for poor Mary O’More that there was 
one to pity and protect her ! 

Mr. Dixon alighted, and was some time before he could 
calm the impatience of his excited horse, which panted 
with eagerness to continue the chase, and he couhl not at¬ 
tend to Mary until he hA soothed his steed into quietness ; 
then throwing the rein over his arm, he knelt down to raise 
the fainting girl from the earth, and found her in a state of 
complete insensibility. String that to restore her w'ould 
recjuire his undivided attention, he led his horse, which 
still pulled at his arm with impatience, to a thorn-tree, and 
fastening the bridle to it, he hastened back to Mary. 

Raising her gently from the earth, he carried her close 
to the river; and there, by copiously sprinkling the cool 
stream over her face, which a deathlike paleness overspread, 
— a paleness rendered more striking by the dark hair that 
streamed loosely around her head and neck, he gradually 
restored her to life ; but it was some time before conscious¬ 
ness returned. The sound of many waters was in her ears 
as she opened her eyes and looked vaguely around. When 
•she caught the fir.st glimpse of Mr. Dixon, the sight of a 
human face seemed to sfcirtlc her, and she attempted to 
scream ; but her exhausted energies coiSd only give vent to 
a hard-drawn sigh. The soothing tone in which she was 
.'spoken to tended to restore her, and after some time she 
uttered a few broken senti-nccs ; but, from previous terror, 
such was the incoherency of her expressions, that Mr. 
Dixon could only conjecture she had been in personal 
danger, and therefore besought him to protect her. 

“ I will, my poor girl, — I will.” 

“God bless you, sir! you won’t lave me alone — 
“ Certainly not; calm yourself.” 

“ Are they gone ? ” said she, looking wildly up the glen. 

Mr. Dixon thought she might have been frightened by 
the hounds, as the squire had supposed ; and as she looked 
in the direction they had taken, he said, “ Yes, tiie dogs 
are all gone.” 
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" Gb, it's not tWm ; sure, they were tbe salvation o' 
me: only for the hunt, I was lost — lost for ever! ” 

The magistrate by degrees learnt the cause of her alarm, 
and asked her name. When she told him, be said he snp 
posed that Uory O’More was her brother. 

“ Brother ! said she wildly —Oh, I've no brothe." 
now ! ” and relapsed into tears. 

“ How do yon ki:OW ? ” said Mr. Dixon. 

Oh, 1 ’ni afeard they’ve ninrdhered him ! liicy con- 
fessed it a’most before me.” 

This ltd to furlher questions on the jnagisirate's jiart ; 
anil Mary at length told all the particulars of what she had 
witiiesseil hetweeii Shan Dim and Uie tinker. 

Vl'heii she wa.s sufHcLbntty recovered to walk, Mr. Dixon 
acrouiiianied her from the glen to the viRage, and there 
Mary got a friend to escort lu r to li<?r home; for even on 
the open road she feared to be alutie, so shaken had her 
nerves become by the terrible scene she had gone through. 

Mr. Dixon determined on having Mary’s dcposilion.s 
taken and sworn to in regular judicial form, and for that 
puiposc rode over next <iay, with the squire and Sweeny, 
to the widow’s collage. 

On leaving the house, Sweoiy snggesteil that this story 
< f Mary’s might be ail a sliatageui to divert the siis))iciuii 
which attached to Rory, on the subject of the coliecior’s- 
disappcarancc, inti#another channel. Mr. J>ixon said she 
had iloiie more than divert suspicion, for that she h<ad 
named the guilty parties. 

“ But how can you tell she speaks truth f ” said the 
spiteful little attorney, whose hatred of Rory for the tomb- 
stone ailair was so bitter, that alt of liis name were sharer.; 
in it. 

'' M’e must have Regan and the tinker arrested,” said; 
Mr. Dixon. 

“If you can find them,” said Sweeny. 

“ kVell, if they keep out of the way, it will be strong 
presumptive evidence of their guilt.'' 

Ah ! You ’re not up to them as well as I am ; they 
may bewiW in the plot for what you know.” 

" They ’re a •{S’ack of rebels altogether,” said thie squire { 
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“ and until the country is cleared of them, we uiall ban 
no peace." 

‘'You're right, squire," said Sweeny. 

“ Well, I have not quite so bad an opinioii of them,* 
repiiwl Mr. Dixon; “nor do I think the girl’s story a 
mere fiction, lYe must have Regan and the tinker arrested 
as the next step.” 

Tiu' proper authorities were despatched for tliis purpose 
to Regan’s house; but they found him not, and for many 
days a useless searA was prosecuted. As for Solomon, he 
had no horne where to seek him, an<l the officers had there¬ 
fore a roving com mission to lay hands on him as they 
might: but he eludwl their vigilaiv:e, ainl no one interested 
in thdr .ap]>TehenRi«n could catch the. smallest clew to the 
finding of Shan Dhu and the tinker. 

The priest suggested a visit to the lonely hut where lie 
had seen Solomon in his sickness, and a party undertook 
the search immediately; hut the hut was deserted. Traces, 
however, of tlie recent visit of man were manifest: the 
fresh pcclitigB of some boiled jiotatocs were strewn upon 
the floor, and the yet wann eiuLiers of a turf fire were in 
tile corner of the hovud. 


CliArTEK XXXI. 

jK wiiicii aoav Matas ms misr tkiv to bsa a vovaoi or 

DlSCOVJ£a.Y, 

It was in a low and retired fishing-hut De Lacy was 
boused the evening he reached the sea-coast, there tef await 
the arrival of the lugger oft’ the shore. He felt lonely on 
his removal from tliose with whom he had been lately 
sojourning, and to whom he had in a manner become 
attached, and the efforts the inmates of the fishing hut 
made to entertain him were unavailing; ^o he rAired to 
rest earlier than usutd, wishing to indulge the thoughts in 
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solitude which the presence of others intertupted wit:»ul 
dissipating. 

^V^hen on his bed, the influence of rest induced a plea¬ 
sant state oii mind ; and leaving the remembrance of those 
lie hail parted from, Hope led him onwards to the shores 
of France, where lie trusted soon to land in safety, and 
gather the materials for a victorious return to his irieiids 
and country. Of Adele, too, he thought, and Love whis¬ 
pered the joys of again beholding and clasping to his heart 
the girl of his affections. It was wit#such pleasing pro¬ 
mise on his imagination that he closed his eyes ; and the 
downy wing of slumber, waving over his senses, fanned 
this .spark of hopefulness into flame, and all night long he 
dreamt of his Adele,— "of their joyful meeting, — of her 
blushes and her smiles, — of her enthusiasm at the pro¬ 
spect of his name yet living amongst the bright ones that 
should be dear to his country, — of their anticipation of 
future pleasures on the war being past — when the warrior 
should subside into the husband, and Love bind the garland 
of victory on his brow ! Oh, youth ! youth ! — how do.st 
thou teem with golden visions, — while the dreamy im¬ 
pressions of age are but cast in lead ! 

De Lacy arose from his slumbers as though he had fed 
on ambro.sia overnight — with that elastic feeling of exist¬ 
ence which belongs to the hopeful lover. Influenoed 
through the whole*day by liis dreamy intoxication, he re¬ 
velled in alternate visions of glory and of love. As he 
roved along the strand, if he turned to watch the changeful 
effects of the sea, he looked upon the noble ocean stretched 
before him as the high-road to his glorious aspirations; 
and Hope seemed to beckon him across the deep ; while, 
as the surge thundcrod at his feet, and was swept back¬ 
wards in foam to the main, he heard the voice of Victory in 
AjfflOllnd, calling him to enterprise. If he looked upward, 

‘ beheld the seaward clouds sailing towards the land of 
I*Adele, his musing was in a softer mood ; and as some 
pr^ief isunshine tipped their delicate forms, it was recog- 
his heart as a good omen. He was all excite- 
mayjRirt while l^e fed on such sweet fancies he drew forth 
“ '*icil to play with the pleasant thoughts as they arose ; 
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»ii(l soon imagination bore him beyond the world in whicil 
he breathed. The roar of the booming sea was lost in the 
silver sounds of fairy fountains; the whistle of the brisk 
wind sweeping across the waves, to which his blood danced 
as he musedj was unheard amid the whisper of the breeze 
through rustling groves; and the rough shingle of the 
shore whereon he walked, felt under the foot of the enthu¬ 
siast like the golden sands of the classic fountain. He 
was in the land of dreams. 

THE LAND OF DREAMS, 

f There is a land where Fancy’s twining 
.$ Her dowers around life’s fading tree,— 

"Where light is ever softly shining, 

Idl e sunset o’er a tranquil sea. 

’Ti.s tijere thou dwell'st in beauty's biightness, 

More fair than aught on earth e’er .seems; 

’Tis there my heart feels most of lightness,— 

There, in the lovely land of dreams! 

*Tis there in groves 1 often meet thee. 

And wander through the sylvan sliadc. 

While I in gentlest accents greet thee, 

My own, my sweet, my constant maid 1 
There, by some fountain fair reposing. 

Where all around so tranquil seems. 

We wait the golden evening’s closing,— 

• "J'here, in the lovely land of dreams ! 

Hut ivhen the touch of earthly waking 
• Hath hroktai slumber’s sweetest spell, 

'I'hose fabled joys of Fancy’s making 
Are in my heart remcmlicr'd well! 

The day, in all its sunshine splendour. 

Less ftdr to me than midnight seems, 

"When visions shed a light more tender 
Around the lovely land of dreams ! 

But while De Lacy was indulging his poetic mood, in¬ 
haling the fresh breeze and treading the open strand, poor 
Hory was lying captive not many miles distant, confined 
in a close hovel, almost smothered with smoke, and. re¬ 
volving far other notions in his busy brain. So closely 
were he and the collector watched, that^it was l^tpo.ssiblc 
to make an attempt at escape; and Rory, frdrn tlie cha- 
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racter of the fellows wlio had undertaken the business 
looked upon any plan for deliverance within his power to 
execute as hopeless : they were all up to every thing in the 
way of finesSe and expedient; and however he might over¬ 
reach a booby ensign, a chuckle-headed sergeant, or an 
amorous colonel, a party of smugglers were as much masters 
of fence as he was himself; therefore he felt there was 
nothing left but to meet with fortitude whatever fate 
awaited him. At the same time, however, he cast many 
an anxious thought homewards ; and*ihe uneasiness he 
knew his mother and sister would suffer at lii.s absence 
caused him more anxiety than any other coiisid^ation. 
AVJien the day was over, _ and to Kory it seemed the 
longest he had ever passed, — another removal of the jui- 
soners took place, and under cover of darkness they were 
conducted to the sea-coast, and jiut on hoard a small lisli- 
ing-buat that lay at anchor a short way from the shore : 
they ,Were stowed away in the fore part of the boat, and 
Rory could bear them making preparations for putting tt) 
•sea. In vain did he inquire what they were going tt” do 
with him ; lie could not get any answer to Ids questions 
•ami was desired to howhl his whisht!" 

In the mean time De Wolskein had gone forward to the 
fishing Iiut where I)e Lacy was remaining, and told him 
to be in readiness to put to sea that night. » 

Is the lugger on the coast, then ? " said De Lacy. 

“ No, monsieur; we shall find her some leagues to sea. 
She keeps a good offing; but the smack will run us out to 
meet her." 

When the night fell, De Lacy was summoned to go 
aboard, and getting into the punt of the fishing-boat, was 
rowed alongside, in company with De Welskein. 

The punt was hauled up, the sails hoisted, and away 
bore the smack for the ocean. 

Poor Rory soon got wretchedly sea-sick; and never 
having heard of the nature of that most distressing of all 
sensations, thought he was going to die, and lamented, in 
the lapses of his paroxysms of nausea, that he was doomed 
to suffer" so miserable a death. “ Oh, if they’d shoot me 
Itself, or dhrown’d'me at vranst! — but to have a man 
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tunied itiside out this way, like a ow ; inurdiiar ! my 
heart ’ll be up next! 

De AVelskein lay hjs course all night towards tlie point 
where he expected to fin’d his lugger, and as tlje morning 
dawned she was perceptible : signals were exchanged, the 
two vessels approached each other, and a boat being lowered 
from the lugger, De \Veiskein and De Lacy went aboard. 

De Lacy had been on the deck of the fishing-smack all 
night, wrapped in his cloak, for the mingled stench of fish, 
tobacco, and bilgewator, rendered the little crib, they called 
cahiiv intolerable. When he went up the .side of the 
'.luuegl^tr, De Welskein said he must want rest after so 

long and cold a watch, and recommended him to lurri ^im • 

l)e*\acy declined doing so immediately, but as De Wel- 
..keiii wanted '.a make a transfer of the prisoners from the 
fishing-smack without De Lacy’s knowledge, he assumed a 
sort (if laughing consecjueiice as captain of his own vessel, 
declared he was absolute ihere, and insisted on De Lacy s 
ooiii" to rest, offering him his own berth for the purpose. 
Tlurmoinent De Lacy was below, llory and Scrubbs were 
brought on board tlm lugger, which put on every .stitch of 
canvass she could carry, and stretched away at a spanking 

rate for France. . 

But, sick as poor Rory was, his sense.s were sufheieiitly 

aliout him to observe that they were removed to a larger 
vessel ; and as he passed along the deck, he heard the voice 
of De Welskein : this was enough for Rory’s eiiligliten- 
ment, and he became certain that De Lacy must he on 
hoard. Wlien conducted with Scrubbs below, and placed 
there in coiifinemeiit, the excitement produced by this last 
(liseovery made him rally against the sea-sickness more 
than he liad hitherto done, and in the intervals of tlie 
malady his head was’at work in planning by what means 
lie could let De Lacy know he was in the same slup. 
» Roaring is no use,” thought he, “for they make sitch a 
hullabaloo here, that one might roar their heart out and 
never he heerd : for there is such thumpin’ and buinpin, 
and crashin’and squashin’, and rumblin’ and tumbhn, and 
first up on one side and then down on th’ otby, tfiat 1 
d<»’t wondher they are roarin’ and hatfflm’ up tlieie, on 
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the roof over us.” (The roof was the name Rory gave tlie 
deck, because it was over his head.) “ By gor ! I wondher 
liow they howld on there at all! f 9 r‘here, even in this 
room, — atyl indeed there's but little room in it, — it’s as 
much as I can do to keep my brains from bein’ knocked 
out agin’ th’ other side o’ the wall sometimes: and how 
the dickins can thiin chaps keep from bein thrown off the ^ 
roof and dhrownded I — only, as I said of thim befote, 
thim that’s born to be hanged —” Here Rory's thoughts ^ 
were cut short by getting a jerk to the opposite side of his 
prison and having another qualm of his new malady. '1 la 
wind bad changed, and becoming adverse, De AVelskeiu 
was obliged to go about very often ; and this produceil so 
much delay, that their course, which they were likely to 
run in twenty-four hours had the wind hehkas it promised 
in the morning, was not completed urider two days. 

At the close of the first day, the prisoners were lisited 
by a black, who, by order of l)e Welskein, brought them 
sotnetbing to eat: but tlu’ sight of food only produceel 

loathing. ^ ^ ^ 

“ Ou be berry sick nov.', eh ?”—On, I m kilt. 

“ Take nm lilly bit; — do um good.” — “ Oh, take it 
out o’ that, for God’s sake ! 

‘‘ Uerry nice , — utn nice an’ fat. 

The name of fat was enough, and poor Rory was set ofl' 
again. 

The negro laughed, as all sailors do at the suffering of a 
novice to the motion of a ship j and having had his joke, 
he did not offer any more fat, but suggested to Rory to 
take some brandy. 

“ Berry good for sea-sick.” 

“ Oh ! let me die where I am, and don’t taze me! ’ 
said Rorv. 

“ Neb'ber be sitch dam fool ! Brandy berry good ; — 
best ting uin can take for sea-sick. Come, come, ])oor 
lan’-lubber I open im inout. Dere, ou dam fool ! brandy’ 
berry good.” 

The drop of spirit Rory swallowed did him service; 
and th» black, who w’as a good-natured fellotv, before bo 
eft the prisoners) gave them botli some brandy-and-water; 
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»n(J the dry and parching sensation which poor Rory ex • 
perienced, as well as his exhaustion, was much relieved by 
the negro’s recipe. 

After some hours the negro came again: and though 
• Rory could not eat, he took some more of the diluted spirit; 
and that night he experienced some sleep, alter having had 
another talk with blackee. 

The next morning, when Rory s sable friend made his 
appearance offering some breakfast, the course of the vessel 
was far smoother than it had hitherto been, and Rory was 
better able to listen to the proposal of eating. 

“ Try liUy bit, man,” said the black. — I m afeard 
a’tnost,” said Rory. 

“Nebber be ’fraid : ou not sick dis day. like Oder day ; 
him cheek not so white, him eye not so like dead fish. 

Try bit, man ; — berry good. Me know tis good — me 
make it myself.” 

“ Why, thin, God bless you ! did you make it on pur- 
po.so for me?” said Rory. 

The negro grinned. “No, no, —me not so good to 
laii’-lubber as dat! Me cook ’ 

“ Well, 1 'm obleeged to you, any how. And would you 
tell me, sir, if you plaze, is Misther De Lacy well?” 

This was Rory’s first thrust at his object. 

“ Massa Lacy — him gen’linan dat come ivid cap’ii 
abonrd.^” — “YiS, sir." 

“Oh, him berry well now; — lilly sick first; but now 
sniood water — near de bay now. Me go give him and de 
cap’ll soiiietiii'for brekf's fioon. — lake mulder liily bit, 

man/’ . . . 

“ No, thank you, sir, said Rory. And is it you that is 
goiii' to take the captain and Mr. Ue Lacy the brequest ? 

“l.ss. Me wail on uin ; — me de cook, — black man 

always cook.” 

“ The devil sends cooks,” thought Rory, and he could 
not help smiling at the thought. 

“ MHiat uin laugh at ? ” 

“ Why, I was laughin’ to think how quare it is that one 
may find a friend where they laste expect it, and in the 
grate.st sthranger. Give us a dhrop o’ brawly, it you plaze. 

“ Dere, man; — make uin better. 
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That’s a grate relief to me ! ” said Rory. — " But, 
as I was sayin’, how a man may meet a friend in the 
gratest stliranger! You’ve been mighty good to me ; and 
I tell you what it is, I ’m behowlden to you and obligated 
to you, and I’m grateful to you: and you must take a • 
present from me, to show you how sinsible I am of your 
tindhemess, for-” 

Here there was a call for “ Sctpion." 

“ Massa Cap’n call me,” said Scipio. 

" Well, give me your fist before you go," said Rory, 
who, when he caught the negro’s hand said, “ Gi’me these 
sleeve-buttons o’ yours and I ’ll give you mine, and it ’ll 
be a keepsake between nsand with tbe words he unfas¬ 
tened the button from tbe negro’s wrist, and inserting in 
its place one of the sleeve-buttons De Lacy^ave him, the 
negro ran off hastily to a second and louder summons frcn 
the deck. 

" Now,” said llory, “ if Mr. De Lacy lias the luck to 
remark the sleeve-button in the blackey’s shirt, all's right 
yet.” 

The negro was ordered to bring De lYelskein his break¬ 
fast, and De Lacy was sufficiently recovered by their en¬ 
tering smooth water to join in the repast, and was sharp- 
set, as men always are the first time they are able to eat at 
sea. The negro set out the rough sea-fare to the best .ad¬ 
vantage ; and as he held a dish balanced in one hand on 
the edge of the table, while he removed some plates tliat 
were opposite to De Lacy to make room for it, De Lacy 
chanced to look at what sort of fare was coming, and his 
eye caught the sleeve-button, which lie recognised as bis 
own, and the same he had given as a parting gift to Rorv. 

“ Where did you get that ? " said De Lacy quickly. 

“ What!” said De 'Wel.skein, with a penetrating glance of 
his (lark eye, as he marked the hurried question of De Lacy. 

De Lacy was put on his guard by tbe jealous quickness 
with which De Welskein noticed his words, and said, 

‘ The beef — where did you get that fine beef ? ” 

*■ Wily, to bee sure, in Ireland: what ees to soorprisc 
/ou so moshe ? ” 

" I t^iought you never had any but salted beef on Ixiard,” 
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B»id De Lacy, wb . ' arned the conversation directly into 
another channel, and as »oon as the meal was ended, went 
on the deck. There he saw they were within a short sail 
of land, and while they were approaching it, he mentaUy 
^turned over the circumstance that had excited' his notice, 
and was lost in conjecture as to the means by which the 
negro could have become possessed of the sleeve-button. 
He gave it to Rory, at a distance of many miles from the 
coast, two days before he embarked on board the lugger, 
which is found at sea many leagues ; and there one of 
these buttons is in the possession of a black man aboard 
that lugger, and De Lacy did not remember the negro to 

he on board the fishing-smack. 

There was a mystery in this ; and any mystery on board 
De Welskein’s boat respecting Rory, m whom he was 
known to have such confidence, awakened De Lacy’s sus- 
. picions of some foul play to Rory. But while he was on 
board ibe craft of the smuggler, whom he knew to be a 
wily and desperate fellow, he thought it advisable not to 
breathe a word nor exhibit a sign of his misgiving ; and 
SO, having run all this over in his own mind, he walked up 
ftnd flown the deck with seeming unconcern, and spoke to 
the smuggler as it nothing had ruffled him. 

As they doubled a small headland that shut in the bay 
they were entering, De Lacy saw a frigate lying in the 
harbour, and De ^V^e^skein said, “ There is La Coquette. 

“ Indeed ! ” said De Lacy. 

“ VV'hy does monsieur exclaim ?” .... 

“ Because, if that lie the Coquette, the captain is a friend 
of mine, and I wdll go aboard anti sec him. 

On nearing the ship, De Welskein’s notion was found 
to be correct — it was La Coquette. The lugger’s boat was 
lowered, and De Lacy went up the side of the frigate. 

The captain was on board, and mutual kind greetings 
passed between the two friends. After De J^acy had given 
a hasty sketch of the state of affairs in Ireland, and the 
motive of his present visit to France, he told the captain 
the suspicions he entertained that De Welskem had been 
playing a trick with a friend of his, and begged his assist¬ 
ance in setting matters right. , 
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" Certainly; but how ? ” 

" I suspect the fellow has secreted a man on board, and 
T want to ascertain the fact —i- and if so, to get him out 
«f his power.” 

“ But why not order the rascal to give him up to you 
before?” 

“ Montieur le CapUaine forgets, on the deck of his own 
ship, that I was only a passenger on board the smuggler’s 
boat; and her captain is a very desperate fellow when be 
chooses, — so I thought it preferable to say nothing until I 
could speak to some purpose. Now, under the guns of the 
Coquette, Monsieur De Welskein will be extremely polite 
when he knows her captain is my friend." 

“ Oh ho ! is that the sort of gentleman ? — we ’ll soon 
finish this affair." 

He ordered his boat to be manned directly, and entering 
it with De Lacy, they pulled into the harbour, where the 
lugger had already dropped her anchor. 

It was not long before De Lacy and the captain were on 
board the smuggler. 

“ De Welskein,” said De Lacy, 1 want to see Rory 
O’More.” 

“ Rory O’More ! ” said De Welskein with well-feigned 
surprise : “ Monsieur must go back to Ireland if he wants 
to see him.” 

“ No, no, De Welskein, he’s on board.” 

" You mistake, sir,” said De Welskein : “ what can 
make you entertain such a suspicion ? ’’ 

No matter what,” said De Lacy, who did not wish to 
bring the black man into trouble for being accessory to the 
secret having escaped— “ but 1 know he’s here.” 

“ ’Pon my honour! " said De AVelskein theatrically, 
and laying his band on tlie place where liis heart ought to 
have been. 

“ Search tl« boat! ” said the captain^fiternly to a couple 
of his men who were on the deck beside him. 

De Welskein took off his hat with a prodigious air to the 
captain, and said, " Monsieur should consider 1 am com¬ 
mander here.” 

’ The ‘captain laughed at his swagger; but seeing that 
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cevcral ilespenCb#-! >«king fellows crowded round the hatches, 
as if to prevent the search jhe captain ordered,— for he 
had but half a doacn men with him, and the lugger was 
Jirmcd and powerfully manned, — he said in a.decided tone 
’to De Welskein, “ Yop are under the guns of my frigate : 
give up the man you have concealed, or you shall be sunk 
like' a nutshell 1 ’* 

De Welskein saw there was nothing else for it, but told 
De Lacy he considered it. not treating him wiUi the respect 
oju’ gentleman owed angther, to interfere in such a manner 
with his adkirs. 

De Lacy could only laugh at his impertincucc. 

De Welskein fell back from his dignity upon his true 
resource—irtipudence and reviling—and swore he was very 
sorry he took De Lacy out of Ireland, and saved his neck, 
and so cheated the gallows of its due. “ But the next 
time you want me, you ’ll find me — if you can ! ” said 
De lYelskciu, strutting back to tlie stern of his boat, while 
Rory was walked up the fore-hatchway. 

It would be impossible to describe tire scene that followed, 
for Rory’s wild delight at seeing De Lacy and finding him- 
!clf out of Dc Welskcin’s power is past description. De 
rVclskcin stamped up and down one end of the deck, while 
Rory danced on tire other. The French captain looked 
amazed when he remembered that De Lacy called this man 
his friend ; and supposing that none except a gentleman 
could be De Lacy’s friend, he turned to him and said, 
with the extreme of wonder in the tone of his voice, "Are 
all the Irish gentlemen like him?" 

“■ ' wish they were,” said Dc Lacy 


CHAPTER XXXll. 

COMTalHIXa MAXT SArlENT OBSERVATIONS ON FREWeiUlEN AND 
FRIOATES, ENQUSH El'BJECTS, FOREIQNEBS, ETC. 

When the captain had sufficiently satisfiecl his wander in 
looking at Rory’s vagaries, he ordered a return to the 

ao 
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frigate. With what delight did our liero jump into thd 
beat of the Coquette ! — though he lost his ib^tng when 
he alighted there, and broke his shins as he stumbled over 
her thwartsi “ Bad luck to thim for boats and ships 1 ” 
said Rory ; a man ought to have the legs of a cat, to 
keep his feet in tliiin.” One of the sailors caught hold of 
him, as he feared Ilory would go overboard from the rock¬ 
ing he caused in the boat, and desired him to sit down. 

*■' What 'a that you say ? ” said Ilory.— “ Aseeyez-vous.” 

“ You say what 

The sailor again spoke; and Ilory called out to De Lacy, 
who was coming over the side of the lugger “ Arrah, thin, 
will you tell me what this fellow is sthriving to say to 
me ? for tlie djvil a word he spakes I can make out; and 
luy heart’s broke with my shins, that 1 Lut over thi{p 
dirty lit'.le sates.” 

" He .s bidding you sit down,” said l)e Lacy, ‘'and di. 
so, or you may go overboard.'” 

“ Oh, that indeed ! ” said Ilory, sitting down. “Sure, 
if he towld me that at wanst, 1 ’d ba’ done it: but he wiiu 
jabberin' and mumblin’, that I could ii’t make him out. ’ 

“ You forget he's a Frenchman,’' said De Lacy. 

“ That’s thrue indeed, sir,” said-llory; “ and it’s wou- 
dherful how hard it it is fo'- these furriners to make theni- 
.selves undherstuj.” 

'Fhe boat was now pushed off; and Ilory looked uj> m 
D e Welskein, who stood in an attitude of tlicaii iial de¬ 
fiance frowning over the quarter at the whole boat .s eiew, 
Ilory took off bis bat, and, with a mocking salutation t.. 
the smuggler, shouted out, “ Oood mornin’ to you, Mr. 
Devilskin.” 

De Welskein wrapped himself up in the dignity of 
silence, and scowled after the barge, as she cleft the water 
and ca‘;t a silvery ripple behind her, in lu • course to the 
frigate, towards whicli the men pulled swiftly ; and every 
bound she inarle to the strokes of the bargemen seeined to 
excite Ilory s wonder, until he said to De Lacy, “ ^Yliat a 
lively Craytlmr she is ! — one ’ud think she was alive a’most, 
she jun^rs so sprjghtly !” 

“ Wait till you get on board the frigate, Ilory,” said Dc 
Lacy “.that’s what will surprise you.” 
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*' 'Faith, I 've beeu tiurpriscd enough where I was, and 
I don’t want any more o’ the same. I thought I’d be 
turned inside out fairly; and I suppose, if 1 was so bad in 
*1 small ship like owld Divikkin’s, that a big on% would kill 
me intircly." 

De Laey assured him to the contrary, and as they ap¬ 
proached tlie ship of war, pointed out to Rory her noble 
form and fine proportions, her graceful bows, her spread¬ 
ing yards and towering masts, and the beautiful and in¬ 
tricate tracery of her various cordage. — “ Is she not a 
beauty, Rory ? ” 

“ Ihvil a beauty I can see in her. nor in one like her!” 
-iaid Rory ; “ for afllier the tattliurin’ and tacrin’ I got 
cornin’ over the say, T’ll never say a gornl word for a ship 
iS long as I live, — and indeed that wou'd n’l be long if I 
was to be on hoard : anr' T hope, Mr. Oe Lacy, rt’s not 
you are to take up wia rijc sayfarin’ business.” 

“ Ko, no, Rory, — don’t be afraid : I’m only going to 
(tine on board tin; frigate with my friet.d here, who is her 
captain, and at night we ’ll go ashore.” 

“ On the land is it ? — Oh, Ood be praised ! but it’s 
1 ■)) be glad.” 

‘‘ In tlie rnean whilh, Rory, you will have time to tell 
no how it came to pars that you were on board the lugger.” 

“ Not with my own will, ’faith, I can tell you ! ” 

“ 1 thought as much; and was it De Welskein’s doing.?” 

‘‘ Tlu-oth, I don't know, — it was among thim all; — 
hut you see I had tlie misfortune to come across that dirty 
ficrulib.s, and " 

.Stop, Rory,” said De Lacy; “ here we are at the 
•ship's side — you must give me your story in full when 
we get aboard.’’ 

On reaching the deck of the frigate, Rory’s wonder was 
immense : the height of her masts, the mazes of her rig¬ 
ging, her great size, and h^r rows of guns, were, succes- 
.sivcly, objects of wonder to hiui,uinit a tap on the shoulder 
from De Lacy was required to arouse him from his state 
of entrauceinent. ^ 

“Weil, by gor! it is woudherful,” said R»ry: “I own it.” 

“Yousliall see all the wonders of a ship of war by 
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and-by," said De Lacy j *' but for the present, follow 'tic 
to the cabin, and tell me all the details of this strange ad¬ 
venture of yours, which has carried you over seas.” 

Rory folRjwed him below, and related, at length, the^ 
particulars of his meeting with Scrubbs — his becoming 
his gnide, his freeing De Welskein and his jiarty from the 
vault, and their capture of the collector and himself. 

" And is Scrubbs a prisoner bn board the lugger ” — 
"Snug,” said Rory. 

" And do you know why all this has been done 

" Not a one o’ me knows a word about it more than 1 
towld you." 

“1 am sorry all this has occurred—I'm afraid it may 
do mischief in Ireland ; — that such a rascal as the 
smuggler should dare to interfere in such idatteis ! — ’t,is 
too bad: — I’m very, very sorry for this." 

" So am I, ’faith,” said Rory ; “ and my heart’s brakin’ 
to think what tlie poor mother and Mary will suffer, noi 
knowin’ one word about what's become o’ me ! ” 

“ This collector being taken away will make a great, 
noise,” said De Lacy. 

“ Faix, he made a great noise himself when they wor 
takin’ him away ! And what do you intind to do 'about 
him, sir ? ” 

“ Nothing; it is not for him I care, but for the mis¬ 
chief hi.s disappearance will produce. But, since they 
have taken him away, the matter is as bad as it can be, for 
his being restored would not mend the matter; so they 
may do what they jdease with him, — But I want to con¬ 
sult with my friend here, Rory, about the best way of 
providing for your removal on shore.” 

"■ Sure you would n’t send me on shore, sir, without you 
were coinin’ too ! 'Faith, I’d rather stay at say with you, 
b^d as it is, than be on land without you.” 

1 ’m not going to make a separation between us Rory,” 
Dc Lacy : “ but, remember that we are on the shores 
of France, and your being a stranger, and particularly an 
English subject -” 

** * ^ mean English subject?”—“Yes, are you not so?” 

"By Jasns I’m not! I’m an Irishman, glory be to 
Laejd ! ” tTell, you ’re a foreigner at all events.” 
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** A furrip.ci ! i«t mt a furriner 1 — arrah Misther De 
Lacy, what do yoi; mane at all ? Bure you know I’m an 
Irishman, and no furriner." 

“ You are a foreigner here.” — “ ’Faith, I*'in not, it 'a 
thim that’s furriners." 

“ Well, you ’re a stranger, at least." — ” That I ’ll own 
to.” 

“Well, as a stranger in this country, it is necessary to 
contrive some means of protection for you,” 

“ Why, do you think I’m afeard ? — is it afeard of a 
parcel o’ little Frinchmin I’d be? ” — “ Oh, they arc not 
so little, llory.” 

“ Well, big or little, I don't value them a thraneen.’’ 

“ I know you ’re not afraid of any man, llory; but the 
protection of which I speak is regarding your legal safety, 
— for there are such things as laws, Rory.” 

“ Divil Bweeji thim for laws ! — they ’re always givin' 
people throuble, air.” 

“That cannot be helped, Rory. The captain and I 
must con.sull on the management of this affair, and in the 
mean time 1 will put you into the hands of a person who 
will show you all the wanders of the ship ; and as you 
have never been on board a man-of-war, it will amuse 
you.” 

Rory, accordingly, was entrusted to a person whom the 
captain ordered to the cabin, and to whose care Rory was 
especially entrusted. 

“You have no notion, Gustave,” said De Lacy to his 
friend when they were tete-a-tete, “ wliat a fine fellow that 
is ! —full of address, of courage, and fidelity, with a love 
of country and a devotion to its cause worthy of a hero; 
and yet he is but a simple Irish peasant.” 

“ And are they all like him ? ” 

“ lie is a sjiecimen of the best,” said De Lacy: “ but, 
take them all in all, they are a very superior people. And 
yet the Helot of the Spartan was not a more degraded 
slave than the poor Irish peasant is made by his task¬ 
masters ; — worse than the Helot; for he was a slave by 
the law of the land, and the law which jvas cruel^cnough 

make him so was at least honest enough to avow it; but 



dte poor Irishman is mockod with the name'of fteeman — 
^^ile the laws of the land are not the same for him ae for 
hfa more favoured fellow-subjects.” 

That will soon be mended,’* said the captain, " when 
the expedition is ready.” 

" I am deli^nted to hear you say,” said De Lacy, “ that 
there is some appearance of action going forward.” 

" There is a good deal of bustle in the morine, at least,” 
said Gustave ; “ and same of our best line-of-battlc tire 
fitting out in other ports, I understand." 

“ Good ! ” said ^ Lacy. “ I must hasten tp Paris, to 
lay before the Directory my report of the state of Ireland, 
as well as for some more tender affairs than armaments 
and invasions.” 

“ Ha, ha! Pour les ^atix yeux de Mademoiselle. ” — 
“ Certainly.” 

“ Nothing like it ! ” said Gustave : "love an war for 
ever 

“ A charming creature, Gustave ! Do you remember 
Adele Verbigny ? ” * 

Adele Verbigny ? ” said the officer, repeating the 
name in a tone that was not pleasing to Do Lacy. 

" Why do you echo the name so ? ” asked the lover. 

“ Merely from surprise;” said the captain — "for I did 
not know you were tender in that quarter.” 

De Lacy said no more on the subject of his love, for 
there was something in the manner of his friend when he 
spoke of it that he liked not, — too slight, for words to 
define, but which the delicate perceptions of the'lover are 
ever alive to as gunpowder to the spark. Instead therefore 
of pursuing the tender topic, De Lacy consulted with the 
naval officer the best means of securing Rory’s safety when 
he should go ashore. " If he were near my own regi¬ 
ment,” said De Lacy, " I could manage it well enough, 

hy enrolling him in it: but as it is-” 

Leave that to me,” said the sailor: “if you’re not 
your regiment, I’m on board my ship, and can 
t^e matter for you." 

Tifb’t let him remain here, mon ami — thanks to you 
yfeur offer of protection, but I know it would grieve 
:|Uin to he parted from me.” 



" I don’t mean him to be separated from his friend>' 
said the captain. “ He ^all have a sailor’s dress, and a 
discharge from my ship as if be had been one of (be 
crew; and that will be protection sufficieDt.’' ^ 

“ Good,” said De Lacy ; "nothing can be better." And 
the captain gave orders for a suit of sailor’s clothing to be 
provided for Rory. 

He in the mean time was being conducted over the ship 
by the captain’s appointed guide, who spoke some half- 
dozen words of English, whidi he made go as far as he 
could with Rory; but that was not half far enough, for 
the inquisitive spirit wliich prompted his numerous ques¬ 
tions was an overmatcli for the English of his cicerone. 
M'benever Rory could not get an answer from him, he 
nsked any one else wlso was near him ; and the strange 
^.oaition in which lie found himtelf, for the first time in 
his life, amongst his own species, yet without means of 
oominuning with them, bothered Rory excessively : when 
he found English fail, he tried Irish, which was equally 
unsuccessful ; but still Rory did not give up the point — 
when English and Irish failed, he employed signs, and he 
anti the Frenchman became mutually pleased with each 
other’s expertness in pantomime. 

On Rory’s retuni to the cabin, De Lacy qnestioneil him 
as to his tour round the ship, with which Rory declared 
himself to be much delighted. 

Did you ever see any thing like t. before, Rory?” — 
■' Nothin’, sir — barrin' a bec-hive.” 

" How the douce can you liken a frigate to a bee-hive?” 

“ Bekaze every corner of it is made use of, and there's 
.'itch a jiower o’ people in it, and every body busy.” 

"Well done, Rory ! you've made out your simile, and 
you might carry it still farther : they can sting sometimes, 
and are often killed by the burning of brimstone." 

“ ’Faith, an’ you ’re fight enough, sir, about the Frinch- 
min not bein’ sitch little chaps as I thought they wor.” 

"■ You have seen some good stout fellows on board this 
ship, then ? ” 

" ’ Pon my conscience, very dacent boys ; and ^e cap¬ 
tain, there, is not an ill-lookin’ man at al?.” 



‘‘ What does he say of roe ? " asked the comroander, 
who perceived by Rory's expression of eye that he alluded 
to him. 

De Lacy repeated to him exactly Rory’s speech, and the 
captain enjoyed it extremely. 

" Then the French,” continued De Lacy, “ are not 
exactly what you conceived them to be, Rory ? ” 

" No, in throth : I always thought, and I dunna why, 
but I always did think, that Frinchmin was dirty, starved 
ottomi<?s — poor little yollow go-the-grounds, not the half 
of a man, but a sort of a spidhogitc." 

“ And what's a spidhogue, Rory ? ” 

“ Why, I can’t well explain to you : only, whenever 
one comes across a poor ill-begotten starved spidher of a 
craythur, we call him a spidhogue.” 

The captain was much amused on hearing of Rory' 
preconceived notions of Frenchmen, and his surprise at 
seeing them other than lie thought them ; and he requested 
De Lacy to interpret to him the most of his colloquy with 
the Irishman... 

The day was passed pleasantly enough to all parties on 
board the frigate ; and towards evening, De Lacy, accom¬ 
panied by Rory, attired in a sailor’s dress, wa.s rowed 
ashore, where the shelter of a quiet inn was sought for the 
night, and the next morning De Lacy, obtaining passport.s 
for himself and Rory, set out for Paris. 

Rory’s thousand and one strange observations as they 
proceeded often raised a smile on tlie lip of De Lacy, who, 
nevertheless, fell into ti'ains of musing as he drew nearer 
to his AdJile and conjured up anticipations of their meet- 
ing. Hut, mingling in all these drcam.s, was tlie remem¬ 
brance of the voice of his friend Gustave as he spoke of 
her; the tone in which he echoed the name of Adele 
dwelt upon his fancy and seemed of evil omen : it was the 
hoot of the owl from the turret of his hopes. 
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Ctiriu IH t'AHtS. 

RocnEFOuoAULD lays it down in his Maxims, that — 

0 - 

ON OAROE LONO'TEMFS SON EaSMIEa AltAWT QVANn ON N Ik 
TKEND FAS UN SECOND.’’ 

Which may be thus freely translated: 

Your first love most precious is reckon’d 
Until you have taken a second. 

And the same thing might be said of a glass of claret; 
the best judge'-, of that cool and gentlemanly Ireverage de- 
cCaring you cannot get the taste of it under half-a-dozen. 
AVhethcr the comparison holds between fits of love and 
glasses of claret as far as the half-dozen, I leave to per¬ 
sons more conversant with the subject and better able to 
decide. 

The keen and sarcastic Rochefoucauld wrote maxims of 
which the world has taken great pains to -prove the truth. 
Whether Adele Verbigny was profound in the “ moral re- ‘ 
fiections” of the witty Duke, is little matter; but if she 
were not, then with her, intuition superseded study. 

When Horace De Lacy left Paris for Irelanri, pretty 
little Adele thought of him a good deal for some time after, 
and even engaged on a piece of elaborate needlework to 
enscroll his name; wdiich w-ork, 1 believe, was then called 
“ tambour perhaps I am wrong, — but, at all events, 
famicijzr-work would have been very appropriate in any 
complimentary tribute to a soldier's name. But, whatever 
it was called, the work was begun; and Adele used to sit 
for hours and hours together, surrounded with long skeins 
of silk of all manner of colours, and beads of all manner 
of sizes, and gold thread, and Lord knows what else be¬ 
sides ; and there was a certain laurel wreath to encompass 
a scroll of the three letters she valued most in the whole 
alphabet, namely, H. D. L. — they were the initial letters 
of her hero’s name; and, with a nice litHe bit of French 



ind female ingenuity, she contemplated the intei-weaving 
of smaller letters after each initial, to express, as it were, 
the attributes of her lover ; so that die work when finished, 
would give to those who would be at the trouble of hunting 
the involve(! sentence through all its twistings and twining 
these words: 

Honnextr. Devotion. L’amoxir. 

She was enchanted at the thought, and worked very in¬ 
dustriously for three weeks; but as .she got on at the rate 
of about half a laurel-leaf a day, there was a good chance 
that a real tree might be grown in the time it would take 
to make the needlework chaplet, NeverthclesR, on she 
went, and though the canvass in the centre of her design 
was vacant, her imagination filled up the spr"c in the most 
beautiful colours, and twistings, and curvetings, that need!,* 
or fancy had ever worked or conceived, and she looked for¬ 
ward to the pleasure of interlacing H. D. L. in some 
months, and haiing the work ready to exhibit to her lover 
on his return. As she woiked her web, she thought of 
Penelope and Ulysses ; but, alas ! She and De Lacy were 
not married yp^ ,• and moreover, there were no lovers to 
‘ come and tease her from her fidelity. Now, although the 
first part of the comparison did not exist between her and 
Horace, the second part might ; and Adele was such a 
classic creature, that she almost wished to have the tempt¬ 
ation of a lover, that she might enjoy the triumph of 
fidelity. 

It was too charming a thought not to be put into exe¬ 
cution, and Adele got herself up in the character of Pe¬ 
nelope. 

Amongst those who indulged her in her classic whim v. as 
one who was a great admirer of tambour-work; and more¬ 
over, he could thread her needles admirably; tliis Raced 
Adele time, and drew her nearer to the delightful period 
when she might commence the initial scroll of H. D. L. 
Then he sang very pretty chamonneites ; and they were so 
lively, that Adele’s pretty little fingers moved more merrily 
to the npeasure and facilitated, her w4lrk prodigiously. They 
got on famously. Ad^e could not he so ungenerous as 



not to give a song m .retimes in rctarn : but hen were 
ways in the tender line, as they ought to have been, be¬ 
cause Horace was away; there was no nnbecommg levity 
about them — something in the simple and tender style of 

“ Oiseaux, tendre Z^phire, 

Vouloz-vous bien me dire 
La cause de mes soupirs?" 

— to say nothing of the iwlitoness of “ Foulex-wus Wen" 
to the birds. 

Well, Hippolyte Duller — for that was the name of the 
needle-threader — thought the tender songs of Ad^e far 
more beautiful than his lively chansonnettes, and so he 
took to the oiseaux and tendre Zephire style, and Adele 
declared 

“ Slie liked him stUI better iu that than his own.” 

And a thought occurred to them then, which they both 
were surprised did not occur to them sooner; which was, 
that their voices would go so well together : and so they 
look to singing duets — and very nicely they did them. 

All this time the embroider)' went On, and one day the 
threads got entangled underneath the work, and Hippolyte 
was asked for a helping hand to assist in disengaging them ; 
and in doing so, their hands came in contact under the 
frame very often, and AdMe never remarked before what a 
very soft, nice hand Hippolyte possessed; and, somehow 
or other, the work was in such terrible entanglement, that 
their hands went on poking and pulling for some minutes 
without the extrication of either the threads or their fingers, 
till at last Hipiiolyte fairly caught hold of Adele’s hand 
and gave it a tender pressure under the frame, while his 
eyes met her’s over it. And very pretty eyes Hippolyte had, 

— and indeed so had Ad^le, to do her justice ; and, with 
a look of the sweetest reproof, she said, “ Fi, done But 
it was singular, from that day forth, how provokingly fre¬ 
quent the entanglement of threads became, and how often 
Hippolyte was called on to assist in disengaging them. 

What could come of poor De Lacy having suclf a help¬ 
ing hand given to his piece of embroidery ? Why, that 



Adele found there was not. room for three letters in the 
centre of her laurel-wreath ; and so, instead of H. D. L., 
she could only entwine H. D. How singular ! they were 
the initials gf Hippolyte Duller ! 

They could not help remarking the coincidence, and the 
singularity too of his name, Delier, and he so clever in 
unloosing entanglements. “Helas!” said Adele senti¬ 
mentally, "you have untied more than threads,” as Hip¬ 
polyte knelt before her and declared himself her adorer. 

Madame Verbigny was of the same ojiinion as her 
daughter in the business ; for Hippolyte was on the spot, 
and De Lacy was absent; 

“ IjCh ahsena oni tovjovrs tort. 

Besides, De Lacy might be killed, and Adel't lose a match 
in refusing Hippolyte, who, as far as matches were com. 
cemed in another point of view, was a better one than De 
Lacy, for he had a strong friend in the Directory, and was 
looking forward to ])romotion beyond his present position, 
which was, even at the moment, one more advantageous 
than that of a captain of grenadiers. 

So Hijtpolyte was received as a declared lover, and wii.*; 
sitting with the faithful Adele a few days before their 
marriage, when, to Adele’s unutterable surprise, the door 
of the chamber opened, and De Lacy rushed towards her 
with extended arms. 

Adele screamed and fainted, and the two gentlemen did 
all gentlemen could do to restore her. M'hile in her slate 
of insensibility (feigned or real), the bearing of Hippolyte 
was such fts to make De Lacy wish he would not take so 
much trouble ; and the sound of his friend Gustave’s voice 
crossed his memory like an echo from the nether world. 

The first object that met Adze’s opening eyes, was De 
Lacy kneeling beside hej. 

" Adele — my own AdMe !” said the soldier. 

" How altered you are I” said Adfelc, looking coldly on 
his face. 

" Altered ! ” echoed De Lacy. “ Good Heaven ! Ad&Ie, 
arc you, altered ? ” 

" IVhat a fright the smallpox has made of vou ! ” said 
the Parisian. 



De Lacy fdt an iiough a bolt of ice bad been shot 
through him, and gazing upon the woman he adored, with 
a look that might have made the most callous feel, he was 
about to speak ; but he had only uttered her jiame, when 
Adele thought the safest game to play was another faint, 
and screaming as gracefully as she could, she dropped off 
again into speechlessness. Her mother came to the rescue, 
and declared the poor child’s feelings w'ould be the death of 
her some time or other. 

Monsieur,” said she to Hippolyte, " be so good as to 
take care of her a few minutes, while I speak to this gen¬ 
tleman : ” anj.1 she beckoned De Lacy from the room. 

AV^liat their conversation was, it is needless to record ; 
hut Rory O’Move remarked on De Lacy’s return to the 
hotel, tliat h'-s aspect betrayed deep dejection ; while 
\.iingling with the sadness, traces of fierce determination 
were visible. The eye was clouded and the c^jeek was 
pale ; but the knitted brow and cothpressed lips be¬ 
tokened a spirit brooding over more than melancholy 
thoughts. 

Rory could not repress his anxiety, and when De Lacy 
bail elosed the door of his chamber, asked him what was 
the matter. 

De Lacy drew his hand across his forehead, and paced 
up and down the room. 

“ I hope there’s nothin’ found out, sir ? ” said Rory. 

“Found out!” said De Lacy. “Yes, Rory, I have 
found out something!” and he shook his head sorrow¬ 
fully, 

“ Tare an’ ouiis ! I hope they ’re not angry wid you 
for bringin’ me up here ? Sure, if they wor, I’d quit 
this ininit’.” 

“ No, Rory, no. Ask me no more now :'t is only some 
private grievance of my own.” 

“ Rad luck to thim for fretting you, and you cornin’ all 
this way to see thim ! And won’t they come over to hel^) 
as, afther all ? " 

“ You ’ll know more to-morrow, Rory : leave me for to¬ 
night. Be stirring early to-morrow morning, for«l shall 
want you.” 

Rory left the room puzzled and unsatisfied. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

SHOWINO UOW KXW 2NZMIES AftlSE OUT OF )I.I> LOVES. 

I’he last chapter began with a maxim ; ai d for fear one 
chapter should be jealous of another, this shall be lieadetl 
with a maxim also ; — 

WHEN A GENTLEMAN IS KOBEEU OF ftlS HEAKt's TIIKASURF., THE 

LEAST AN» ALSO THE GREATEST SATISTALTION HE CAN ENJOY, 

IS TO HAVE A SHOT AT THE FELLOW VI HO ROBS Hljt. 

And tliat is as good a maxim as ever Rochefoucauld 
wrote. 

Now De Lacy could not have a shot at Hip, olyte, because 
pistols were not the fashion in Paris in those days for the 
settling qf such affairs ; but he might run hini through the 
body with steel inftead of lead: and this difference in the 
exchange of the metallic currency in honourable commerce 
makes no difference in the satisfaction which gentlemen 
either give or take in such transactions. 

On leaving the liouse of his false fair one, De Lacy pro¬ 
ceeded to find a friend to whom he might entrnts the 
business of inviting Monsieur Hippolyte Delier to take a 
morning walk in the environs of the Place Louis Quinze, ; 
and there was little difficulty in the search, for chance threw 
in his way a brother officer who undertook the duty W'ith 
alacrity. The meeting was arranged, and the next morn¬ 
ing De Lacy’s friend called upon him in his way to the 
place of rendezvous. 

“ Why liave you this strange-looking sailor in attendance 
on you?" said Captain Sangchaud as he looked at Rory in 
wonder when they turned into the strcc^t. 

De Lacy explained to his friend who Rory was, and wli^ 
he boj c the habit of a sailor. “ And my object in making 
him accomjrany us is, that in case 1 should fall, I enjoin 
you, Sangchaud, by our compauiotisbij) in avm.s, to take 
care of him ; and if you cannot get him back to Ire¬ 
land, ha»’e him with you in your own regiment, — .and 
a finer fellow you imve never knovm in your e.xperience ” 
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stinted it! ” 
enougti. 


On eetting a view the Tuileties, Rory, who did not 
interrupt the converKation hitherto, could not resist asking 
De Lacy what was the name of the building. 

T your pardon, Misthor De Lacy,* but whose 
TTouse is that ? ” — “ That was the house, Rory, — 

and called the Tuiloiies ; it was a palace. 

"A palace, is it, sir .> Dear me! what a pity they 
■'Stinted, Rory? Why, I think t is large 

Yes, it’s mighty big, but, sure, one 'ud think a palace 

wouhl be stinted in nothing.” 

“And in what do you think it stinted. 

“ Bekaze, sir, it looks like as if there was a scarcity o 
stone when they built it, and a grate plenty o’ wood and 
slates ; for it mostly roof and windows. 

<■ Come on ! ” said Sangchaud ; “ we must be fir.st on 

the ground.” r 

On reaching the appointed place, h“ drew a pair ot 
sivords from a case which lie had earned under liis arm ; 
and on seeing them, Rory opened his eyes very wide, and 
touchiiig De Lacy on the elbow, he said, “ 1 are an ouns 
sir, what are you goin’ to do?"—“ lo hghl a duel, 

T, 

"“^A jewel is it! — to fight a jewel ! and you 
as good'friends with tlie man the mi nit belorc. Oh, my 

" dc Lacy could not forliear a smile at Rory’s idea that it 
was with his second he was going to fight, and explained 
the matter to him. 

“ "Well it was no woiidher 1 thought so, any how, when 
I did not see any one else for you to fight with. And what 
are you goin’ to fight for, sir, if I might he so bowld to 

"""“I cannot tell you now, Rory but 1 have-hrought 
you with me to imt yon under the care of my Inend hen, 
Captain Sangchaud, who will look to you in case any thing 

haiitieiis to me. m- ,i , 

^'’^God forbid hurt or harm would come to you, INhsilitr 

DeLaeyl—And to think o’ me, too, when vcfir own 

life sin danger ! Oil, Goil, bless you — God bless you . 
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— you ‘ve the kind heart and the good heart, and the 
divil a fear o' you in tlie fight, for the angels will watch 
over you, that thought of watchin’ over me in the sthrange 
Hlace." . 

De Lacy turned %side to hide the glistening of his eye“3l 
the poor fellow’s thought. 

“ Feel this," said S^gchftud, handing him one of the 
swords. “ Do you like it ’’ 

Yes,” said De Lacy, "'this will do—it is well 
balanced : llie blade is a little more bent than 1 like.” 

"All the better in giving tierce over the arm,” said 
Sangchaud. 

“ I know ’tis so considered by your most accomplished 
swordsmen ; but I would rather have tliis," said De Lacy, 
handling the other .sword and looking altcng the blade. 
They are both very good tools, — but this for me.” 

‘‘You're wrong," said Sangchaud. “You fight at a 
disadvantage witfl it, in comparison to that which I hold. 
However, you '11 soon be able to judge for yourself of the 
one you’ve got, for I see our men are coining. H'ill you 
have tile blade I recommend — do.” 

“No,” said De Lagy, “this is handier to me." 

“ Well, as you like ; but the other is far the tnore killing 
of the two.” 

Ilippolyle and his'friend were soon on the ground, and 
no time was lost in the parties engaging. Rory was on the 
alert all the time, watching every tlirust and parry, and 
making exclamations as the various vicissitudes of the 
combat suggested. Many a “ whoo ! " and “ hurroo ” he 
uttered wlieneve* he fancied his friend’s adversary gave 
way ! and at length, when he saw him niaiiifcstly stagger 
before a lunge from his foe, he shouted, “ By the powers, 
you ’re into him! ” 

DeliCr hail received a smart wound in the sword arm, 
which rendered further figliting impossible ; and De Lacy 
and Ills second, making a formal salute to the discomfited 
party, left the ground. 

“ Long life to you, sir! ” said Rory : “ sure, I knew 
you 'dvget no hurt; but, indeed, while you wor poking at 
each other with them dirty little bits o’ swords, 1 was 
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wishin’ it was a taste o’ blackthorn you had in vour fist: 
for there’s more diplndince in it tlian in 
little skivers.” 

“ What ! wood against steel, Rory ! ” 

' “Ay, indeed.— 1 ’d never ask to ale another bit, if I 
would n’t give a fellow with one o’ them toasting-forks as 
fine a lickin’ us ever he got, if I had a choice bit o’ timber 
about me.” 

Sangchaud all this time was tying up his swords; 
and when he had done so, he tucked them under his 
arm in a very business-like manner, but did not seem half 
satisfied. 

“You’ve but a ])oor opinion of my swordsmanship, I 
see, Sangi’haud,” said De Lacy. 

“ No.” aiis.cered the c.aptain. “You made some very 
y.retty j)asses and jrarries ; but 1 wish your adversary had 
taken a little more away with him. 

“ He has only got a flesh wound, ’t'is true,” said De 
Lacy. 

“Yes.” said his friend, and that’s all becau.sc you 
wouldn’t fight with the blade I recommended. You put 
in your thrust very well ; but that blade you eliose is the 
least thought too straight; if it had been the other, you’d 
have been under his ribs.” 

“ Petlnaps ’t isf’better as it is,” said De Lacy: “ 1 have 
escaj)ed iiaving a death to answer for.” 

“ Well, let us go to breakfast now,’’ said Sangchaud. 
“ Nothing gives a m.an a better appetite than a little morn¬ 
ing exercise of this description.” 


CHAPTER XXXV. 


SHOWING now iisitrei. oi.n i.ovK-i.KTTr.Ks aki: iv coi.n wr.\T!iKii. 


On returning to his lodgings De Lacy found a )ia»iei di¬ 
rected to lum lying on his table: on breaCiiig the ^eal he 
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perceived the contents consisted of his letters to Adele, 
under convoy of a note from her mother. That philosophic 
individual wrote as follows : — 

“ Our affections are not our ouin, — ■ *’ 

“ No, indeed,” thought De Lacy ; — “ they are atijr 
body's who asks you for them." 

" My child has been influenced by the destinies which rule 
the affairs of the heart. —" 

“ When peo[))e behave so ill as to have no other ex¬ 
cuse, they' always lay the blame on destiny," continued 
the lover. 

“ Sentiment to a woman, is what honour is to a, man : 
without it life would he worthless. 

“ Permit me to assure you 

“ Of the highest cOn,sideration of 

“ C. VerhUjny." , 

“ Wh at folly and falsehood ! " exclaimed De Lacy, as 
he crushed the scroll in his feverLsh hand, and flung it 
from him. De then sat down, and looked with mingled 
sorrow and humiliation on the pile of paj)ers which lay 
before him. 'I'liere is not perhaps any thing in this world 
produces a more painful feeling than to eoi;tem})i<ite the 
evidences of our former affection returned to us in the 
moment of indifference: (lupid does not like to eat Ins 
words, any more than another gentleman. And in De 
Lacy's case it was the more galling, for he still clung 
dearly to the memory of his love thougli he loved no more. 
To dissever the ties that hold the heart, leaves a pang be¬ 
hind long after the blow has fallen ; for with one’s feelings 
as with one’s nerves, a morbid action exists after am[>uta- 
tion. When a mutual mouldering of affection has taken 
place, and stich temler mementos as lovcrletters are re¬ 
turned, then, after the first gulp you make to swallow your 
annoyance or your shame, you can throw them into the lire 
to feed other flames than those they were intended for ; but 
where only one party is untrue, how bitter are the records 
of unreijuited affection ! 

Letter after letter De Lacy turned over — and sometimes, 
as a peculiar phrase, or place,named met his eye, the time 
and the circumsvances connected with them would arise, 
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and his young*heavt H; d •'he bitter experience to see fancy’s 
fond creations crumble before the witliering touch of reality. 
And amongst tiiesc jiapers were some poems. One in 
particular caught his eye: it was a metrical ti'ifle he had 
i#ane in some of his first hours of courtshiji, when, in the 
light badinage that is employed in the earlier skirmishes 
between beaux and belles, Adelc answered a charge of De 
Lacy’s that she was iickle, by her telling him that he was 
rolagc. “ Do you not know,” said she, “ what the wea¬ 
thercock said to the wind ? Vi vow.v ne clium/ez pan, jc nuus 
ronstaute.” 

Pe Lacy was pleased with the conceit, and presented her 
with a song derived from the subject; and there it lay 
Iwfore him, the evidence of his first hours of love, surviving 
the passion wLciice it sprang. 

THIC WIND AND TIIK WLATUKllCOCK. 

The smnioer «in,i li^htlv was playing 
Ilomui the Iraftieiiienl high of the tow'r. 

Where a varie, like a lady wa-. staying,— 

A lady rane perehki in her huw’r. 

To pee;> viiuml the cnnier the sly wind would try : 
lJut vanes, yon Know, never look in the wind's e^'c ; 

And so slie kept itirning .shyly away ; — 

Tlius the;, keju playing all through the day. 

The suuiiner wind .said, “ .She's i’oi|uettlng ; 

But each helk* ha.s her point.s to In' found ; 

Before evening, 1 'i! venture on heti.ing, 

She will not then//«, hut ctmn: round." 

So he tried from the east, and he tried from tlie west, 

And the nunli and the south, to try which was best; 

But still she kejit turning shyly away ; — 

Tints tliey kept Jtlaying all through llie day. 

At evening, her hard heart to .softeti. 

He .siiid, “ Yon 're a flirt, ] aiii Mne: 

But if vainly you’re changing so often, 

No lover you ’ll ever .Secure.’’. 

“ Sweet sir,” .said the v'ane, “ it is you Tvho begin : 

When gou ch.inge so often, in me 'tis no sin. 

If you cease to flutter, and steadily sigh, 

And only he con.stant— I’m sure so will I.” 

' She hath reversed tlie image,” thoughf Dc Lacy,^sadly 
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an he turned over the poem — “ a hard reverse for me I 
Oh, Adele ! thou wert better fitted to play the weather¬ 
cock, than 1 the wind! for I changed not, and thou 
hast turned,— Thou hast, indeed, been, la girouette I ” 
— Still he pursued a revisiojf of the papers, and anguisj'; 
ever sjiraug most keenly from the word that had formerly 
given most pleasure: — as the same flower contains poison 
as weU as honey. 

He continued to lift letter by letter from the parcel, 
until one met his eye on whose back the fair recipient had 
been tryiiig her j)en; and it was manifest the experiment 
was maile not in answer to one of his letters; for there 
stood in hateful evidence “ nion clwr Hippolgtc.” 

De Lacy sprang to his feet, stung to the heart by this 
proof of worthlessness; and as he clasped his brow wiih 
the energy of agony, exclaimed, “and could no othet 
place be found to write his name than on the letter I had 
written! False one ! — false one I (lursed be this evi¬ 
dence of my credulity ! Let it feed the flames ! ” and he 
flung it fiercely on the fire, and continued one by one to 
throw others to the blaze, in rapid succession, while lie 
pursued his painful train of thought. 

“ Who may believe a woman again } She whose love 
made her eloquent, in whom pas.sion was the jtarent of 
poetry ; she wHo seemed to think not after the fashion of 
ordinary mortals, but whose ideas appeared to flow from an 
exhaustless fountain of fancy over which purity held guard- 
ianshij): she — she to prove false ! who a thousand times 
said, she desired no happier fate than to share my lot 
whatever it might be; who would follow me to the camp 
or the battle-field, the prison or the scafliikl! — Oli! 
Adele I — Adeic !’’ 

His hand was arrested in the work of destruction, by 
seeing the title of some verses he was about to consume. 

“ 'The Land of the West.” 

He ptiuscd ; — “ Ay, 1 remember ; — here is what my 
fond heart poured out when you said so." And he bit hia 
lip whMe he read 
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Oh, some to the West, love, — oh, come there with me; 

’Tis a sweet land of verdure that springs from the sea. 

Where fair I’leiity smiles from her emerald throne 
Oh, come to the West, and 1 ’ll make thee my (fwn! 

I ’ll guard thee, I ‘11 tend thee, I ’ll love thee (he hcst. 

And you ’ll say (here’s no land like the land of the West! 

The South has its roses and bright skies of blue, 

But ours aie more sweet with love’s own changeful hue — 
Half sunshine, half tears, like the girl 1 love best; — 

Oh ! vvhat is the South to the beautiful West! 

Then cotne to the West, and the rose on thy mouth 
Will he sweeter to me *.hau the llow’rs of the South ! 

The North has its snow-tow’rs of dazzling array. 

All sparkling with gems in the ne’er-setling-day : i 
'f’here the h orni-king may dwell in the hulls he loves best. 

But the soft-hreathing Zephyr he plays in the West. 

Then come there rrith me, where no et»!d wind doth blow, 

And thy neck will seem fairer to me than the snow. 

The .Sun in the gorgeous East chaselh the night 
When he riseth, refresh’d, in his glory and might! 

But where doth he go when he seeks his sweet rest ? 

Oh ! doth lie not haste to the beautiful West ! 

Then come there with me ; ’t is the laud I love best, 

’T is the land of my sires !— ’t is my own darling A\'est ! 

'[’lie love of country expressed in the concluding lines 
went to r.)e Lacy’s heart, and the sacred .sentiment bore 
hiihn to the bosom of the deserted lover. “ Ves,” he said, 
‘‘ my country, ail tny love is now yours ! False one ! 
false one ! ” and he clutched all the pajiers that lay before 
him, and flung them on the blazing wood upon his hearth. 
“ 'There — tltere perisli those records of my folly and my 
faitli. AForthlcss woman! thy foot, that 1 had hoped 
should have kept pace with mine until they both tottered 
to the grave, — thy foot .shall never press the green sham¬ 
rocks of my native land — the land that shall soon, joon be 
free, — my own sweet Ireland, my own darling AFest! ” 
And, with an cnthu.siasm pardonable in his excited mood, 
he kissed the words as he read them ; and foliling the 
paper, he placed it next his heart, and said, “^Irel^nd! now 
my love is all thine own ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 


THE niSAErMETEl) ENTHIiSIAST COOLS HOWE, AE1> IIOIIY fALIS 
INTO A STILANGE ItELlUlOUS EKKOH. 


])k Lacy (iiiittccl I’liiis in a few days, and hastened to tlie 
norlheri) coast, wlicre the army was concentrating in great 
force, as it was iiclievcd, to make a simultaneous invasion 
of England and Ireland as soon as winter was ovtr. 

The troops were often inspeclet! by Napole'tin Bonaparte, 
to whom the Directory were anxious to entiust some im¬ 
portant con.niand, to get liini out of Paris, for they dreaded 
the presence of the gem-ral so near the seat of covernment, 
who, at that moincot, was the darling of tlia peojile, and 
little short of worshipped, after his wonderful connucst of 
Italy. They feared his lowering tenipi'r and popularity 
miglit jirove'ineouvenieiil; for Bonajiartc, just then, ojieniy 
complained of not being enijiloyed, and neeused the Direc¬ 
tory of being desirous of having him forgotten, — for iio 
man knew belter lliau he liow short-lived is jiopularity, and 
tliat any amount of fame heconies profitless wliieh has not 
a periodical increase. .-\iid then it was, his secret scheme 
for the coiKjuest of Egypt became engendered, and the 
gorgeous dream of fi.uiiding an Eastern empire ojieued on 
his daring and ambitious spirit. So, while he indulged the 
popular belli f that an invasion to the North was in prepa¬ 
ration, his views and hopes were ail directed to the South. 
In the mean time, however, his visits to the Army of the 
North were continued, aiid the organisation of his force.' 
was conducted on the shores of the British Channel, whert 
he knew their jiresencc would retain the Englitsh navy until 
the proper season arrived for inarching them to the coast ol 
the l\le<litcn aiiean, where the absence of a hostile fleet was 
so important. 

During the entire winter, De Lacy and Tone, and other 
Irish emissaries looked forward to the opening spiring for 
the realisation of all their hopies and labours in a descenf 
upon iQiland ; but bitter was their disappointment and 
di^ their despai, wlten the order for thfe whole armament 
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to march southward a rived in the niontii of April. As 
yet it was unknown what was the destination of the Army 
of the North ; hut it was enough for the liish refugees to 
know it was not for Ireland. l)c Lticy’.s ,heart sank ; 
■i.-o well as those of others ; but sorrow soon gave place to 
indignatioir when Tone informed him that lie and other 
Irish delegates had had an interview with Bonajiarle, and 
that every hoite for Ireland was gone for the jiresent.^^ 

“■ You saw him, then ? said l)e Lacy. — “ Ves,” an¬ 
swered Tone. 

“ What did he say ? ” — “ Not inuch.'’ 

“ The (-'orsican is short of speech,' said l)e Lacy. 

“ ^ eSj’" answeretl Tone j aitd i wish 1 could say, in 
the idiom of our country, ‘ short anil .sweet: but it was 
far from that 

■ “ ’What was the objection " — “ Nr,t one: there was 

no diiei't reason gi'en (igiuimt the undertaking, but a ma¬ 
nifest disinciuialion to engage in it; and it seemed to me 
there was some hidden preference to some other enter[)ria<' 
which usurptcl dominion itver his wishes- i may say, his 
reason, for he had not a shadow of argument to advance 
tor abaiuUining tliC Irish project." 

“ Did he say nothing?” — “1 wish he had said nothing, 
rather llian what he did say. If he hail made a downright 
oojeeiion that one eoiild have met and argut dont wilit him, 
i would have been content—and, 1 hepe, content even 
thougii 1. had heeii beaten in the argunicnt. But no-— 

_nut a word of argument, hut — it-hal do you think? 

^ said d’onc. hccoining excited as he spoke. — ” 1 can t con¬ 
ceive," said De Lacy. 

“ \\ by, only fancy —only imagine, De Lacy, my indig¬ 
nation, wiien on niy urging Ireland as an itltject of im¬ 
portance, he replied, ‘ Ireland has done all lor us we can 
expect or want: she has made a diversion in our favour.’ 
_Dv G_d ! the very words! — a divtrtsioii in our fa¬ 
vour.' Fancy this I — a diversion ! Oh, my poor coun- 
• try ! that he who ought to light the cause of freedom, and 
' bli»j^W£r to do so, should give such an answer, and so treat 
' a suffering laaople, and make a diversion of you ! Curse 
■ him ! ' 




S28 


ROBT OMOKE. 


" It is too bad,” said'De Lacy : “ but pcrltaps the Di¬ 
rectory -” 

“Are in the same cue,” said Tone; “^thcy handed me 
over to Bonjparte.” 

“ AVas there no word of argument for present delay f 
— “Not one.” 

“ Nor of future hope ? ” —“ Not a syllable; the laconic 
Corsican, after having made his diversion of poor Ireland, 
gave us our cnvge." 

“This is very hard, after all the expectations raised.” 

“ Hard ! — it is infamous ! ” said Tone. “ 1 cannot 
forgive him for it — and may just Heaven that sees him 
turn unheedingly from the cry of a suffering nation, throw 
the crime into the balance against him, aud may it weigh 
heavily! A’^es! may he live to remember ..nd cur.se the 
hour he refused to make Ireland his friend, and finds hn 
his enemy ! ” 

The words were uttered with the fervour of national 
imlignation and the spirit of prophecy ; for on the field 
of AA'^aterloo, Ireland v:<is his ejicrny, anti her son Ids 
conqueror. 

The conversation was continued between Tone and Do 
Lacy in this sjtirit of bitterne.5s and regret, until Tone, 
having exhausted his fury and his lamenlations, retired. 

AA'hen alone, De Lacy went over all the circumstances 
of his various disappointments since his return to h'ranee, 
in a very disconsolate mood. “ Is there no truth, nor 
virtue, nor principle in the world ? " said he to himself^ 
“ Here are those in power on whose lips the word free¬ 
dom ’ is the very Janitor; they open them but to breathe 
the blessed |Ound, an<l yet the word is desecrated by their 
use of it; they refuse aid to the most injured and sufl’eriiig 
people on the face of the earth. Shame, shame ! they 
forget the cause of freedom now, and substitute comiucst 
in it[i place. I fear me, it is not of peace and freedom 
they think, hut war and dominion : they seek less to cul¬ 
tivate the olive than the laurel. — AVell — I suppose I am 
not the only disappointed enthusiast. — And then the new 
extravSgance of the Directory. AVhen they were in theii 
most formidable position, they had a small room, with bare 
walls, a few chairs, one table, a writing-desk, and as much 
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pen, ink, and paper as served them. But now, they have 
.suites of apartments, splendid hangings, bureaus, fauteuils, 
&c.; and tlieir banquets, concerts, balls, and assemblies 
are conducted on a scale of lavish expenditure, resembling 
father the monarchy which has been overturned, titan suited 
to the moderate measures of republican resources. I fear 
me, there is more of talk than reality in the patriotism 
and the freedom, the virtue and the fidelity, the sentiment 
and sincerity, of this headlong peoj>le# And yet they have 
done glorious things — deeds never to be forgotten ! But 
I fear success intoxicates those who rule in their councils, 
and that the high and noble aspirations which first achieved 
and maintained their lilH“rty .arc aljout to be lost in national 
vanity; and, mayhap, her victories, hitherto won in the 
fight of freeiloiii, may engender a thirst of glory, fatal to 
tne cause whence it sprang, and Liberty may yet perish 
under the very arms .she made victorious.” 

With the same spirit in which he viewed public affairs, 
be looked upon liis private concerns. When he remem¬ 
bered all tlie vows and sentimentality of the girl he loved 
so truly, and contrasted her falsehood with his unpretending 
affection, he felt shame for her unblushing frivolity and his 
own sanguine credulity. In every way h<ad liis liopes been 
deceived ; and with the sudden reaction to which enthusi¬ 
astic natures are ])roiio, he began to distrust with as much 
liaste as lie had believed, aixl disgust rapidly succeeded 
admiration. 

“ In great things, or in small, they arc alike ! ” thought 
l)c Lacy: “ be it tltc destiny o4 a nation or an affaire du 
emir, ’t is all the same, — you cannot depend upon them.” 

So great did his repugnance become to joining the army 
when its destination was not for Ireland, that he determined 
to relinquish the prol'ession of arms for the present, rather 
than march to the South, and preferred returning to Ire¬ 
land, as lx;st he might, to remaining in the Jountrylwhere 
all his hopes had been so grievously disappointed. It was 
in this'spirit a certain ietter reached him, announcing the 
dangerous illness of his only surviving uncle, and requesting 
his immediate presence. His relative resided at Bordeaux, 
and De Lacy lost no time in obeying the*request conveyed 
in the letter wliich was, at the particular moment, in ac- 
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cordance witli his ulteribr views, as Bordeaux was the moat 
likely port whence he could find his way hack to Ireland. 

De Lacy was well provided witli funds; for his uncle 
was a rich ^nd also (as does not always hapjien) a sensible 
man, and know that a captain of grenadiers, however %?Ptl 
he might march, could not make his way I'roin Normandy 
to Guienne without money, and tlie letter whieli demanded 
his presence also coiiveyeil the means of speedy conveyance 
thither. 

It would be foreign to the main interest of llie story to 
dwell on the journey of De Lacy to Bordeaux, in the 
course of which the dozens of *• wonders per day wljieJi 
Ivory uttered at every thing novel which slvink liiin would 
amuse, it is true ; but as it would retard the (iiii cf course 
of the narrative, it is letter to post on to Ikirdea ux with 
as little delay as possible. • 

H hen De Lacy readied that celebrated enviri.n wliielt 
is to he for ever venerated as the birilijil.ice of tiie cool and 
fragrarit wine so well calculated for tliose who lia\e jilenty 
of money and lei.snre — for, decidedly, you must notliurry 
a man with his claret;—when lie itaelied Boideaux, I 
say, he hastened to the house of his unele, uitli that iini- 
ver.sal eagerness which young .soldieis pdierally exhiliit to 
indulge the nejicti.'-in of elderly geiitieineii who haveionu'- 
thiiig more than tlieir blessing to leave behind .iheiii. 

The disease of tlic uncle, though sure to tinninate fa¬ 
tally, was of a character to haflle inedieal skill in predietiiiu 
the length of its course, and the old inaii lingeied on with 
a tenacity of life which si^prisetl his pliy.siciaiis. 

AVhile he lay in this uncertain state, the news readied 
France of the outbreak of the rebellion in Inland, and De 
Lacy’s impatience to reach the scene of action became ex¬ 
treme; but his uncle’s state of health, as well as the old 
man’s advice and requests, forbade it He represented 
that ^ single %rm could not strengtlieii the cause, and added 
his fears that without fereign aid tlic struggle could not 
terminate favourably to De Lacy’s wishes, — and in case 
«f fai^, how much more prudent to remain absent when 
the in^idual aid was so disproportioned to the individual 
ridi 
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Ob, Lf every oiitf thought of risk, tvlare would all 
the boldest and noblest achievements of history be?” said 
De Lacy. 

“ Were you on the spot, my boy, I would not counsel 
you" io be a dastard: but as chance has so ordefed it that 
you are absent at the time, rush not into such terrible peril. 
Besides, you are my only living relation — you must not 
leave me to die alone, witli stranger hands to close ray eyes 
in a strange land.” 

De Lacy returned the jiressurc of his uncle’s band, but 
still he burned to be in Ireland at the moment. 

The eagerness was extreme with which he sought for 
intelligence tfiencc, tlnongli every channel ingoiuity could 
suggest or money procure, A''ariiiits and uncertain were the 
rumours receivfii at that distance relating to the struggle, 
and his life was a state of fever while it remaineil^unde¬ 
cided. 'fins lasted ail through the sunimer ; but in the 
uutuniii intelligence arrived of the total overthrow of the 
iiisnrgents, and his iinjiatieiice yvas then changed to despair. 
Sliortly after, his uncle died, and De Lacy became the 
iidiciitor of his proja'i'ty. This was not large, for his 
uncle's iiicmne was derived principally from mercantile 
jmrsuits, and the realised wealth was not extc'tisive, — the 
principal portion of it consisting of a small property in 
Ireland, the proceeds of which reached France aimnally 
by an agency coininmiicuting through a neutral country. 

This circinnstance decided De lacy in his course of 
condiic-t. lie determined to return to Ireland, retire to his 
little pro])crty, form around liiin a circle of dependants 
V horn he should render faithful and attached by kindness, 
and as the chance was past of bettering their political posi¬ 
tion, be would at least make their conditioti less wretched 
by affording them the protection and relief of which he 
had witnessed their want. If he could not prove a patriot 
on a grand scale, he would become a benefactor on a small. 
“ And, after all,” said De Lacy I have been so dii^usted 
widi the show and not the .substance of noble feelings here, 
that I begin to doubt the possible existence of the state of 
things I have contemplated — or ‘perhaps 1 had better say, 
beamed of: my hopes, like Astraea, ^ust^ fly back to the 
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heaven whence they oame,. when the vvorthlosaness of earth 
has affrighted diem ; and as 1 cannot achieve the freedom 
I desire for my countrymen, 1 will return amongst them, 
and at least make their condition more endurable by spread¬ 
ing comfort and kindness as widely as 1 can round inyicwn 
immediate centre. And now, when the supremacy of the 
dominant party is established, perhaps their security may 
engender a forbearance to their less fortunate fellow-sub¬ 
jects, which will render society not so intolerable as when 
I left them; and if men cannot enjoy equal rights, they 
will at least be permitted to live unmolested.” 

It was with these moderate ex|)ectatious lie Lacy looked 
forward to a return to Ireland, whicli he in tended to effect 
by the Sw’edisli ship (early sjtoken of in our story) which 
traded between Dublin and Bonleaux ; av/l havitig every 
thing jn readiness for his departure, he only awaited * .. 
putting to sea, to bid an cte^rnal farewell to France. 

On the morning of their sailing, Rorj', before embarking, 
went to one of the churches to offer up his prayens for a 
safe voyage. The church was prepared for one of those 
fetes common at tlie time, when the conscripts were pre¬ 
sented with their arms by their sw'eetliearts, in pr(?sence of 
the assembled jieople, who chanted the MnmviUalw all 
the time, at the foot of the statue of Liberty ; but flory, 
never having seen any such piece of business, did not know' 
what tlic garlands and banners meant, when he entered the 
aisle early in the morning, long before the eelehration of 
the fete was to t.:fcc place, and when he was the mily jicr- 
•son present. 

He looked about in wonder some time, and seeing the 
statue of Liberty very magnificently decorated, he tliought 
it could rei)rtscnt no other than the Virgin Mary ; and .so 
Rory popped down on his knees before the goddess of 
Liberty, and began to jjray devoutly to the holy Moilitr.— 
M'liile in tlie act of devotion, a couple of soldiers .strollitd 
into the church, to see if all was in proper cue for the ap¬ 
proaching military fete ; and seeing Rory on his knees be¬ 
fore the goddess of Liberty, they thought him .some fond 
enthusiast of the revolution, and exclaimed with delight, 
“ Ah ! que ct3t drule ! Ma foi, cest un brave garfon qui 
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aime iant la lih v.i qu'il se met a< jenoux a la deesse. ’ 
I'hey ajjproaclied Rory as they spoke; but their admiration 
was somewhat dashed when they saw him bless himself 
very devoutly making sundry crucial flourishes with hia 
haiifi' upon his breast and forehead as he bobbed Ad ducked 
before the statue. 

The soldiers then advanced in front of Rory, and look¬ 
ing upon him with great contempt, exclaimed, “ Sacre 
sot ! ” and turned from him with disgust. 

Rory, having finished his prayers, returned to ])e Lacy, 
who immediately proceeded on hoard the vessel. On ask¬ 
ing Rory if he dreaded encountering the sea again, Rory 
answered, “ Not in the laste, sir, for 1 seen the Virgin 
Mary this mornin’.” 

“ Saw who ?,” said Do Lacy in wonder. — “ The Virgin 
jUiiiy, sir.” 

De Lacy could not help laughing at the serious way in 
which the absurdity was uttered by Rory, who, not relish¬ 
ing his mirth, said, — 

'• Sure, sir, is it laughing at me you’d he for sayin’ my 
prayers ? ” — “ Certainly not; but you tell me you saw 
the Virgin Mary.” 

“ And s<i I did, and said my prayers foreninst her in 
the big church : and why would n't I, and we goin’ on the 
wide say ” , 

De Lacy now laughed more heartily than before, while 
he told Rory that it was the Goddess of Liberty he had 
been praying to instead of the Virgin. 

‘■You don't tell me so?” said Rory, with horror in his 
looks. — “ I ndeed't is true.” 

“Oil God forgi’ me! if it’s a sin ; but sure 1 thought 
it was the Queen iv Heaven herself, and 1 ax lua- pardon for 
iiiistakin' titeir dirty haythinish goddess for her ; hut, sure, 
I ho])e it’s no harm, since it was done undher a mistake.” 

‘‘ Don’t Ire uneasy, Rory,” said Dc J.ia(:y, who saw he 
had <listressed him by his laughter ; “ I hoi)c the prayer 
that i.s offered to Heaven in ])urity of heart, will find its 
way there, before whatever altar it is lireatlual.” 

AVith .sucli tolerant sentiment did De Lacy go on ^oard, 
committing himself to the care of thatfl'rovKleiice in whose 
unlimited iticrcies and protection he reposed his faith. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

A MYSTERIOUS MZETINO. 

And now onr story must return to Ireland. A ^leriod of a 
year had nearly elapsed since Rory had left its shores ; but 
how fearful was the history tliose few months left bcliitid! 
— too fearful to be touched on here, — too tempting to the 
passion of party, or too forcibly appealing to the gentler 
feelings of human nature, for mortal pen to be trusted 
with. It might be a “ recording angel ” alone that could 
write of that period j and oh: luw much must she weep 
over as she recorded, and well if it could he blotted out for 
ever. It was the awful year of ITflfl, whose acts seeitied 
the wmrk of fiends, and wliose records are hut of blood. * , 

In the autumn of that year the insurgents were dis¬ 
persed, with the exception of a fetv scattered parties of the 
most desperate, who still kept the fastnesses of the hills, or 
field out a miserable and hunted existence in the hogs. It 
was in the dusk of an evening, at this period, that Mary 
O’More had a message conveyed to iier through an old 
beggar-woman, stating, that if she would go to a certain 
place, alone, she would meet a person to give her tidings 
she woidd be glad to liear." 

Tile woman endeavoured to excite Mary’s curioi-ity till 
further; but, in such unsettled times, lo go alone was a 
service of more dai/ger than she had courage to look calndy 
upon; for though a girl of a bold and high sjtirit, site 
never recovered the shock which Iier rencontre in tin‘ glen 
of the Folly liad jtroduced. “ Could not the per.so.i come 
to her, whoever it was ? if he or site wished Iier well, they 
would not object to do .so.”— “ Maybe they can't.” 

An outlaw it i.s, then .■* ” — “ Not that; but must n’t 
comp into the village.” 

“ They shall suffer neither liurt nor liarni, if they come 
to our place.” — No ; — you must meet the person." 

“ I’m afeard of some plot.” —“I tell you, child,” .said 
Ute wcjnan, “ and I swear to you by the blessed vestments, 
iip harm is meant ydli.” 
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" Then tell pi'’ '”bo it is.” — f’m bound not." 

“ I’m afe.'ird," sa d Mary, hesitating. — “ Then you 
won’t bear of it: iiiaybe you’ll be sorry." 

“ I can’t he sorry for what I don’t know.”—“ Maybe 
there’s thini you’d like to hear of?" 

“ Is it ]>oor Conolly?” said Mary, who, though she 
never loved, felt a dee]> interest in the faithful friend who 
had assisted her and lier mother, however he could, after 
llory had disa[)peared, and who was amongst those who 
were outstanding with the rebels: not that he had com* 
initted any acts of brutal aggression, hut some daring deeds 
he had achieved during the insurrection had marked him 
i'ot vengeance from the other party. 

• There’s thiin you loved lietlhcr than you loved Co- 
nollv ’ said t!\e beggar-woman. 

i-i, Mary blushed, and tliouglit of De Lacy, and, ashamed 
ot the fliottght, was glad the twilight forbad the mendi¬ 
cant seeing the evidence on her cheek ; for all uncon¬ 
sciously had the poor girl dwelt on the remembrance of 
him (a remembrance rendered douldy dear by its being 
associated with recollections of httr brother), and had read 
over and over again his books that he ha<l given her, and 
recorded in lier memory his courtesy and gentle bearing, 
until, under these influences of heart and mind, an effect 
was wrought upon her of wliich she herself knew not half 
the strength. 

“ Bujipose you could liear something of him ? ” —— 

M’ho? ’’ said Mary. 

“ Sujijiose your brother-” — “ M’hat! ” exclaimed 

Mary, clasping her hands in wonder. 

“ Btippos(* Jlory was --’’ — “Gracious God! is he 

alive ? ” Ci'ieil the agitated girl, laying hold of the speaker. 

“ You may hear something about liim you'll be glad of: 
will you go now ? ” — *■ Any where," said Mary, with 
courage which the hope of such news inspired; “ hut if 
you deceive me-” ' 

“ I’m not deceivin’ you." — “ You 're a woman, and 
should not betray one of your own sex.” 

“ I tell you, Mary O’More, you’re safe if you follow 
me.” — “ 'Tlien lead on where you like,” s»id Mary) “and 
I ’ll foUow.” 
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‘ The beggar-woman .walked rapidly away from the vil. 
lage; but, instead of going down the street, she struck 
into a path which lay behind the widow O’More's cabin, 
and led to some solitary upland beyond it. 

It is necessary here to explain that the widow D’AJpre 
and her daughter were not now living in the snug cabin 
where first the reader knew them. That had been burned 
during the rebellion, and then its inmates removed to the 
village. Kathleen Regan too, and her mother, were driven 
from their home about the same time, ibr Shan Regan had 
been long a defaulter in the payment of his rent; and 
when the affair in the glen of the Folly obliged him to 
fly, in consequence of the magisterial search after him, 
matters got more involved; for his poor mother knew not 
what to do, and was nearly heart-broken at her son’s mis¬ 
conduct; and when the rebellion broke out, and llegj^if,, 
was known to be amongst the most lawless of tht insur¬ 
gents (for in their ranks lie found most personal safety), 
the landlord visited the crimes of the child on the parent 
instead of the sins of the fathers being visited on the 
cliildrcn, as the Decalogue declares. But this was not the 
only instance in those terrible times of men’s actions being 
at variance with Holy Writ. 

Under such circumstances, when these two suffering 
families found themselves deprived of their natural homes, 
and the men wlio were their natural protectors, they agreed 
to reside together; and, as the open country was dan¬ 
gerous, they went into the village, and lived, if not in 
safety, at least in companionship. 

On reaching the upland, the mendicant stojiped near the 
edge of a narrow road wldcli led over the hill, and, from 
its great age and long wear, formed a sort of covered way ; 
here she stopped and gave a loud cough by way of signal; 
it was immediately answered, and a man emerged through 
the hedge that fringed the embankment of the road, and 
approached the .spot where Mary stood with her guide. 
On his getting nearer, she perceived it was the old tinker 
who approached, and recoiled at the recognition, hut her 
guide assured her she had nothing to fear. 

The tinker a.pproached Mary with the greeting that dc- 
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notes good faith, and expressed his gladness she had come, 
as he had much to say of consequence to her; he then 
asked her to remove from her guide a sufficient distance to 
he out of hearing. 

>'■ Can't.you say what you have to say beffire her? I 
don’t like her to leave me.” 

''Come away a few steps, my poor colleen" Solo¬ 
mon, with more gentleness in his voice than Mary had evei 
heard before. “ IJon’t he afeard there's no harm cornin’ 
to you.” 

" You won’t go far from us,” said Mary to the beggar- 
woman, for even in her whom she had never seen before 
she felt more of fellowship and protection than in the old 
tinker, whom she always disliked ; an<l, since the day she 
last had seen ' ini at the glen of the Folly, his image was 
.. !Socia1j.'d with all that was revolting to her feelings. 

" tYe are far enough away now,” s35d Mary to Solomon; 
“ I V on’t go another step, and whatever you have to tell me, 
tell me at wanst.” 

" Well, thin,” said Solomon, “ I brought you here to 
tell you that llory’s alive.” 

Oh holy Mother ! ” exclaimed Mary, dropping on her 
knees, and bursting into a flood of tears. 

“ There, there ! now don’t be foolish, colleen; he ’s 

;divo, and-” — “ Where? where? tell me wliere, for 

the love o’ (Jod ! ” 

‘‘‘ Aisy, ai.sy. Wait and I ’ll tell you. Now, first and 
foremost you must know, that it w'as Shan Dim was at the 
beginnin’ and end of it all, and I’ve nothin’ to do wid it, 
hut havin’ had the bad luck to know iv it; and for that 
•same I’ve hecn hunted up and down the country ever 
since, and would have towld you afore, only I darn’t show 
my face. But you sec it was lyin’ heavy an my con¬ 
science all the time; and now I run the risk o’ bein’ taken 
up, and hanged maybe, all for tl)e sake o’ settin’, your 
mind at aise, and taking the weight av my hetrt.” 

"But where is Il(ft'y ? ” — "Indeed, he’s in France, I 
b’lieve, — at lasle he w,as carried off along with the eol- 
lecthor; but he was n't murthered, as you thought*” 

" Solomon !” said Mary impressively ; •" by your hopes 

22 
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of mercy on your dyin* day ! — and you 'rc net far off the 
grave owld man 

“ Whist, whist!” interposed Solomon; “don’t be sayin’ 
hat,” 

“ Oh, Ruie we’re all nigh death every minit, if it’s Ged’s 
'vill ; — but I charge you not to jiut false hope into a 
Esther's heart.” 

“ It’s thruth,” said Solomon ; “and more than that I’ve 
to tell you.. Shan Regan is in die hills hidin’, and a few 
blackguanis like himself along wid him ; .and I hear he 
intinds niakin’ an offer for takin’ you off.” 

“ May the Lord pity me !” said Mary. 

“But don’t he afeard,” added the tinker; 'Mf you’ll 
only do my biddin’. You saved my life beyaiit in the 
glen, and 1 don’t forget it to you, colleen a/ira ; and .so I 
keni to tell you the tliruth about Rory, and make your heavl 
aisy : and if you ’ll only go along wid me to the magi.s- 
thrit, J ’ll swear it all agin Regan ; and moreover 1 know 
where he’s hidin’, him and his mtJrodin’ vagabones, and 
1 ’ll lade the sojers on thim sly, and h.ave thim all taken 
and hanged like erow.s, for indeed the gallows is greedy for 
thim.” 

“ Let us go now,” said Mary ; “ Misther Dixon's is not 
over a eouple o’ miles.” 

“ 'I'oo late to-night, colleen, with the martial law out ; 
wc had hctlhcr lioth keep miknownst for to-night; but to¬ 
morrow roomin’ I ’ll be wid you, and go to the magislhrits. 
So now away wid you home, and plaze God you ’ll see Rory 
yet ; and yourself will be the safer from harm the sooner 
Shan Dhu is taken care of. Good night to you, colleen! 
— Rimimber to-mbrrow inornin’ 1 'll he wid you.” And. 
ihe old tinker vani.shed through the hedge ; while Mary 
O'Mtjre rejoined the ntendicant, who had remained near 
the spot, and in her company returned to the village. 

Let it not be suj)posed it was any compunctious visiting 
of (he old tinker’s conscience urged him to the di.sclosurr: 
he nenle to Mary O’More, or thaP it was any feeling of 
tendcrne.Rs towards the girl, or compassion for her suffer¬ 
ings, yrhich operated upon him. In this, as in aU the other 
actions of his life, Sdonion sought his own advantage. 
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To explain ttasj t becomes necessary to revert to the 
period when Solomon fled with his money-bag from the 
glen of the Folly^ and left Mary O’More to the tender 
mercies of Shan Dhu. Having escaped the'observation of 
thv huntsmen, and got clear of Regan, he (ibnc.’'aled his 
treasure in a new hidjng-placc, of whicii none were cogni¬ 
sant but himself and the stars. This being effected, his 
next object was to keep out of Shan Dhu’s way ,• but, in a 
day or two, he found another and more extensive cause for 
concealment in the search the officers of justice were 
making through the country, after Mary O’More’s deposi¬ 
tions respecting the scene she had witnessed in the glen. 
Solomon continued to effect conceahnent with success, until 
the rebellion broke out, and, wliile that raged, the autho¬ 
rities were engaged in wholesale business, and did not 
'.ttend to such paltry details as delinquent tinkers ; but, 
when the insurrection was quelleil, Solomon had his two 
sources of apprehension opene<l upon him afresh ; for go¬ 
vernment was in a very hanging humour for less than what 
Solomon was suspected of, and he had got a whisper that 
Regan, who still held out in the hills, had said, “ he wished 
he could cOme across the ti7ikcr and Solomon best knew 
why. “ If he could lay his hands on me,” said Solomon 
to himself, “he’d thry and get the goold out o’ me; and 
if I did n’t tell him where it is — and I would nt — he’d 
murther me with the rage: and suppose 1 did, — maybe 
lie’d murther me too ; — but, any how, I think it's not 
good for my health that Regan’s alive ; aijd why would n't 
1 sthrive to save my own life ? so wid the blessin’ o’ God, 
Shan Uhu, my boy, I'll have you in the stone jug* as 
soon as I can, apd dancin’ on nothin’ afther.” 

It was with this view he sought jMary O’More, and 
aroused her fears respecting Regan’s intention of carrying 
her off, and her hopes regarding her hrot!i(!r. He induced 
her to go with him to the magistiate, and depended t>ri her 
friendly presence as a protection to him on this occasion ; 
and as he should not^nly reveal the circumstances of the 
kidnap])ing of the collector, whose disaiipearance lie should 
represent himself as being an unwilling witness of, imt als« 

• The ialL 
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Yolunteer to lead the tailitary to the retreat of a party of 
desperate rebels who still committed many robberies, he 
trusted thus to procure his own pardon and protection, and 
at the same time secure the death of the man he dreaded 
most—Shall Regan» Such was the web the old spider* 
wove. 


CHAPTER XXXVIll. 

coNTAiMiNO Solomon's kxamination and its iiesi i.ts. 

f- 

It was quite true, the intelligence the old tinker had hcaed 
respecting Regan's intention towards him. From the day 
he had escaped out of tlie glen of the Folly with hisinoney, 
Regan had in vain endeavoured to find out his places of 
retreat; but, Shan himself being a refugee at the time, his 
means of acquiring information on the subject, and putting 
his wishes into effect, were so circumscribed, that Solomon 
had escaped all harm from his designs. Could he have 
laid hold of the tinker during the period of his hiding him¬ 
self after the abduction of the collector, it was his intention 
to have endeavoured by force to wring some of the hidden 
gold from old Solomon, and hy its means to procure his 
flight from thi^country; but the period of the rebellion 
gave him other hopes, and, trusting to the success of the 
insurrection for his ultimate safety and plenty of jilunder, 
the tinker was free from his evil intentions; but when 
total defeat had driven the last desperate remnant of the 
rebels into the fastnesses of the mountains and their bogs, 
his thoughts again reverted to Solomon and his hidden 
treafinre ; and the same desire of possessing it returned, in 
the hope of its enabling him to get a passage to America, 
and he used every means within Mis power to discover 
where Solomon might be seized, while the tinker, at the 
same tune, was meditating how to compass the death of 
Regan. Thus Were they worthily engaged in plotting each 
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other’s destruction:—one of the thousand examples that, 
while the friendships of the good strengthen with age, the 
attachments of the profligate and base have the elements of 
min in their very foundation ! ; 

The tinker was true to his appoiNtment with Mary for 
the following morning; and they proceeded in company to 
the house of Mr. Dixon, where Solomon made his deposi¬ 
tions before that magistrate, to the effect stated in the fore¬ 
going chai)ter. Solomon’s disclosure being so long with¬ 
held, threw much suspicion on his testimony ; the more so, 
as he himself was an accused person by Mary O’More’s 
previous deposition made some months before ; yet, even 
if be were guilty, Mr. Dixon was glad to take him as 
king's evidence, for the discovery and punishment of others, 
t )ij his being questioned why lie did not make the dis¬ 
closure' sooner, be said he dreaded the vengeance of those 
who %d accomplished the act, in case he should divulge it. 
“ Yet,” said Mr. Dixon, “you let an innocent man suffer 
under the imputation of having committed a murder for 
some time. You knew this poor girl’s brother was accused 
of having murdered Mr. Scrubbs." 

“ Yis, sir ; but sure, when the col/ccn al'tber that, swore 
agin me, that I bad a hand in makin’ away wid Rory 
O’Alore, and I was obleegeil to liide for my life, sure I was 
afeard Cien ihiii to come and clear myself; and it’s only 
now, when yiz have got the fellows undlier that was dis¬ 
turbin’ the country, that I ventured to come, for my life 
w'ould n't he safe to do it afore.” 

“ 1 think it very extraordinary an innocent person 
should hesitate to give himself up.” 

“ Sure 1 am givin’ myself up, now.” 

1‘es, after a year; but, if you were free from guilt, 
you would have done it sooner. Now take care you swear 
the truth ; because, even if you are guilty, you shall have 
pardon for turning king’s evidence and bringing tbe*other 
guilty parties to justice. So do not, through any fear for 
your own life, give false evidence.” 

“ 1 ’ll swear the thruth, sir, and nothing else.” 

“Do you swear then, positively,,the collector ^as not 
murJered ? ” — “I do.” 
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" And that he has heen only taken over sea?”—Yis, 
sir." 

“ And that no other violence was done him ? ” — “ Yis, 
sir." ; 

" Then how came you and Regan by the money tfiis 
girl saw you dig up in the glen ? ” 

" Oh! that was a thrifle I saved, sir, and put there; 
and Shan Dhu wanted to take it av me.” 

“ Saved ! — you save ! — was it much ? ” — “ Oh ! 
how could a poor owld craythur like me save much ? it 
was only a few shillin’s.” 

“ And yet this girl says, he was going to murder you 
for that money. Now, would a man murder fur a few 
shillings?” — “ There was no more upon inv oath.” 

“ Arc you quite sure?” — “ In throth I iin.” 

“ Where is that money at present? ”—“ Oclt now ! 
iliin and sure Shan Dhu run aftlier me that san^ day, 
and cotch me in the wood, and tuk it aU away from me.” 

“ Will you swear positively you did not rob the col¬ 
lector ? ” — “I Avill” 

“ Nor see him robbed? ” — “ He tvas not robbed. I’ll 
give my oath.” 

" And Kory O’More, you say, also is gone with him ? ” 
— “He is.” 

“ Was Rory O’More of your party? " — “ Oh ! ” cried 
Mary ; “ no, no, your honour ! ” 

“ Silence, girl,” said the magistrate ; “ it is not you who 
arc imder examination. What do you answer?” added 
he to Solomon.— “ He was not, sir.” 

" How came lie there then? ’’ 

Solomon described the circumstances of Rory’s unfor¬ 
tunate adventure at the Folly, with the liberation of De 
Welskein and his party ; and for once in his life did jus¬ 
tice to O’More in relating his gallant defence of the col¬ 
lector, and his own fate in consequence. As to the tinker’s' 
presence there, he told a long rigmarole so involved in 
parenthesis and digression, that the magistrate could make 
Nothing of it, which was exactly what Solomon wanted; 
and be V5onclude<l by jjcclaring “ it was all along o’ that 
vagabone Regan that intbrapped him into it, by way of 
gqin’ to a party.” 



Thbugh Mr. Dixou had every suspicion of Solomon as 
far as the story concerned himself, yet there was an ap¬ 
pearance of trutli about the tale as it bore on Rory’s 
adventure almost inducing him to give it credence ; but 
his mind, strongly preoccupied witli the geneiilly-received 
false impressions on the subject, now found the truth diffi¬ 
cult of belief, and mystery had hung so long over the 
affair, and made it doubtful whether Rory was a murderer 
or a murdered man, that this sudden resurrection of him 
and clearance of his character from stain required more 
respectable evidence than the tinker’s to obtain credit. 

“And you say this Sh,an Regan is the guilty person?’’ 

“ Yi.s, .sir; .and is in the hills at this prc.sent with some 
vagabones like himself; .and I'll swear it all agin him, 
and show tin; sojer; the way to the pla<x“ where lie is, and 
l.j may,,he nahbeil as aisy as kiss hand.” 

“Very well; but you must remain in cu.stody until you 
prove ^’hat you've sworn to.” 

“ I’o be sure, your lionour’s worship ; for now I’ve no 
business to be seen out aftlier tellin’ all this, — and I d 
rather be in the jail for the safety.” 

“ You shall he taken every care of after you return 
with the military jiarty from the hills.” 

“ (lod bless your worship’s honour! .sure they’d mur 
dher me if 1 was cotch ; but suppose they did, itself, my 
conscience is aisicr than it was for many a day, afther 
Bwarin’ the thruth agin that black villain Regan.” 

No time wa.s lost by Mr. Dixon in summoning a military 
party from a regiment in the neighbourhood, to make a 
capture of the rebels. This detachment was commanded 
by late Ensign, now Captain Daw, for his regiment had 
been very much cut up during tlie rebellion : and Death 
happening to make his choice from among the sensible men 
of the corps. Daw got promotion. In addition to the 
soldiers, some of the yeomanry cavalry, under the com¬ 
mand of the hold Captain Slink (De Lacy’s acquaintance), 
put themselves under arms to assist in cutting off the re¬ 
treat, if necessary, of any fugitive rebels ; and the com¬ 
bined forces marched for the mountain pass, umler the 
diidnguighed guidance of Sawdherirf Solsmon. 
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CHAPTER XXXJX, 

THE ATTACK ; SHOWING HOW DIFFERENT IS THE CONDUCT OK Soi- 
UIERS AND YEOJIANRy, in. T1I» BATTI-E AND ofteT It. 

It was one of tlie wildest passes of the hills the insur¬ 
gents selected for their stronghold. It chanced, on the 
day the military party marched against them, that the.se 
fellows had made a larger muster than usual to hold a 
council on their affairs; foi being hemmed in more than 
ordinary, they wanted to break away from their present 
cover, and take up a position in another range of mountains 
some miles distant. They usually kept togeyier in parties 
of three or four, the more easily to effect concealment, air.l' 
had their points of occasional meeting understood among 
themselves; but, in the movement they projected, it vvas 
necessary to make a combined effort, and for such a pur¬ 
pose they had met in this pass, which Solomon found out 
to be the sjiot Regan had made his place of refuge. 

Living the hunted life they did, the outlaws exercised 
the greatest watchfulness ; and on this day, while the ma¬ 
jority of the men held their council under the screen c.f 
some bold rocks, imbedded in lieathcr, there were scouts 
])osted at such points as commanded a view of the circum¬ 
jacent hills and the country bidoiv, to give the alarm in 
case of the approach of enemies. They had not been more 
than half an hour in conclave, when one of the scouts ran 
in and told them he suspected the aj)proach of the military. 
Every man was on his legs in an instant, and looked to the 
priming of his piece ; for they were all well armed, and 
tolerably provided with ammunition, which their fiiend.s in 
the low-lands contrived to procure atid leave for them in 
secret appointed places: in this way also were they jiro- 
vi.sioned. 

Jack Flaunerty, one of the heroes of the Folly, as the 
reader may remember, and Regan, were* principal amongst 
the outlaws ; so they went forth to reconnoitre in the 
quarter whenra the stfjut announced the hostile approach. 
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^til, after some ten tiir-utts’ observation, were enabled to 
discover the nature of their foes, and make a tolerable 
guess at their number. They then left their sentinel still 
on the Watch, and returned to the main body of the men 
to Cbramunicate the news and arrange a plan of defence. 

“Are they yeos* or reg’lars?” asked one of the rebels. 
— “ ’Faith, they 're reg'lars, sure enough ; but not over 
twenty, or thereaway.” 

“ That's as much as we are ourselves,”— “ Well,” said 
Flanncrty ; “ and who cares ? Sure we have the advan¬ 
tage o' the ground, and the knowledge iv it, — and that’s 
more than a match for them. Never mind : if we don’t 
lick them ; we ’ll sarvo them the same sauce we sarved the 
Anshint Britons, — divil a man o’ thim will go home! ” 

“ But Regr.n says there is cavalthry as well.” 

Arjd what if there is ? " said F'ianncrty ; “ supposin’ 
it was rale cavalthry, wdiaf good are they up here ? — but 
it’s not; it's only the yeomanthry, that you might bate if 
you had nothin’*but slicks.” 

Silence how ensued for a few minutes, while the men 
watched the approach of the soldiers as they wound 
through a little road at the foot of the liills. On their 
arriving at a certain point, and quitting the road for a 
jiath, Regan exclaimed, “See that! By the ’tarnal, they ’re 
cornin' up the right way- into the pass ! Some one must 
be vvid 'iin that knows.” 

“ What will we do now ? ” said Flannerty ; “ we can’t 
have a slap at thiin over the bank in the ileep road below.” 

“ Thin we must go higher up the pass, Jaek, where the 
cavalthry can’t comeat us, and inurdhcr the sojers the best 
way we can.” 

“ ’J'hc yeos is sticking to them still.” 

“ Well, they can’t comebeyaiit the grey stones; at laste 
they wont, you may be sure, for they are mighty proud of 
a whole skin : they ’ll corad as far as they have a road be¬ 
hind them to run back, but divil a taste farther.” 

In a few minutes mo?e the horsemen halted, and a seem¬ 
ing consultation ensued between the officers; after which, 
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the infantry advanced up the heights, which became more 
steep and broken every hundred yards- 

“ Didn’t 1 tell you the yeos would lave the business to 
the sojers? Now, boys, do you all fall back hi^ier up 
there in the pass; and, though you lie hid, keep a good 
open, all o’ yiz, for the muzzle of the gun, and a sharp eye 
on the sojers ; and let tlic man that is farthest up the pass 
level at the foremost sojer, and the man that is nighest to 
thim at the hindmost, and so you won't throw away your 
fire, by two shooting at one man; and wtt'll hide here; 
just six iv uz; and when they have passed about forty 
yards or thereaway, we’ll slap at thim in the rear, and 
that’ll make thim turn; and the minit you see thim turn, 
put the fire into thim immediaiitly at th’ other side, and 
you’ll see how they'll stagger! Away wid _fou, hoys 1” , 

Tile plan was instantly .put in practice; the ])<.incip.al 
part of the outlaws were perched on eacli side of an abrupt 
and very narrow rocky gorge, defying any regular assault of 
troops, and admirably suited to the puri>os4s of tlic marks¬ 
man, besides affording that perfect concealment suited to a 
surprise; while Regan and Jack Flanncrty, with four of 
the most desperate of their companions, crouched amongst 
the rocks and heather at the entrance of the pass. Jack 
Flannerty had hi.s eye fixed on the advancing party with 
tlie eager keenness of a hound, and said quickly to Regan, 
who lay beside him, “ Look for a minit; do you see no¬ 
thing among the soj-.-rs remarkable ? ” 

Regan was not s'o sharp-sighted as his companion, and 
answered, " No.” 

" Tliere’s a man in the middle o’ thim that's not a so¬ 
jer,” said Flanncrty; “ whisht! — by the ’tarnal, it’s that 
owld villain Sawdlicrin Solomon!” 

“ Solomon ! ” said Regan, looking oul eagerly; “ so it 
is, — the gallows owld thraitor !” , 

“ J ’ll shoot him through the grey plottin’ head, the vil¬ 
lain,” said Flanncrty, when I fire.” 

. “ Nfl',” ftiid Regan, who thought at the moment of the 
•OfCrct of the tinker’s treasure dying with him; '• don’t 
mot him — we’ll ketch him and give him a death fitter 
for a thraitor likfi him*’; don’t shoot him. Jack.” 
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“ I won t, thin,” said Flannerty. Whisht! lie close, 
boys ; they 're comin 

The party of soldiers drew near the pass, with Sclomon 
in the centre, who urged Captain Daw not to morch his 
men* in a body, but to " scatther them," as he said ; “ for 
you don’t know how ’cute these chaps is at a namplush" 

But the captain thought it would be a Tery pretty story, 
indeed, if it ever could be said he took instructions from a 
tinker; so on he went, without even the precaution of a 
couple of men in advance or in the rear. The lieutenant 
ventured to remark to the captain, that the gorge they were 
going to enter was an ugly-looking place, and asked, should 
he send a couple of men forward. 

“ I can doinmand it, sir, if I think it necessary,” said 
the bold captain. The words were scarcely out of his 
mouth,'( lieu the discharge of the half-do7,en fowling-pieces 
in their rear knocked over as many soldiers; the men in¬ 
stinctively turned to fire in-thc direction whence the shots 
came, hut, before*tbey pulled a trigger, the ambushed party 
ill the gorge put in so murderous a volley, that the soldiers 
were i|uite staggered, and returned it almost at random. 
Daw hecaiiie bewildered, and the lieutenant suggested falling 
hack, as they were manifestly entrapped into an ambus¬ 
cade. The captain gave his assent, and the men very wil¬ 
lingly went to the right-about; but here they were met by 
I^laniierfy and his desper.vloes, who arose from their places 
of coneealirieut with a wild shout, which was answered by 
the party in the gorge ; Solomon clung closely to the cap¬ 
tain Avlu n lu' saw Regan amongst the a.ssailants, and the 
military jiarty began to retire as fast as they might in 
tolerable order. Regan, seeing Solomon so nearly within 
his grasp, jumped from an overhanging rock, and rushing 
upon him, caught hold of part of his dres.s, and was drag¬ 
ging him back from the captain, of whom Solomon kept an 
iron grip. The captain fancied this was an attempt tc^ res¬ 
cue from his liands the old rascal who had led hhn into an 
ambuscade, and, though still in bewilderment from the sud¬ 
denness of the surprise his party had sustained, his courage 
would not brook such an insolent attempt at deflanct*; and 
turning boldly on Regan, he ran him through the bq|^ 
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with his sword. Regan fell with a sharp gasping erj, and 
the soldiers came to a rally in toleraMe order when they 
saw their captain turn and defend himself. Regan, after a 
writhing plunge upon the ground, raised himself on his el¬ 
bow while fie drew a pistol from his breast, and levelling it 
at Solomon, gasped out, “H—11 to your sowl!” as he fired 
it j but his aim was untrue, and the ball intended for the 
old villain entered the head of poor Daw, who measured his 
length on the heather. Regan grinned like a demon upon 
the tinker, w ho stood riveted to the spot in terror; and 
Shan Dhu, gurgling up the words “ Blast you 1 ” fell hack 
to speak no more. 

The outlaws in the mean time had reloaded their pieces ; 
and put in a second volley which committed dreadful ha¬ 
voc. This destructive fire occurring the t',nonient a'tei 
their captain fell, the soldiers became panic-struck, arid 
made a hurried retreat. 

Come along, you old scoundrel! ” said the lieutenant, 
laying hold of Solomon by the collar, and dragging hiin 
down the hill as he hurried after his men. The rebels 
pursued the fugitives for some minutes ; hut seeing them 
fall back upon ‘the support of the yeomanry, who were nu¬ 
merous, they returned to their mountain fastness, uinvilling 
to hazard the loss of the success they had already achieved, 
and which to them at this moment was of much import¬ 
ance ; for it would enable them, under the alarm which the 
repulse of the military w^ould produce, to retire unmolested 
from tlieir present hold to the stronger chain of adjacent 
mountains. 

AVhen the soldiers rallied upon the support of the yeo¬ 
manry, the lieutenant addressed Cajttain Slink, and re¬ 
quested his aid in returning to the pass: but tliis was a 
matter the yeomanry captain thought worth thinking of 
twice; as the rush of the men down the hill, their dimiu- 
ishec] number, their wounds, and the blood of the lieutenant 
himself, tinging deeply a handkerchief he bound round his 
arm as he made liis request, appealed strongly to a certain 
tender Scriptural recollection the captain had about “ his 
■flays bting long in the land for though he had no father 
joor mother to “ hondur," inasmuch as the former was a 
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■mall lord of gi€at pt trunage who quartered his i uacknowl 
ledged relations on the public purse, and his mot.' ier, there- 
fore, could not be honoured, yet as the land had something 
worth remaining in, for him, he thought it would be, in 
n: e ways than one, a tempting of Providence to put liis 
life in jeopardy : besides, as the captain had a very exalted 
idea of the comfort of a whole skin, he considered the pro¬ 
posal of the lieutenant one of those wild and ill-tempered 
suggestions a beaten man will sometimes make at the mo¬ 
ment he is smarting under defeat. 

“ My dear sir, don’t he rash,” said the captain ; “ you 
seem to have had a very warm reception already.” 

“ Yes, d—n them ! ” said the lieutenant bitterly ; ‘'but 
you see they have retired upon seeing your support of us: 
and if you will return with me and my remaining men, we 
shall che.stise these rebel rascals yet.” 

“ I really cannot, sir, in conscience, considering the 
command entrusted to rne^ risk the lives of so many gen¬ 
tlemen.” 

Here one of the corps put in a word :— 

“ I'm sure, (laptain Slink, if you think it right, we are 
all very ready.” 

“ By no means, gentlemen ; your courage is too W’ell 
known to require any proof on this occasion ; and I’m sure' 
it would only be making a sort of unhandsome reflection 
on the conduct of the gallant men who have sutfered to¬ 
day, if we were to admit even the supposition that we 
could succeed where they have failed.” 

“ Sir,” said the lieutenant, “ our failure was attributable 
solely to a successful ambuscade prepared for us.” 

“^n ambuscade !” exclaimed the captain in triumph: 

“ my dear .sir, say no more; that's quite enough: there 
was one piece of advice which my friend. Captain Skurry, 
of the Skurry Horse, used to say to me, — ‘My dear 
Slink, never go near an ambuscade. —M'hcu you see your 
enemy in an ambuscade, let him alone.’ " 

'Pile lieutenant looked at the captain with mingled feel¬ 
ings of contempt and wonder at his cow'ard‘'ce and igno¬ 
rance, and only added. — , 

“ AVell, sir; I shan’t ask you 4) pursue tb*' rebels f but 
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at least support rae anil iny men in recovering the body of 
our captain who has fallen in the affair.” 

* “Indeed, upon my word and honour 1 wmn't; that’s 
the very place them rascally rebels would be waiting for 
, you : don’t think I ’ll help you to run any more risks to¬ 
day.” 

“ Sir, 1 don’t like leaving the body of our lute com¬ 
manding officer on the ground.” 

“ My dear sir, what harm can he come to, and he dead ? 
if he wa.s alive, indeed.” 

“ He may te, sir, although he has fallen,” said the 
lieutenant. 

“ Not he indeed : they always pike every body, them 
vagaboiie rebels, the minit they fall ; ] know them better 
than you, .sir.” 

“ Even as a point of honour, sir, I do not like leavi''ei 
the body of a king’s officer in the hands of such mrscreants, 
and 1 request your .support.” 

“Oh, if yon talk about lionbur, that’s another affair; 
and upon my honour, if it wat< a point of honour, I would 
be as ready as any man to do my oiUhermoxt in the busi¬ 
ness ; and if we were fighting with regular troojt.s, the real 
thing, you know, — the Simon Pitre,.— I’d do all that 
could be done : but you see, niy dear sir, these dirty black¬ 
guards is not to be treated like genVlernen, and I would 
not indulge them by letting them .see they gave ir.o any 
concern.” • 

The lieutenant, perceiving it was useless to urge his ;.ui; 
any further iti this quarter, turned to bis men, ami sjuih 
“ You woti’t leave your captain behind you, buy.s r” 

The men returned a fierce “ No : ” it was not a cheer, — , 
their recent defeat had taken that out of them ; but given, 
as it was, with something between a growl and a bark, 
there was the tone of dettrniinaiion in it which .assured 
their officer in leading them ot'ce more up the pvass. 

“(I leave this old scouriflrel in your care,” said he, to the 
' yeomanry captain ; “ you can take care of him at lea.st:"’ 
and, with this contemptuous farewell to the cavalry, he gave 
jlhe word “ Forward !” 

There was np opjtosition to tlie soldiers in tliiir back- 
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ward roarcU, lylJicii was conducted with more caution than 
under the command of the foolish officer whose rashness 
had caused their defeat, and whose life had paid the forfeit 
of his indiscretion: he still lay where he had fallen, and 
not been piked, as the heroic yeomanry captain prophe¬ 
sied. Nor was there any savage pout mortem disfigurement 
on any of the fallen soldiers. “ VVe cannot remove all our 
dead comrades at present,” sai<l the lieutenant, “ but let us 
hear home our captain and the remains of their former 
commander were carried back i)y the brave fcdlows, who 
would not desert him, even in deatli, to wliere the horsemen 
still awaited tl)cm ; and, on rejoining tlie troop, the lieu¬ 
tenant showed no inclination to hold any further converse 
with such a (jack of poltroons. 

But the cajUain was not to be jmt off so: he congratu- 
ated hioi on* recovering the body of CajJtaiii Daw, as tliey 
inarciicd homewards; and, in answer to the lieutenant’s 
remark that the rehe]^ liad not xiiked a fallen enemy, he 
re])lied it must have been in conse<jueuce of their having 
s' eii hi.s corps of yeomanry so near, whicli forced them to 
:i precipitate retreat. “ For 1 assure you, sir, they dread 
i;k exceedingly : we flog and bang tlte rascals every day we 
catch them ; and 1 will say, without fear of contradiction, 
that our corps has done more in tlie* pitch-cap and tar and 
featbering line than any otlier in Ireland.” 

‘‘ Very likely, air,” said the lieutenant coldly. 

Rut in this instance, — the aflair of to-,day, I mean, 
— jmu know I would not have Ijeeii justified in any rash 
or hasty movement; life, sir, — life is a precious tiling,— 
life is a thing not to be trifled with, jiariicularly by one ox 
Ilia majesty’s justices of the peace, who has such inatter.s 
in charge.” 

“ As far as yon arc concerned, rdr,” said the lieutenant, 

1 am sure it will be taken every eare of." 

“ Certainly, sir ; I resppel the laws, and life and pro- 
(lerty ;— and why shouldn't 1 ? By-llte-by, if youjcome 
ovt'r to my place any flay, nothing would give me greater 
pleasure : there is always something ready, and soldiers 
are not particular; pot-luck is always open to you at 
Slinkstown, and you shall have a ||cinful of clar?t at all 
events.” 
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* All these proffered dvilities of the h'ero," who wanted to 
court the soldier's favour, were - but coldly received by the 
lieutenant, whose contempt for his cowardice was too great 
to be so easily overcome ; and the captain had the convers¬ 
ation very much to himself as they made their way to' the 
low-lands. There, meeting a peasant driving his horse 
and car laden with unthrashed corn, the warlike justice of 
the peace stopped him, and declaring the fatigue of carry¬ 
ing home the captain's body too much for tlie soldiers, 
ordered the peasant to back and unload his car, and bear 
the body to the town, which was the contrary direction to 
that in which he was going. 

“ What am I to do with the corn, your honour ?” said 
the peasant timidly. 

Back it down on the road-side there,” Tjas the answer. 

The poor peasant scarcely ventured to look ?s if h’e' 
thought it hard to throw down his corn in the open road, 
much less dare to speak an objection to tlie order; and un¬ 
loosing the cords which bound the produce of his toil to 
his car that was bearing it to market, he was obliged to 
scatter his little harvest on the highway, and waste that 
which God had given to the living, for tlie service of the 
dead. 

The lieutenant had remonstrated against this measure, 
but the justice was inexorable. 

The body of the captain was laid on the car, a sleoaf ct 
corn being strewn beneath him ; — strange association of 
the sword and the ploughshare ! 

The car having been thus appropriated, tfie party move/1 
onward ; and the lieutenant’s moodiness having increased, 
ilte justice addresse^ him in a cheering tone: — 

“ Come, sir, don’t be down-hearted : ’t is a said sight, 
to lie sure, to see your comrade going home stiff; hut 
at the same time, lieutenant, remember promotion is the 
life and soul of the army, a'Ad this will he a step for 
you.^ 

Such a remark, with the dead body of his fallen comraile 
before him, was so disgusting, that the soldier natle no 
reply, tather than the one which his feelitigs would have 
prompted : so the justic# proceeded: — 
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“ Very natural: of course you’d be sorry foi a brother 
officer, you’ll miss him at mess to-day. By-the-by, the 
last time I saw him at dinner was at Slinltstown ; he had, 
hi'' legs under my mahogany last week, poor fellow ! it’s 
tiiey ’ll be under next.” 

tVith a running fire of such sentimental conversation, 
did the noble captain persecute the lieutenant on their 
inarch ; and, when his sentiment became exhausted, he took 
a turn on military affairs. 

“ By-the-by, in the midst of our engagement, I forgot 
to ask you exactly liow this d—d affair took place to-day. 
Strange mistake of poor Daw to let himself be trapped : an 
ambuscade, you say f " — “Yes.” 

Ah, no good military man ever gets into an ambus¬ 
cade : as my friend Captain Skurry used to say, ‘ The 
momeiu you see your enemy in an ambush, have nothing 
to do with him.' Poor Daw ! — very rash.” 

“ lie certainly was not a coward” said the lieutenant, 
in a tone that might have touched a nicer sense of hearing 
than I’aptain Slink’s; and, as for his imprudence in this 
affair, the blame is very much lessened, when we remem¬ 
ber ho was led into the snare by the very person cn wdiom 
he relied for guidance.” 

“ IIow do you mean?”—“I mean that old scoun¬ 
drel, in advance there among my men, led us into the 
trap.” 

“ You don’t mean to say the tinkering vagabon’ played 
false ? ” — “ l«ilo though.” 

“ ]\Ty dear sir, why didn’t you tell me this before? ” 
Then, raising his lone to the pitch of military command, 
he cried “Haiti” The party obeyed, “ AYhy didn’t 
you tell me this sooner ? and I would have hanged the 
old villain on the spot: however, we can do it now.— 

I say, you old scoundrel! ”„cried he to Solomon ; “ come 
here, you d—d rebel? yon treacherous tinkering traitor!’’ 

Solomon looked round in much alarm at the tone of this 
address; and when he saw the menacing actions which 
accompanied the words, his heart sank witliin him. 

“ Get that rope ready,” said the jystiee, pointing to the 
one which had secored the load 'f corn to the car. 

a.i 
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“ You don’t mean lo hang the man itow ? ” said the 
Heu tenant. 

“ Don’t I ? ” said Captain Slink ; “he ’a not the first I’ve 
hanged at a abort notice, nor won’t be the last, please God ! 
— that ’a tfie way to quiet the country.” 

“ I think it will be better to march him into the town, 
and give him a court-martial before he’s hanged: he 
deserves hanging certainly, and I have no doubt will be 
banged, but it wall be more regular to try him first.” 

“ Pooh ! ” said the justice, “ try him indeed ! we ’ll 
try if he’s proof against hemp, — that’s the way to try 
rebels.” 

All this time Solomon stood trembling and unable to 
speak ; but when two of the yeomanry corps advance<l to 
lay hands on him, he made a gasping cry merej, and, 
having once gained the power of speech, addrtr.sed tue 
lieutenant, and appealed to him for protection. “ Sure, 
what would you hang me for ? did n’t I bring you to the 
place ? ” 

“ The less you say the better,” said the lieutenant: “ you 
brought us into an ambuscade, and you must answer for 
it; but you shall have a court-martial.” 

“ I ’ll hang him on the spot,” said the captain. 

“ I request you will not be precipitate, sir,” said the 
lieutenant. 

t 

“ Oh Lord I oh Lord ! ” screamed Solomon ; “ and sure, 
did n’t you see that they cotch me, and wanted to murdher 
me for bringin’ you on thim ? ” 

“ They caught you, certainly,” said the 'lieutenant, to 
get you out of my hands when you had betrayed tis ; and 
it was in preventjjig your rescue our captain fell. So, 
say no more about your innocence ; but you shall not 
die here; you shall have a fair trial before a court- 
martial.” 

“1 say, he shall die on this' spot! ” said the justice, 
would heg to represent to you, sir, that this man is 
the prisoner of my party ; and as you have had no share 
in the loss, I think you are premature in the punishment. 
Let the man be tried; I have no doubt he will be con- 
to deafn; but let him have at least a trial.” 
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" You say yourself he deserves hanging, — and, by the 
living G—d ! I ’ll hang him up like a dog.” 

“ Suppose, sir, I 'don’t choose to give him up to you ? ” 

“ 1 tell you what it is, sir! ” said Slink, whose savagery 
in. ..ased whenever he could sniff blood with ftnpunity — 
“ you seem to have been taking airs on yourself all day, 
and forget I am a magistrate, and that it is, in fact, under 
my authority you are acting at this minute; and I warn 
you, sir, on pain of my complaint against you to your com¬ 
manding officer, not to interfere with me in this affair.” 

All this time Solomon, whose face was the colour of 
death, was trembling between the two yeomen, and faintly 
mumbling, '“Oh, God! — Lord, be merpiful to me!” 
and other such ejaculations ; and by one of those strange 
and lightning touches of thought which bring before us the 
r jtne least expect, he reverted to his meeting w'ith Mary 
O’Morc the night before, when she adjured him by his 
grey hairs not to deceive her, and said, “ Old man, you ’re 
not far off the grave!” The remembrance came upon him 
like the sound of a passing-bell, and from that instant be 
gave himself up for lost, and only begged for the love of 
God tliey would not hang him without letting him see a 
priest- 

“ Oh, let me have a priest!" cried the trembling old 
sinner. 

“ I wish we had oi?e here,” said Slink, “ and I’d hang 
him beside you with pleasure! ” 

The lieutenant, as the last argument, represented there 
was no place whereon to hang tlie old man, as the justice 
■ would have it so ; but to this Captain Slink replied, — 

“ That’s all you know aiwut it! Now I ’ll give you a 
lesson in hanging may be useful to yoif yet, if you 're in a 
hurry, as I am now, to get rid of a rebel." 

“ 1 ’m no nebel! the God that hears me knows I never 
was a rebel! ’’ faltered the <Ad tinker — and it was one of 
the few truths he had ever uttered. • 

‘'Unyoke tliat car,” said Justice Slink; take the cap¬ 
tain’s body off, and lay it beside the ditch, till we huisli 
this business. Do your duty, Scroggins,” said he io the 
trumpeter of his troop, who was a ritffiaiily dependant of 
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his ; and, nothing loth, the gentle Scroggins whipped th 
noose of the car-rope round the withered neck of oli 
Solomon, who screamed as he felt his head within th 
loop. 

“ Turn Sip the car,” said the justice. 

The vehicle was tiirown back on its end, and the shall 
thus became sufficiently elevated to give a purcha.se for th 
fatal rope across the back-band ; and as the coward captai 
cried, “ Away with him ! ” the unfortunate tinker was drag 
ged screaming to the impromptu gallo ws, and his cries wer 
only smothered in the writhing twirl with which he swun. 
upwards to his death. 

The ycomajiry corps gave a shout; hut tlic -soldier 
looked on in silence, and the lieutenant in disgust. 

“ It will be soon over,” said Justice S’’nk, “^and thei 
you can have the car again for the conveyance ofi the utajf 
tain.” 

“Sir,” said tlie lieutenant indignantly, “jiottr gallmr 
shall never be the resting-place of a soldier ’ Tr.ke uj) you 
captain, boys,” addon he to his men, who obeyeu at th 
word, and, glad to escape from . e ;..’cne of atrocity whic 
was enacting, they turned from the yeomanry in tlie mids 
of their gibbcf'tig glory, and gladly heard the wor 
“March 1” from the lieutenant. 

“ I'hat fellow’s disaffected, thoygh he W’ears the king 
cloth,” said Slink, pointing after the lieutenant when h 
was out of hearing ; “and by G—d! I '11 report him to th 
commanding officer." 

“It would be only right,” was an-swered by several ( 
the corps. 

“ Things are come to a pretty pass indeed, when we ai 
to be left unsupported by the military in the discharge < 
our duty, and endeavouring to pacify the country !” 

'* How d—d hard that old rascal’s dying ; — yoi 
hand’s out, Scroggins, to-day.” — “ He’s a tough ol 
thifcf,” said Scroggins. 

“ Give him another ptdl, or he ’ll keep i>s here all day, 
said the justice; “ and it’s beginning to rain, and there 
no fun in getting wet to see a tinker hanging. D—n him 
ne.. will never* die ? — better finish him at once, and ri( 
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home-Stand aside, Scroggins,” added the captain as he 

drew a pistol from his holster; we can’t wait tiU he’s 
dead, and we must n’t leave unfinished work behind us.’’ 
And levelling his pistol as he spoke, he fired /it the still 
writhing body of the old man, whose mortal agonies ter¬ 
minated with the short muscular jerk which the bullet of 
Justice Slink produced as it passed through a vital part, 
and down dropped the legs of the suspended victim in the 
rigidness of death. 

“ F(d! Ill !” said the captain to his troop as he returned 
hi <'oI io th.' bolster; and the order of march was re- 
•sii iu <1 v.’hcii those who had dismounted regained their 
saddles. 

The peasant whose car had been thus polluted, and who 
sto.od in spei''-) le.s'^ liorror at the merciless act he was 
reed ’ witness, now took off his hat, and in the tone of 
Immblesi humility .«aid, “ PI ize your lionour, won’t your 
honour be placed to ordher tlie deadnian to be taken down.^” 

‘‘^TaK aim dov^ii yourself,” said the justice ; “ he won’t 
do you any harm. And giving the word to ids troop, 
aw'ay tliey rode, leaving tie' peasaui looking after them in 
hoiTor-.strickcn wonder how men could be such monsters, 

Al'hen a bend of the road bad shut out the horsemen 
from his sight, he turned with a feeling of loathing to 
wliere their vietim was hanging between tlie shafts of the 
ear, which industry liad dedicated to the offices of peace, 
and liad been laden with the fruits of jiktity, but now 
bore the harvest of death. 

The very thought of touching the body was revolting 
to him, atul he stood gazing «n the horrid sight motionless 
as the object that appalled him. 

And there hung the old tinker, the end of his wily and 
worthless bfe being a violent death ; and though many of 
his deeds were worthy of capital punish meiit, he died at 
last on suspicion of one of the few crimes lie had never 
committed. 

While the peasant was still undecided as to how he 
should act, he perceived a traveller approaching, — net a 
traveller of high degree, but one from ^hoin he miglSt ex¬ 
pect sympathy and assistance, for his bundle sus]jeiideibz.t 
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his back from a stick over his shoulder declared him to be 
of his own class. As he approached, the farmer was 
startled at tracing in his person .the outlines of an old 
acfjuaintancp, and exclaimed, “ God be gootl to me! hut 
if ever he was alive in this world, it’s Rory O’More 
The traveller still advanced ; and as he approached, his 
attention became riveted by the appalling sight that crossed 
his path, and he lieeded not the peasant when he came to 
a stand before the suspended body, until his wonder and 
horror had been so far recovered as to turn his eyes upon 
the living with an exi)ression of inquiry in their silent 
gaze, which was met by one of a similar expression on the 
part of him be looked upon. For a few seconds the two 
men stood in silence: the traveller was the first to .speak. 

“ Why, thill, don't you know me, CoghUn f ” 

“ May the Lord save us, thin ! and is it you diat’s in 
it ? ” said the farmer. — “ Who else would it be ’’ 

“ Why, thin, Rory O'Morc, is that yourself? ”—“Don’t 
you see it's myself?” 

“By the blessed light! I didn’t know- whether it was 
you, or your appearance* only : sure, we thought you wor 
dead. Oh, Queen of Heaven ! and where wor you ever 
sence ? ” — “ Scnce when ? ” 

“ Sejice your disappearance — God bless my sowl!” — 
“Oh, you mane when the vagabones tuk me away.” 

“ What vagabones ? ” — “ Oh, you don’t know about 

it! — I forgot. But will you tdl me-" 

“ Stop now,” said the farmer. “ Tell me God’s thruth, 
and is it yourself, Rory, in airnest ? for it’s as grate a 
^rprise to me as if you kem from the dead.” 

“ Give us your fist,” said Rory, advancing to take the 
farmer’s hand, which was almost withdrawn in doubt of 
the mortal identity of the form that stood before him ; but 
the warm shake of Rory’s hand dispelled his misgivings, 
and Rory then said, — 

“^n the name o’ God what’s this I see ? ” and he 
pmnted to the gallows. 

Why, what’s so wondherful ir (t ? Sure, they hang 
odt they like.” 


Apparition. 
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“ Who ? ” s^df Rory in wild wonder. 

“ All, I forgot you wor away all this time, ’ said the 
farmer ; “ and, indeed, well for you ! for they 're bad times 
for poor Ireland.” 

Sure, 1 heerd they wor throubled times,’* “iaid Rory ; 
• ‘ but I thought it was all over now.” 

" So it is,” said the fanner despondingly. “ It's all 
over, sure enough : and we ’re down intircly.” 

“ And if it’s all over, what’s this for.^” said Rory, 
pointing to the dead man. 

“ Oh, that’s nothin’,” said the farmer with a long-drawn 
sigh. 

“Notlfing!” exclaiined Rory. "Is it nothing, you 
say, to hang a man iu the open road and lave him there 
like a scarecrinv,” 

" Throth, tliat's but the suvrpin’s o’ the barn, Rory avic. 
Oh, nut your heart would bleed if you knew how many is 
(load and gone seiicc you wor here ! ” 

From the melancholy tone of tlu; peasant’s manner, 
Rory’s apjireliension applied to it a meaning touching him¬ 
self, and clasping his hands, he said, with the urgency of 
terroi in his manner, “My mother and Mary! — for God’s 
sake tell me thruth !” — “ 'fhey ’re safe,” said the peasant. 

“ And Kathleen Regan ? ” — “ Safe too, Rory.” 

“ Thank God !” exclaimed Rory ; and the tears sprang 
to his eyes at this sudden transition from alarm to security. 

IFhen he recovered his tranquillity, the peasant related 
the circumstances of Solomon’s death, and besought Rory 
to assist him in taking down the corse from where the 
hangman had left it. 

The revolting task was fierformed ; and as they had no 
immediate means of sepulture within their reach, all they 
could do was to lay the body in the adjoining field; and 
the peasant once more yoked his horse to the car, which he 
expressed the utmost loatMng to use again. 

“But what can I do?" said he. “I’m too ][\por to 
give it up ; and sure, tlie blame is theirs, and not mine. 
But, wid all that, I can’t help rememberin’ it was made a 
gallows of: and here’s the mark o’ murdher on it !,” added 
the peasant, vrith the expression oft disgust on his coun- 
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tctuincc, as he took up a .handful of etrau' and endeavoured 
to rub from the body of the car a few drops of blood which 
had trickled from the wound the pistol shot produced. 

After a few more words were exchanged between the pea¬ 
sants, they bade a melancholy farewell to each other ; and 
with a low-toned “God speed you!” which, however, 
implied, in the fervency with which it was uttered, that 
they had need of Heaven’s special protection, they parted, 
and each went his separate way. 


CHAPTER XL. 

IN WHICH ROSY SKKKS HIS HOMR BUT FINDS IT NOT. 

It was with a feeling of opjiression at liis heart that Rory 
parted from his ncwly-fonnd acquaintance. What hf“ had 
seen and taken part in was enough to influence the feelings 
of a less susceptible penson ; meeting such an incident 
almost on the threshold of his home chilled the warm tide 
of anticipation which had borne him onwards in beguile- 
ment upon his return to his native place. Rut his inotber 
and sister, and the girl of his heart, he was told, were safe 
and well ; which consoled him in tlie midst of all else that 
might grieve; and yet, though knowing this, Rory was 
not as happy as he liad been before he encountered the 
hateful scene he had left — as when, only in the hopeful¬ 
ness of his own nature, he felt at the end of a long journey 
every mile shorter that brought him nearer to his home. 

.Then, as he remembered the peasant’s alarmed wonder 
at seeing liini, and the supposition he implied to be a 
general one—namely, that he was dead, he fell into a traui 
of painful thoight at the notioiitpf how much his mother 
and sister must have suffered at his absence. This made 
him resolve also to approach the cottage cautiously ; and 
in case chance did not throw iu his way some means of 
acquainting' those he loved with his return, he cast 
about in* his own^rniiql. how he might let them know it 
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with the least possi jU surprise, should he himself be the 
person to inform them. “ I must purtend to be a beggar, 
or somethin’ that way, and alther my voice, and spake like 
an uwld man, and stoop and hobble, and all to that, and 
ji them for charity, and so let them know by degrees.” 

In the revolving such schemes as these did Rory pursue 
the road homewards, and at last a distant gleam of the 
river beside his native hills was like sunshine to his heart, 
and he stretched forward at a brisker pace, to lessen the 
distance between him and the little Iween, and the hazel 
hedges and the cottage wliich hail so often appeared to him 
ill his dreams while he was away ; and it was not long 
until the lane and the hedges were in siglit, and Rory ran 
forward, hurried on by the fervour of his feelings. When 
he turned into the lane, he crept close to the hedge; and 
while his lie«rt thumped at his side with eagerness, he 
ai>proacl)ed stealthily towards the cottage, lest liis sudden 
apjicarance might produce alarm; and as he got near the 
end of the lane, where the view of his native hut should 
soon be open to him, he paused for a few minutes to en¬ 
deavour to overcome the choking sensation of anxiety 
wliich almost suftbeated him, and made him tremble from 
head to foot. At last he determined on approaching the 
house and making himself known as cautiously as he 
could ; and emerging from the shelter of the hazels, he 
walkeil forward the few paces that opened upon him the 
gable end of his little cottage. A few paces more, and its 
front would be revealed : but what a sliock for the heart 
of the poor wanderer was there 1 ■ Instead of the warm 
thatch he had left behind, the other naked gable stood 
staring coldly against the sky, and two or three ragged 
rafters crossed each other irregularly, their charred black¬ 
ness too plainly telling the fate that had befallen the spot 
06 his nativity. 

He was petrified with iJorror at the sight, and for a few 
seconds the very stones on which he gazed were not more 
senseless than lie. 

On recovering himself, lie approached the murky ruin in 
hurried and unequal steps, occasionally st 02 rping«and ex¬ 
claiming in a tone of the deepest* agbrty, “ Oh, God { " 
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He walked round and round it as if he' dre'aded to enter 
the blackened walls; but at length he crossed the threshold, 
and the aspect of cold loneliness where he had left warmth 
and companionship, fell like an avalanche uj)on his heart, 
and a long-drtfwn groan was all he could utter. ' 

After the lapse of a few minutes, he turned round with 
a bewildered eye. His look fell upon the hearth where 
wet weeds were now growing, and the image of decay in 
that place of comfort smote him so touchingly that he 
burst into tears and wept profusely : it relieved the heart 
which was full nigh to bursting, and speech, hitherto 
frozen, thawed at the melting touch of tenderness. 

“And the fire is not there! — and wliere are they that 
sat beside it.? Where are they? — Oh, niy God! my 
God ! my heart will break ! And he towld ige they were 
well. Oh, why did he desaive me! Poor fellow,, poor 
fellow ! maybe be had n’t tlie heart to tell me. Och hone ! 
ocb hone! and is this what I'm come home to ! Mother, 
mother, where are you! Mary dear, where can I find you ! 
or are i/ou gone too, and am I alone within my own walls, 
with nothing but the grass on my threshold ! Oh, father, 
father! the gravestone over t/ou is not so bleak as these 
blackened walls to me ! Here, where I was nursed and 
reared, and grew up in love and tciidherness; here, to have 
worse than a grave to come to ! Oh, well for me if I had 
died, and had never seen this day ! ’* 

He tlirew himself passionately against the ruins and 
wept convulsively. 

After some moments of this vehement grief he looked 
once more upon the roofless walls around him, and an ex¬ 
pression of intense agony again passed over his countenance 
as he exclaimed, “Oh, my Kathleen, and where are you/ 
are you too without a house and home, and a wandherer 
on the world ! And is the heart that adores you only come 
back to break over your ruined*' cabin, or maybe, your 
grave ! ■ Oh, hitther was the day I was forced from you, 
to lave you, without tlie heart to love, and the hand to 
guard you! Och hone! och hone ! my life’s a load to 
medf tfaiu) I love has come to barm ! And where am I to 
'turn ? — where aix I tef find thim ? I’m a sthranger on 
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the spot 1 was born, and the fire o’ nay own hearth is 
quenched.” ^ 

Ag<aiii lie looked on the mined cabin, the fragments of 
charred rafters, and the thick-growing weeds ; and though 
the sight majle'his blood run cold, yet he could not leave 
the spot; still he lingered there, making some fresh out¬ 
pouring of his bitter grief as some new association was 
stirred within his mind. At length he left the desolated 
spot, and returned with a melancholy step uji the little. 
boreen ; and after some minutes of consideration, deter¬ 
mined on seeking I’helim O’Flanaghan, to learn from him 
the extent of misfortune which had befallen all those who 
W'ere dear to him. 

He found old Pheiim at home; and the suqirise of the 
poor schoolmaster was extreme at the appearance of Ilory. 
The fir.st moment of alarm (for such liis emotion amounted 
to) being ])ast, he hugged him, and wept, and prayed, and 
thanked God for the restoraiion of his own boy, he 
called him, over and over again. Rory’s instant inquiries 
for his mother and sister, and Kathleen were answered 
satisfactorily ; and the poor follow dropped on his knees, 
in acknowledgment of Heaven’s mercies. 

“ Oh, Pheliin ! a Turk would have pitied me,” said 
Rory, “ when I got the first sight of the cabin all tat- 
thered to pieces, and the rafthers bltickened with the fire! ” 

“ ’Faith, he would be a Turk, for sartin, if he didn’t;— 
the barbarian savage of the Arawbian deserts might be 
enliglitent'd with a tiiulher touch of pity for your sufferin’s; 
for though he has no house nor home himself, sure, it 'ud 
he unnatharal if he woul|l n’t feel the loss of it forAnother, 
— for thou'gh lie lives in the sands, by all accounts, and we 
live in mud, sure it’s all as one, hairin’ the difference of 
the material — as a domua is a domus howsomever it is 
built. Oh, to see the owld place burnt down was a sore 
sight! And how tlid you feel at all, Rory, my poor fellow, 
when you seen that?” 

“ I felt as if my own heart was scorched,” said Rory. 

“ ’Faith, that is as complete a demonstheration of your 
feelin’s as you could make — Q. E. D.” 

"Will you bring me to where Rley afe?” said 9k>iy* 



BOBV o’mOBE. 


“ To be sure I will, boy, and that emart. — The Lord 
Keep ils, how they ’ll be surprised !” 

' “You must brake it to thim, Phelim, for fear they 
might get a fright.” 

“ Sartinly, I '11 expound it to thim by degrees ; and what 
with a dark hint, or a bright coruscation of the distant 
thruth, through the 'newindos I will give thim-” 

“ Arrah, never mind the windows, man, but go in at 
the door at wanst, and don’t keep me waitin’ long without, 
for my heart is burstjn’ till I howld thim to it.” 

“ I’m neither talkin’ of windows nor door.s, Rory; but 
I say, that it is by distant scintillaticns, as it were, that 
they must be prepared for the anticipation.” 

“ ’Faith, you may well call it an anticipation, for a man 
to be taken away for a year or betther, and com,« back safe 
and sound afthcr all! ” 

“ ’Faith, you ’re a wondherful boy, Rory, sure enough ! 
you are the rale rara avis in terris. How they ’ll be 
astonished !” 

“ Make haste, Phelim agra — I think every minit an 
■hour till we go.” 

“ We ’re off now,” said the schoolmaster, fastening the 
door of his little hut, and leading the way. 

“ The sun is low already, Rory aviv, and it will be 
night before we get to Knockbrackin, ,so we had betther take 
to the fields, — for as the marti.al law is out still, w'e must 
keep off the road as much as we can.” 

“Sure, thin, if it’s in Knockbrackin they arc. I’ll go 
by "myself, and don’t you be runnin’ risks, Phelim.” 

“ Arrah, Rory, do you think I ’d.miss scein’ the pleasure 
that’ll be in it this night wid the meeting o’ yiz all ? No, 
in throth,— not for more money than 1 could count, though 
Gough and Voshther is familiar to me : so, come along, 

“ God bless you, Phelim ! the heart is warm in you.” 

Thar.k God, and so It is,” said Phelim. “Though 
‘“l”m owkl, it’s not cowld ; so, there’s rhyme and rayson 
for you too. Come along, boy;”—and the old man led 
the way at M brisker pace than usual, tlie ardour of good¬ 
nature, jvercoming the languor of age. 
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CHAPTER XI I. 

ft 

JOV VISITS THE XIOOSS OP MOt/RVlKa, ZUT DOES KOT SSSV TO 
I4KS HF.K. aUAKTEUS, 

It was night when Phelim and Rory reached the village. 
A gentle tap, given by Phelim at the door of a cabin 
standing soinewliat apart from the rest, disturbed its in¬ 
mates from the melancholy occupation in which they were 
engaged. 

Four women wlio were praying beside a bed of straw 
whereon the dead body of a roan was lying lifted their 
tearful eyes at the sound, and paused in their oraisons. 
The, tap at the door was repeated ; the women did not 
speak, but exchanged looks of alarm with each other, and 
more carefully screened the light than it had been before ; 
but to a third knock they arose from their knees and con¬ 
sulted in whispers with each other. 

The corse was that of Shan Regan; the watchers were 
his mother and sister, with the widow O’More and Mary. 

The rebels, at nightfall, had borne their fallen com¬ 
panion to the village, that the last offices for the departed 
might be performed by his family, although much risk 
attended the doing so ; but the waking the dead is held so 
sacred amongst this affectionate people, that they were will¬ 
ing to incur every danger rather than a Christian should 
be consigned to the ground “ like a dog,” as they said 
themselves. ^ 

After some brief consultation, the women assumed as 
much composure as they could, and the door was opened 
with fear and trembling; but the presence of old Phelim 
•restored them to security. On his observing the sad faces 
around him, he inquirefl the cause. The answer was not 
in words ; but Kathleen, taking his hand and leading h^m 
over to the far corner of the cabin, withdrew a blankft. 
which hung before the candle burning beside the dead body, 
and saying, “ Look there !" relapsed into tears.* 

The women caught the infection," and renewe^ .thefr 
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lamentation, while Phelim stood silently gazing on the 
remains of Shan Regan. 

' “ There ! ’ said the widow O’More, — " my poor owld 

neighhour has lost her son as well as me. Oh, are n’t we 
to he pitied ! Though she's not so hadly off afther ah, 
for she knows the worst at laste, and has him to do the 
last duties hy him ; hut my durlin was^taken from me un- 
knowust, and 1 ’ll never see him agin ! ” 

“ Don’t be so despairing, Mrs. O'More, my dear ; you 
■ don’t know but you may have your son rcsU)red to you yet.” 

_ “ Never, never !” cried the widow. 

“There’s marvillous conjunctions sonielimes, my dear 
, ma’am, wherein the Almighty demonstheratcs his dispins, 
ations accordin’ to his own blessed -will, and m lus own 
good time ; and do you know 1 have certain imsgivtns, or 
1 may say lucubrations, that it will turn out your son will 

turn up.” , 

The widow looked at the schoolmaster very intently as lie 
proceeded with his speech, and, though not clearly under¬ 
standing him, yet through the mist of hard word.s caught 
at his meaning; and there was .something in his mauiier 
which implied so much of assurance, that she held her eyes 
fixed on him with a look of eager iwiuiry as she said, 

“ Why, then, what do you mane, Phelim ? ” 

“ I mane that you should not be surprised out o’ your 
life if God was good to you some time or other; and no 
knowin’ the day or the hour that Rory might be promiscu¬ 
ously, as I may say, restored to us in an individual inanner, 
and without that preparation or hallucination requizit foi 

sudden surprises or-” . , , 

“Phelim,” interrupted Mary, ' I’m sure you ve hecrd 
something, or you would n’t talk this way, and come here 
at this time o’ night. For Heaven’s sake, tell tis at wanst 
if you do know any thing of Rory. i- » 

Kathleen had been attracted as well as Mary hy Phelim s 
last wo^ds, and was so overcome by agitation as to sink to 
-’a seat; and her eyes being turned towards tlic door, which 
stood lyar, became suddenly riveted on a figure in the 
gloom beyond it, — for Rory having drawn as close to the 
=>f . ‘entrance as he coukl, to hear the sound of tlie loved voice, 
f wittiii, pad come within range of Kathleen s eager eye. 
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Before Phclim coukl answer Mary's adjuration, a faint 
scream from Kathleen called Mary’s attention upon her, 
and she bcdield her witli clasped hands and fascinated gaze* 
looking through the door, as she f^iicclaimed, “ (ireat God, 
he’s there !”—and she buried her face "in h6r hands as she 
spoke, and fell backwards. 

Phelira caught her, or she must have dropped to the 
ground ; while Mary and lier mother rushed to the door, 
whose threshold Rory’s foot had just crossed, and the long- 
lost tvanderer was clasped at the same instant in the arms 
of his mother and sister. After a long and tender embrace 
of each, he hastened to Kathleen, who still kept her face 
covered. Kneeling bt'side her, Rory besought her to look 
upon him, and gently endeavoured to withdraw her hands; 
nut the ])oor girl trembled violently, while she could only 
breat’ie in long-drawn sighs,—and it was some time before 
her lover coukl prevail upon her to behold him. Tremu¬ 
lously parting her hands, she looked upon Rory for a few 
moments, and then again screened her eye.s, as though the 
sight of him had been sunshine to them and could not be 
supi)ortcd : but in that one look, there was so much of 
timorous delight, so much of child-like joy, seeming afraid 
almost to trust its own happiness, that Rory’s heart drank 
full of delight, and clasping her wildly in his arms, he ex¬ 
claimed, “ She’s my own ! — she's my own ! ” 

The melting girl dropped into his embrace, and as her 
arms hung round his neck, she wept as she had wept be¬ 
fore for her brother. 

But the tears were not from the same source. — Row 
wondrous near do the founts of joy and sorrow lie in the 

human heart! . ^ 

After the first burst of welcome and joy was over, Rory s 
eye fell upon the figure of Kathleen’s mother sitting si¬ 
lently and steadfastly in her chair, as if she belonged not 
to the scene — npr did sHe ! — to her, her dead son was 
dearer than her daughter’s living lover. Her he,ad was 
turned away, for she lookctl upon the corse of Regan • 
which was screened from Rory s observation ; but he, ad¬ 
vancing towards her to claim her welcome, sorted and 
stood still when he saw the object •of hw melaneholyj:on-» 
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templation. He turned an inquiring glance’to Mary and 
Kathleen : the former spoke: — 

'' Ah, Rory, you’ve come back to see sore trouble i ” 
He ’s dead now, Rory,” said Kathleen. The few 
words were given In a tone which spoke a history ; tlie 
meaning travelled over the past — it spoke of injuries in¬ 
flicted, of wrath and wrongs, and implied that Forgiveness 
was the hand-maiden of Death. Rory felt all the mean¬ 
ing, but his generous heart needed not the appeal; he 
approached the dead body, and kneeling beside it, took 
the lifeless hand and said, “ Shan — though you would 
not be iny friend in life, we 're friends now." lie laid the 
hand gently down, and raising his ow’ii in the action of 
prayer, said fervently, IMav his soul rest in glory 1 " then 
rising from his knees, he approached Kathky'u, wh,o flung 
herself in a passion of tears on his neck and sohhed, ferl'.i 
audibly, “ God bless you — God bless you, Rory ! ” 

It was an exciting scene which that cabin (xiiibited. 
There was grief over the dead, and joy over the living ; 
one had been hurried out of life, and another returned as 
if from the grave. Mhirds are weak in comparison wit!; 
human jiassion, :uul better may such a scene be conceiM,! 
than related. 

Rut the startling adventures of the day and night were 
not yet over. Information had been conveyed to the yeo¬ 
manry corp.s, that, the bot'y of a rebel was being waked in 
tlio village; and wheuc.’er such an event took ])lace, they 
always sought to find where this observance to the dead 
was performed, for the pur],osc of discovering tlio.se wlio 
respected a rebel so far, and inarJ-vtg them, if not for ven¬ 
geance, at least for surveillance. 


It was in the middle of the night, wliile Rory was re¬ 
counting to his family the circumstances of his mystcrion ■■ 
disaj^llrancc, that’a loud knocl^jng at tlie door and fierce 
detmmtls for immediate entry alarmed fliem. Before the 
^•door cOuld be unbarred to the summons, it was burst open 


a blow from the butt-end of a carabine, and .Justice 
'.^^felink, followed by some of his corps, entered the cabin. 
'B&he scefle wiiich ensiled it is impossible to describe — 
insult to the living and the dead, and Rory was 
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laid vioknt hands on, as the murderer of Scrubhs:—‘tp 
explain at such a moment was impossible; wery attempt 
he made to do so was met by curses and blows; and he • 
was dragged from amongst the shrining women, hurried 
to,the county gaol, and committed to abide his trial as a 
murderer. 


CHAPTER XLII. 

CONTAINING AN KXI'l. IN ATOilV LEiTEK. 

■»\s KOc^ii as lie Lacy and Rory arrived in Dublin from Bor. 
ileaux, llie latter lost not an hour in proceeding southward, 

M appease the yearnings of his heart after home. But 
De Lacy remained’in the capital to transact various neces- 
-ary bu.siness wilh his lawyer respecting his iieivly-'acquired 
properly. 

It was with surjirise and sorrow he received the follotv- 
ii:g loiter a few days after Rory’s departure: the ad(lres.s 
r.iu tlius, penned in a round text: — 

To Ills Honour Hornt'“ 

De Lacy Ksijuirr lo be 
left, at Counsel ( asoy’s 
Dominick S'- Dublin. 

The missive was closed with a wafer and bore the im¬ 
pression of a thimble bjawvay of seal, and when banded to 
De Lacy by his lawyer on hi.s entering his studi, excited 
no small surprise. 

V\ ho the deuce can this he from ! ” said De Lacy, 
turning the letter over thr^e or four times. 

The lawyer pointed to the impression of the thimble, 
and giving a knowing wink, replied, “ You soldidrs are’^ 
terrible felloivs among the girls ! ” 

“ Mk ’ll see what fair correspondent this is froi.;,” said 
De Lacy as he broke the seal. These were the contents: 

a 4 • • 
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" Honoured 3m 

“ Nemo iiiortalium in omnibus horis sapit as is ili- 
' gantiy remarked by the Classicks which is my own case at 
this present writin for I know more know what’s to be done 
then the babe unborn in the regard of his life been in 
danger as they will hang him if posable unless you can 
sthreck him out sum way to purvint it been surrounded as 
we are I may say with truth with sarcumvallations more 
cuteancous and pcrplexn then the Walls of Troy or the 
, ■ L&byrynthus of (Irete where the miniature was kejtt and 
Diddle-us himself could not get out in short we are in the 
verry centre of a hobble and wishes you to know it ktiowin 
youl be plased to do all in your power for the poor boy who 
they tuk to jail the minit he came home from the ])oor 
women who is brakin their harts and they wont blieve the 
blaggards 1 mane what he ses about it but wants to jnakei 
out he raurdhered the Killecthr which he never done 
though (rod knows it would be no loss and this is to insense 
you on that same and ax your honours advice which is no 
good Im afeard in regard of the villians that is thurstin 
for his blood which they will have barrin it can be saved 
and knowin none can do that same but yourself seein that 
you are a gintleman every inch o you and no less and was 
always our frind and his frind and 1 know will do all 
mortial man can do for him and from him and his they 
offer you their prayrs and blcssins as of owld and hopes 
youl stand to thefn now and they will ever pray and so 
will 1 who respects your honour more then tongs can tell 
for minshuration could not measure the profunditty of my 
reverence for your honour wdiich will inkrase in a jomnie- 
thrical ratio to the ind of Time 

“ From your Honours 
“ Obagent Sarvent 
“ To t’ommand 
"■ PiiEUiM OFlanagan. 

“ Philoniath." 

• •> 

The mingled senses of the ridiculous and the serious 
which this letter excited produced an effect upon De Lacy 
•not unnoticed by the lawyer. 
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" What the deuce is that you ’re reading ? ” — “ Why 
do you ask ? ” 

“ Because your brow and your mouth are playing at • 
cross purjioses ; for while gloom sits on the one, mirth is 
twitching at the other.” • 

“ The face is the index of the mind,” said T)e Lacy; 

“ it is a true saying. There, — read that, and you ’ll know 
more about the matter and he lianded him the letter. 

The young barrister laughed at the extraordinary epistle, 
and when he concluded the reading of it, declared it to he • 
one of the most extraordinary documents which had ever 
come under his inspection ; “ but in one respect,” added 
he, “ it does not fulfil your representation of it.” 

“ How so ? ” asked De Lacy. — “ You said, as you 
gave it to me, I should know more of the business : and 1 
"onfes.s I am ^et as ignor.ant on that point as when I began. 
You who are acquainted, I suppose, with the ciroumstnnees 
of the person and case alluded to, may be en.'ibled to make 
a guess at the matter, but to a stranger it is perfectly hiero- 
glyphic.”_ 

“ Don't you see they have taken him to gaol on a charge 
of murder ! ” — “ And who is Aim, pray ? ” 

“ Rorv O’Morc, to be sure : — does not the letter say so?” 

“Indeed, it docs not — nor one tangible fact. Vou 
may giietiK what all tills extraordinary composition means ; 
but I defy any one to arrive at any knowledge from the 
thing itself: it has neither mention of name (except the 
magniloquent w’ritcr) nor of distinct fact, nor even time 
nor place sjtecified. Look yourself: there is neither date 
nor address.” 

“It is so, I jterceiv^ now that you remark it; hut I 
know whence it comes and to what it alliide.s, and it gives 
me dee]) ctnicern.” 

•“ Let us see tlie post-mark,” said the lawyer as he 
turned to tlic outside of'the letter, “ Ila !—from the 
South, I see.” 

“Yes,” said De Lacy ; “that's the po.',t-town of the** 
district; so far right, but there is no daa: ! However, it 
matters not much, for 't is but a few days slrci ,the poor 
fellow left me for home, and now h« is iiigaol an a charge . 
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of 'murder, of which I know he is innocent I ’’ — Then 
your evidence can acquit him.” 

« “Certainly,” said Dc Lacy. “But it is too hard an 
innocent man must lie in gaol on a false charge." 

“ He will not lie there long, for they make short wotk 
of accusations and trials now; so tell me all about it,” said 
the lawyer, “ and we '11 see what can be done." 

De Lacy then entered into an explanation of the cir. 
cumstances connected with Ilory's and the collector’s ah- 
• duction, together with the nature of his first connection 
with O’More, and the cause of Ids being an inmate of hi.s 
cottage; and when he had concluded, the barrister shook 
his head and said it was an awkward affair. 

“ At all events I will at once go to the South, and sec 
him.” 

“ You must do no such thing. You forget tlie_ statij. 
this country is in ; and after all you have told me, your 
presence in his behalf would be quite enough to hang him.” 

“ And must 1 let the poor fellow lie in prison without 
hope or comfort.^ ” 

“ Certainly not. 7 will sec him, if you like ; and there 
w'ill be much more hope for him in that, and much more 
comfort to you and him, in having his life satwd tiirough 
my intervention, than put in jeopardy through your.s.” 

“Thanks to you, my dear friend!” said De Lacy. 
“ There is nothing by which you can oblige me more than 
by an immediate attention to this affair, and no expense 
can be incurred which I will not willingly pay for tins 
]ioor fellow’s safety. How soon can you go down ? for 1 
wish .him to be assured as quickly as pos.sible of every care 
Iteiiig taken of him.” 

“ There is no time to he lost ; for sqtecial commissions 
are now holden all over the country.” 

“ 1 rnuH go witli you," said De Lacy. — I insist on 
your not seeing the prisoner.” - 

“ To that I submit; but I w'ould not for worlds be far 
_ • hjvayjfrom him at such a time ! •—- I cannot tell you how I 
2. kim ; — I may say, the affection I have for him.” 

^5 ” “ Weiy you may come down with me to the town, and 
incog, at tlje iuB, if you like; but 1 assure you, if" 
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your preiencfe in the country becomes known to the pro¬ 
secuting parties, it will be all the worse for your friend 
Rory.” 

“ I will be as cautious as you can desire — in short, I 
■will put myself quite under your control.” 

“ Very well, then ; well start the day after to-mon-ow.” 


CHAPTER XLIII. 

HOIIY INUL'IGKS l.V GLOOMY ANTICIPATION'S. 

tWiiFN He Ijacy and his friend reached the town where 
Rory was confined, the lawyer lost not a moment in visit¬ 
ing the prisoner, making himself possessed of the facts of 
his case, and assuring him of every care being taken of 
him by De Lacy, “ who would in person have told you 
all this,” said the barrister, “ but that I recommended 
him, considering the state the country is in, not to show 
himself in this business, as it would only do more harm 
than good; but be is in the town, O'More, as he is most 
anxious to know tlie remit of the trial, the moment it is 
over.” 

“ G, d bless him ! ” said Rory ; “ be was always good 
and kind to me ; and fell liiin, if you plaze, sir, that I'm 
sinsible of all be's done for me, and even if I should die, 

I won’t forget it all.the same.” 

“It,would puzzle you to remember it after you die 
O’More. Rut banish such melancholy thoughts, my man, 
— don’t think of dying." 

• “ 'Faith, I hear it's a bad chance with any poor fellow 
who comes here of late, %ince the had times. 1 hear they 
come in at the door, and go out at the window witji a bal- 
kimiy that has a very unsafe bottom to it ; and for feai* 
they should hurt themselves in tumblin’ through it, they 
tie a bit o’ sthring to thira, to brake the fall.” • 

The lawyer could not suppress^ smile at this judjigjom^ 
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description of the fatal drop which Rory looked forward to 
as his new means of exit, but, in a gentle and soothing 
' tone, desired him to be of good cheer, and not to let his 
heart fail him. 

“ Tut, sir don't think I fear to die bekaze I spake-of 
it — 1 don’t desarve death, and it won’t be my portion if 
I get fair play ; but, livin’ or dyin’, 1 ’ni ready to prove 
myself a man, ane I’m sure my poor mother and sisther 
will always have a good frind in Misther l)e Lacy, and so 
my mind's aisy on that score ; and as for dyin’, a man 
must die some time or other, and whenever I’m called 1 'll 
not flinch.” 

iUglit, Rory ! — that’s like the philosophers.” 

“ I dunna who thim wor ; but it’s like a man, any how.” 

“ Good-b'ye, O’More ! — 1 ’ll see you soon again,” said 
the lawyer as he left him. , , 

On his return to Ue Lacy, he expressed a good deal of 
fear as to the difficulty of Rory’s case, and acknowledged 
the circumstances bore hardly against him. 

“ I can (wove he was taken away by force.” 

“ And how will you account for your own disappearance 
to France ? The mere fact of your going there convicts 
you of doing what your own life might pay the forfeit of.” 

'‘No matter,” said Be Lacy, if my testimony can benefit 
Rory. — Do you think 1 would live at the expense of that 
fine fellow’s life.” 

“ Certainly not; but you cannot prove any thing in Ins 
favour.” 

” Yes, 1 can : I know the collector was not murdered, 
but was alive in De Welskein’s lugger when I took Rory 
out of his hands.” “ 

“ Did you see him } ”—“ No.” 

“ ’riien you cannot prove any thing doing him a pin’s 
point of service —you perceive you can’t.” '• 

De Lacy was obliged to admit'ihe truth of this, and by 
dint of_, great persuasion on the part of his friend was in- 
"dneed to keep himself incog, at the inn ; for nothing but 
the assurance of his presence in the country being detri¬ 
mental t<v Rory could have restrained him from visiting his 
>pn6on, and also geing to offer comfort to his mother and 
sister. 


It is needless to dwell on the interval which elapsed be¬ 
tween this period and Rory’s trial, to which De Lacy 
looked forward with a feverish anxiety scarcely exceeded 
by those of his own blood or even poor Kathleen ; and 
w4ien the anxious day arrived which was* to determine 
Rory’s fate, De Lacy pressed the hand of the friendly law¬ 
yer, on his leaving him to go to the court, with a parting 
appeal to use every exertion, and an aspiration to Heaven 
for his success. 

“ There is one thing in the poor fellow’s favour, how¬ 
ever,” said the barrister: “he appears before a merciful 
jtdge ; Lord A—n—e sits on tliis coinraission.” 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

THK GLOllIOUS PIIIVII,EGE OF TKIAL BY JUBY. 


The court was crowded on the day of Rory’s trial: the 
galleries were occupied by the gentry for many miles round, 
atid all the magistrates of the district were in attendance ; 
Justice Slink, the most important of the number. Sweeny 
was beside the counsel for the prosecution, and as bus.y as 
his mischievous and meddling nature could desire. Close 
beside tlie front of the dock stood three women whose 
anxious countenancae jjt once proclaimed them to be deeply 
interested in the prisoner, for at every fresh movement in 
the court they turned their eyes towards the entrance of the 
dock in expectation of beholding him. They were Rory’s 
mother, his sister, and l^athleen. At lengtli, to the sum¬ 
mons of “ Make way there, make way !" the crowd swayed 
to and fro ; the drawing of lieavy bolts was heard, >the do<w 
of the dock opened, and Rory O’More, in CMstody of the 
gaoler, entered the place of peril. 

“ Oh, iny darlin’, my darlin’! ” cried his mdther, in a 
heart-breaking tone as she rushed*to thS bar and«st 2 £tah^ 
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her hand over it towards her boy, who iami forward and 
clasped it, 

“ Stand back ! ” said one of the cons'tables before the 
har, restraining the widow. 

“ Oh, don^t be so hard-hearted ! " said she. — “ Yon 
must stand back ! ” 

“ Just let me give him one kiss ! •— I have n’t seen hiiti 
these three weeks." 

“ Silence in the court! ” thundered the crier; “ liats of 
— room for my lord the judge ! ’’ 

Lord A-now appeared upon the bench, and somerf 

the magistrates took their seats tliere also. Slink was at 
his side, and appeared to be more officious than was agra'- 
able. The jury was now sworn ; and as no challeng's 
were made, the judge asked, had the prisoner no counsel 
Being answered in tlie affirmative, he ordered the Mial t- 
proceed. 

While these preliminaries were going forward, Mary 
O’More and Kathleen were exchanging signs of affection 
with llory, who returned to their clasping of hands and 
upraised and tearful eyes (expressive of their prffyers to the 
Almighty for his safety) a bright look of confidence, and 
even a smile, not of levity, but of tenderness : such as of¬ 
fended not against the solemnity of the occasion, but was 
meant to inspire those he loved with hope. 

To the indictment the women listened with breathless 
anxiety ; and its various counts, repetitions, and involve¬ 
ment, puzzled them so excessively, that they at last began 
to doubt whether what was going forward was in any way 
connected with Rory, and their sepse of hearing became 
blunted to the monotonous terms of tlic rigmarole that was 
being read, till they were startled from tlieir ejuiet by a 
sudden call of “ BriSoner at the liar." They looked al¬ 
ternately between the dork and Rory while the formula'of 
asking the prisoner what he pleaded was gone through ; 
,.and after Rory's declaration of his innocence in the legal 
form, the trial commenced. 

The counsel for the prosecution made a flaming speech. 
The exordium consisted of the worn-out common-places of 
ths^day, about the dem'im of revolution, the hydra faction. 
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_of the times teeming with terror and torrents of blood. 

lie then reminded the jury of the rebellion which had 
only just lieen put down, and congratulated himself, and 
tlic'iii and every loyal man, that their throats were left un¬ 
cut to “proclaim the proud pre-eminence of their glorious 
constitution, and to denounce the ruffian rabble that sought 
its overthrow.” lie then came to the facts of the ca.se be¬ 
fore them — representing Scrubbs as “ an amiable and 
worthy gentleman, torn from the bosom of his family, and 
savagely slaughtered by ^te prisoner at the bar. The dis¬ 
appearance of Mr. Scrubbs, gentlemen, must be fresh in 
ail your memories; but I think it necessary to remind you 
of the princijtal points wdiich will appear in evidence, and 
I feel confident that not a shadow of doubt will remain 
upon your mbuls that the prisoner at the bar has been 
guilty of the most flagrant, flagitious, bloody, and mysteri- 
ou.s murder.” lie then went over the details very minutely, 
and wrought sucli a case out of the cireumstances (which 
were of themselves sufficiently suspicious to put Rory’s 
life in jemiardy in the t:est of times), that when he sat 
down eve^ one in the court gave up poor Rory for lost, 
and Ids mother murmured in a low moan as she wrung her 
hands, “He’s gone, he’s gone! my darling’s gone! — 
tliey 'll have his life, they will 1 ” 

'I'he counsel for the i)rosccution next commenced his 
examination of witnesses. Justice Slink, Sweeny, and 
others who examined the glen pf the Folly, swore to the 
finding of the crow-bar near the ruins, the appearances of 
a struggle upon the spot, &c. &c. Larry Finnegan was 
then called to idenlrlfr' the crow-bar as the one he had 
given to Rory upon the day of Scrubb.s’s disappearance; 
lie was also questioned as to the previous meeting of 
• Scrubbs and Rory at the “ Black Bull, ” and their de¬ 
parture thence in cornpajiy: but Larry’s anxiety was so 
great to avoid saying any thing winch would prejudice 
Rory, that he did him more harm than good by his hesi-. 
tation, and the prosecuting counsel called the attention of 
the jury to .the disinclination the witness had to disclose 
the truth. “You see plainly he wants to save the firisoner.” 

“ Arrah, thin, do you w'arit me to swate away Iws (jfft?” 
«aid Finnegan. “ ’Faith, I’d be sorry to do tbatl” 
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“ God bless you I ’’ said the poor mother. 

■' Silence in the court ! ” roared the crier., 

“You hear him, gentlemen.^” said the prosecuting 
counsel. “ For God’s sake ! ” said Rory from the dock, 
“ tell the wtiole thruth and I’m not afeard.” 

“ Prisoner, be silent! ” said the counsel. 

Lord A- cast a searching glance upon Rory, -whose 

demand for the whole truth seemed to imj)ress his lordship 
favourably ; and his bright and open look also pleaded for 
him, in the judge’s benevolent l^art. 

The evidence proceeded. 

Counsel. You say that the prisoner at the bar and the 
late Mr. Scrubbs-’’ 

The counsel for the defence here interposed, and .said he 
objected to the term, the late Mr. Scrubbs, as it was as¬ 
suming the fact he was dead, which was not provef.. T»ie 
examination then proceeded. 

Counsel, The prisoner at the bar and tlie late — I beg 
pardon — Mister Scrubbs were the last to leave the 
“ Black Bull ” on that day.?' — Witness. Yis, sir. 

Counsel. How did they go ? — Witness, l^ey wint out 
o’ the door, sir. 

Counsel. 1 don’t suppose they went out of the window. 
1 mean, did they leave about the same time.?' — Witness. 
They wint togither, sir. 

Counsel. Both ou*- of the door at once .?■ — Witness. No, 
Mr. Scrubbs wdnt first. , 

Counsel. And the prisoner after ? — Witness. Yis. 

Counsel. Then he followed him .?’ — Witw,s,‘s. Yis. 

Counsel. You observe, gentlemen of the jury, Mr. 
Scrubbs -went first, and the prisoner followed him. — Wit¬ 
ness. Why, you wouldn’t have him go before the gin- 
tleman 1 . 

Counsel. Silence, sir ! Remember that, gentlemen — 
he followed Mr. Scrubbs. 

Tl>ere was a good deal more of examination which it 
would be uninteresting to record ; and after the landlord 
of the '‘Black Bull" had been bullied and tormenteil asrnuch 
as the counsel chose, he said, “ You may go down, sir.’’ 
^t^Biry Finnegan delighted to escape, scrambled from the 
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witness’s chair, ana was rushing off the table, when Rory’s 
counsel interposed and said, “ I beg your pardon — don’t 
go down yet.” 

“ Oh ! ” said the ’counsel for the crown, “ you want to 
cross-examine him do yon ? ” 

“ I believe 1 have a right, sir,” was the young barrister’s 
reply. 

“ ATHiy, sure, what crosser examination can you gi’ me 
than the one 1 got?” said poor Finnegan. 

“ Sit down, sit down, my man,” said the counsel encou¬ 
ragingly. “Now, don’tlje in a hurry, don’t be alarmed; 
take your time, and answer me quietly a few questions I 
shall ask you. You say some conversation passed between 
the prisoner and Mr. Scrubbs at your house ?”— Witnets. 
Yis, sir — thev wor spakin’ togither for some time. 

• Cour.sel. I think you mentioned that Mr. Scrubbs asked 
the prisoner, was he going home ? — Witness. He did, sir. 

Counsel. And the prisoner roa#going home? — Witness. 
Yis, sir. 

Counsel. Mr. Scrubbs's road home lay the same way, 1 
Delieve ? — ^Witness. It did, sir. 

Counsel. Then he and the ])risoner could not help going 
the same road ? — Witness. 'They could not, sir. 

Counsel. Mr. Scrubbs went out of the door first ? — 
Witness. Yis, sir. 

Counsel. And the prisoner after? — Witncjis. Yis, sir. 
Counsel. Immediately ? — Witness. That minit. 

Counsel. Then, what do you mean by saying he fol¬ 
lowed him ? — Witness. 1 mane, he folly d him the way a 
poor man would folly ,a^eintleinan, of coorse. 

Counsel. — 1 beg your attention, gentlemen of the jury, 
to this explanation of the witness’s meaning, upon which 
thf ojtposite counsel has put a false construction. 

Was the crow-bar you gave the prisoner his or yours? 

— Witness. It was his, sii*: he lint it to me, and kem that 

day to ax for it. , , 

Counsel. He came to ask for it, did he ? — then it was • 
for that particular purpose he wenkto your house that day? 

— Witness. It was, sir. • 

Coumel. Before he saw Mr. Scrufebs at,all? — Wit^s. 

Yis, sir. -• 
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Counsel. I beg you to remember this alsOj gentlemen of 
the jury. You may go down^ witness. 

Larry Finnegan again attempted to descend from tlie 
table, but was interrupted by the counsel for the prosecu¬ 
tion ; and the look of despair which the counfenace of'mine 
host of the “ Black Bull ” assumed was almost ludicrous. 
“ Is it more you want o’ me ? " said he. 

Coumel. A few questions. Sit down. 

Larry scratched his head, anil squeezed his hat lulrder 
than he had done before, and resumed his seat in bitterness 
of spirit; but his answers having latterly all gone smooth, 
he felt rather more self-possessed than he had done iinder 
his previous examination by the prosecuting counsel, and 
his native shrewdness was less under the control of the novel 
situation in which he was placed. 'I'he bullying barrister, 
as soon as the witness was seated, began in a thwnderwg 
tone thus; — 

Coumel. Now, my fine fellow, you sav that it was for 
the particular purpose of a>king for his crow-bar that the 
prisoner went to your house ? — Witness. I do. 

Counsel. By virtue of your oath?— Wittless. By the 
varth o’ my oath. 

Covn,sel {slopping the table fiercehj with hi.s hemd). — 
Now, sir, /wte do you know be came for that ;)urj) isc ? 
Answer me that, air \ — Witness. ’Faith, thin, I’ll tell 
you. lYhen he came into the place that morning, it was 
the first thing he ax’d for; and by the same token, the way 
1 remimber it is, that when he ax’d for the crow-bar he 
lint me, some one stan'in’ by ax’d what I could want with 
a crow.har ; and Rory O’.More iv.viji that said, it wastih 
me at all, but the misthriss wanted it (Mrs. Finnegan, I 
mane). And what would jMrs. Finnegan want wid it ?" 
says the man. “ VFhy,” says Rory, “ she makes .the 
punch so stlirong, that slie bent the spoon stitrivin’ to'stir 
it, and so she borrowed the crow-bar to mix the ]>iine!i.” 

A Jaugli iollowed this answer, and even Rory could not 
lielp smiling at bis own joke thus retailed ; but his mother 
and Maryland Kathleen, looked round the court, and turned 
their faces in wonder on those who could laugh while 
^e^lil^ of him‘they !.dored was at stake, and the sound of 
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mirth at such a moment fell more gratingly on their ears 
than the fierce manner of the bullying prosecutor. 

But the witness was encouraged, for he saw hisexaminer 
annoyed, and he took a hint from the result, and lay in 
wait «or another opportunity of turning the laitgh against 
his tormentor. He was not long in getting such an 
opening ; and the more he was examined in hope of shaking 
his testimony, tlie less the prowicutor gained by it. At 
lengtli the counsel received a whisper from Sweeny, that 
the fellow was drunk. 

“ He has his wits most d—nably about him, for all that,” 
jaid tlie lawyer. 

“ He has been drinking all the morning— I can prove 
it,” said Sweeny ; “ and you may upset his testimony, if 
you like, on tliat score.” 

“ I ’ll have a touch at him, then,” said the lawyer. 

When the jury perceived the same wiiness still kept on 
the table, and a re-examination for the prosecution en¬ 
tered upon, they became wearied, and indeed no wonder ; 
for the silk-gowned gentleman became excessively dull: 
and, liad lie possessed any tact, must have perceived from 
the demeanour of the jury that his present course of pro¬ 
ceeding was ill-timed; yet he continued; and in violation 
of all custom sought to invalidate the testimony of the man 
he himself had called as a witness: but Larry's cross- 
examination having favoured the prisoner, the crown 
counsel hecamo incensed, and abaiuloned al! ceremony and 
discretion, which at length was noticed by the bench. 

“ I beg your p.ariloii, my lord, but I am anxious to sifl 
this witness.” 

‘'By gor ! said Finnegan, “if yon wor to sift me from 
this till to-morrow, the divil a grain more you 'll get out*o’ 
me! — and indeed you've been gottin’ nothin’ but chaft' 
for Ac last half lumr.” 

The answer had so much hf truth in it, that the counsel 
became doubly annoyed at the suppressed laugh he lij'ard 
around him ; ami then he determined to bring up his heavy 
artillery, and knock Larry to atoms.^ 

Counsel. Now, .sir, I’ve just a question or tv\<» that 
you ’ll answer by virtue of your oath.* > ^ ^ 
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The Bench. Ileally, Mr. - 

Counsel. I beg your ludship’s pardon — but kt is abso¬ 
lutely important. Now, by virtue of your oath, have n’t 
you been drinking this morning ? — Witness. To be sure 
I have. • , 

Counsel. How much did you drink .? — Witness. 
’Faith, I don’t know: I never tbrouble myself keepin 
’count, barrin' I’m sarvin’ the customers at home. 

Counsel. You took a glass of whiskey before breakfast, 
of course } — Witness. And glad to get it! 

Counsel. And another after .? — Witness. Av course 
— wh(>n it was to be had. 

Counsel. Wl\gn you came into the town, you went to 
a public-house, I hear, and were drinking there, too, before 
you came into court ? — Witness. Oh, jist a ihrifle ainong 
some frinds. * 

Counsel. ^Yhat do you call a trifle ? — Witness. Four 
pots a’ portlier and a quart o’ sper’ts. 

Counsel. Gootl God ! Gentlemen of the jury, listen 

to this : — a gallon of porter and a quart of whiskey !_ 

Witness. Oh, but that was betune six iv uz ! 

Counsel, llien, sir, by your own account you ’re drunk 
at this moment. — Witness. Not a bit. 

Counsel. On your oath — remember your oath sir_ 

do you think, after drinking all you yourself have owned 
to, you are in a state to give evidence in a court of justice r 
— Witness. ’Faith, f think a few glasses only helps to 
brighten a man ! — and. betune ourselves, C’omiselior , 

-j I think you’d be a. grate dale the better of a ghiss 

yourself this minit. 

The laugh which this rejoinder produced finished ‘‘ the 
counsellor,” and he .sat down without roaring, as usual, 
at the witness, “ Go down, sir.” But Larry kept his seat 
until the laugh was over ; and not reccivitig the oiiiitiary 
mandate to retire, he looked bt the discomfited banister 
witli rite most provoking affectation of bunulity, and stiid, 

“ Do you want me any more, sir } ” 

■ This renewed the laugh, and Finnegan retired from tlie 
table ujjder the shadow of liis laurels. 

^ After some more stupid examination of other witneosesj 
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and tedious blundering on the part of this legal wiseacre, 
the case for the prosecution closed, and llory's counsel 
commenced his defence. 

After some preliminary observations on the manner in 
which the case had been conducted on the other side, and 
the disingenuousneas exhibited by his “ learned friend ” 
in endeavouring to pervert the meaning of some of the 
witnesses, •*— among others, that of the landlord of the 
Black Bull, — the counsel requested the jury to divest the 
evidence of the mystery which hatl been studiously thrown 
round it, until he had stripped it by cross-examination to 
its pure and simple state ; and in that state he begged of 
them to look upon it. “ It is the more necessary, gentle¬ 
men,” said he, “ because it is a case of circumstantial 
evidence ; and it behoves you to weigh such evidence most 
scrupulously, wnen the life of a fellow-creature depends 
upon it. 'I’his is doubly necessary in this case, inasmuch 
as tlie prisoner stands in a painfully perplexing situation, 
hy hav’ing no means of rebutting the charges against him 
by contrary livmy evidence, all the persons hearing a part 
ill the transaction wherein be was forcibly carried away 
being dead or beyond our reach: for you know, gentlemen, 
how inanv lives have been sacrificed W'ithin the brief but 
terrible period through which we have just passed ! I will 
produce, however, in evidence an examination sworn to 
before a niagisti-ate who is now in this court, hy one Solo¬ 
mon Slovin, since dead. ’ 

“ Yes, geiitleinen,” said the counsel !br the prosecution, 
“ he is (lead indeed, for he has been hanged since lie swore 
it j so you may guess how much lus deposition is wortli. 

Tlu! young barrister*ffius interrupted turned an indig¬ 
nant anil reproachful look on the crown lawyer as he sat 
down, and said, “ I cannot help remarking, that I never 
inct*a more ungenerous observation in the course of iny 
practice'.” Then turning to'thc jury, lie continued, “ You 
have been told, gentlemen, witli a view of prejudicing tlie 
evidence T have put in, that the person wlio deposed to the 
facts therein contained — facts, gentlemen, that must acquit 
my client,— I repeat it, that mdat acquit him in the 
minds of unprejudiced men, as I arr^sure you wilT prove 
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yourselves to be; — you have been told, I say, thU person 
was since hanged; but I will ask the learned gentleman 
who has so cruelly endeavoured to destroy the only hope of 
life iny client has left, — I will ask him, since he provokes 
the question* was that person legally hanged ? — lie *vil! 
not answer that, gentlemen,— he cannot — he dare not; 
and if that person suffered death illegally, it is monstrous 
that the fact should be put forward in a court of justice, • 
to support the course of the law of which the fact itself 
was a flagrant violation.” 

“ He deserved hanging,” interrupted the counsel for the 
crown. 

“ You are told he deserved hanging, gentlemen ; but 
before you give a verdict on that assertion, I expect you 
will ask, did the punishment result from the verdict of a 
jury and the sentence of a judge ? And if it did not, I 
trust, gentlemen, you will not, by receiving such evidence, 
violate the sanctuary of justice, by letting a man’s life de¬ 
pend on individual opinion, nor take a receipt in full for 
numau blood from the hands of any man, eveti a justice of 
the peace or a king’s counsel.” And he looked signi- 
licantly at the guilty magistral' on the bench, and upon 
the j)rosecutirig counsel, as he spoke. 

One of the jury remarked in no very amiable tone, to 
the barrister,— 

” You seem to forget, sir, that martial law exists in this 
country at present.” 

“■ Forget it, sir ! ” said the young advocate reproacli- 
fully ; “ G —d forbid I could have a heart so callous as to 
forget it ! Have I not seen the lamp-iirons of our streets 
made the ready gibbet for the reatuer vengeance of martial 
law, ns if they selected them to enlighten the public by 
the jn-omptriess of tlieir military measures } Forget it, 
sir ! — no ! nor you, nor I, nor our children tifter uus, 
shall forget it ! But terrible aj the tribunal of a court- 
martial is, — even when called at the drum-head, I would 
not venture here to condemn, however 1 may lament, the 
punishment which is recognised by the law. But this de¬ 
ponent pf whom 1 speak, — this poor old helpless man —• 
had not even a drum-ibead to look to, the only likeness to 
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it being the cRiptiness of the head whose ferocious folly 
coiulemncd him 5 but without word of evidence, or que^ 
tion of life and deatli, even amongst his own troop, this • 
captain-magistrate hanged the wretched man ! — Yes, gen- 
tltinen, lie was hanged, untried and unshrivan, less like a 
Christian than a dog ! And yet, this is the condemnation 
which is called in to invalidate the testimony of the con¬ 
demned man!—Condemned, do I Say? (>ontleinen, I 
cannot contain my indignation ; I will not say the man 
was condeniiicd, for the term bears with it the seeming of 
lejal punishment: he was not condemuid — he was mnr- 
111'rod ! 

From tlie first allusion made to the hanging of Solomon, 
Justice Slink seemed rather uncoinfortahle. As the advo¬ 
cate wanned into indignation, the captain seemed to wince 
ynder the las.i ; and though his iirow darkciied and his face 
.■issui'K'd a vengeful expression, yet was lie afraid to lift 
his eye to meet the bright indignant glance of the young 
barrister : but when at last the atrocious act he liad com¬ 
mitted was called by its right name, and he was denounced 
as a imirderer in open court, he dared to keep his seat no 
longer, but liurried from the bench, forgetting in his con¬ 
fusion to make the customary obeisance to the judge. 

Retiring to one of the rooms of the court-house appro- 
jiriated to tl'.e accommodation of the magistracy, he sent 
for Sweeny, and gave, through him, special instructions to 
ihe counsel for the prosecution to animadvert in his sjiecch 
in reply upon the defendant barrister’s “ atrocious attack ” 
ujion a loyal magistrate, and to represeiit to the jury how 
the military, party had been entrapped into an ambuscade 
hv the tinker, who thVfelbre ‘'hud a-cry rUjht to he hnnge.d. 
And,” added (he magisterial captain, ‘"it any other judge 

than that milk-and-water Lord A-(who is half a 

rtMiel himself) wa.s on the bench, the Jacobite rascal who 
is prating would not lia’,': been permitted to hold such 

language against a loyal man.’ 

Sweeny returned to the court 011 his mission aim foiimi*^ 
the speech for the defence just ahoift to conclude the 
advocate trusiiiig to the docunifriUary evidence ^)Ut in for 
the acquittal of his elient. , * 
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The jury were little , more pleased thari .Justice Slink 
himself at the boldness of the young lawyer ; for hangin|^- 
made-easy -ivas more to their taste than is desirable in 
gentlemen who sit on capital cases, and tliey made no 
scruple of showing by their looks that the speech for fhe 
prisoner was far from agreeable. 

AVhen the prosecuting (^unsel rose to reply, they be¬ 
stowed upon him the most marked attention ; and he pro- . 
Deeded to fill up the outline given to him by Sweeny, at 
Captain Slink’s desire. After defending the act of hang¬ 
ing the tinker, he asked them how' could they believe tbe 
testimony of a rebel who bad suffl>red death for herraying 
the king’s troops into an ambuscade ; and niiicb very 
testimony was given for tbe purpose of boodvvinking a 
magistrate, and very likely with a view to scr.‘>en the ])visoner 
at the bar, who stood in the awkward predica.uent of being 
open to the suspicion of being just as much a rebel ns any ol 
them “Yon arc told, gentlemen, be was out of tlie 
country all tbe time of the rebellion, — that he was in 
F'rance ; ami what l)ronglit liim there, 1 ask r AVe have 
not been told what. It w’as a very suspicious place to bo 
in, at all events.” 

In this si rain was be proceeding, when his sjH'ecii was 
inferruiited by a bustle in the court, cau.sed by the faifeting 
of Kathleen Ilegan, whose fears for llory’s life wort 
wrougJit to sueli a jrit.cb that site sunk bencatb them, and 
much (listurbaucc was occasioned by the movement oi' the 
dense crowd in the court in endeavouring to make a pas¬ 
sage for her to the open air. 'i'here at length she was 
conveyed, and in some time restored to consciousness. 
Phelirn 0’Flanaga)i was at her sideg for Ire haii undertaken 
the care of her, as the M^idow O’lAlore and Mary were 
too di-eadfully interested in the triid to letive the court, 
where they remained, as it were, in a .slati; of ffar(^(l 
fascination • for thongh they spryed to hear tliC result, 
they feared the worst from the n.'iture of the jirosecutor’s 
/reply, Uiul the manifest relish with whicli it was received 
by the jury. 

When Kathleen was 'able to speak, the first words she 
*ai<] to I^helim were, “;,Where arc they all gone.'''’ 
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“AVlio, — viho>’’ said PliL-litn. — “All thim 

people, and they staring so frightfully !”' 

Aisy, rol!i‘i‘!i dear ! aisy ! You’ll be betther in a minit.” •' 

Kathleen drew her band across her forehead, as if in 
thf act of rocailing memory ; and then burs‘jng into tears, 
she cried, “ 1 know it now,'' 1 know it,.— 1 remember it 
all ! 'I’hey 'll murder him, — 1 know they ’ll have his 
life ! Ohj bring me hack thjrc — bring me back ! don’t 
take me away from him as long as he’s alive 1 riielim 
di.'.tfj take me hack again ! ” 

“Slav hen-, my poor colleen! it’s betther fur you,— 
ih.i' hot coort will make you faint again.’ 

“ Oil. it nas n't the hot court, I’heliui, but the cowld 
fear that came (iver my heart: but 1 ’ll go hack again, — 

I tviil.” 

■■ Wiut a >.ile l.mgcr at laste, darlin’, until you’re more 
recovered. liulccd, you’ll faint ageii if you go back so 
vsoon.” 

'I’he girl lieeded him rmt as he spoke, hnt he felt her 
h.am'i grasp ids arm \*ith a convulsive i)reK.sure ; and when 
he looked upon i;cr, he saw her eyes fixed in a gaze of 
wild I'agt ro.e s rewards the .street, .as she gasped forth ra¬ 
pid!'.', “ l.'iok i look 1 lor (md s sake, look ! 1 here, 

! — i; is ! — it is him !” 

“ M'ho, darlin’, — who.?”- “ 'rise coliccthor ! — the 
ctdlecthor 1 Oii, great (;<>d 1 ' 

S irlnging- from Ph.ehm'.s arms, .slic rushed into the 
street; and sci'/.ing (he reins of a hor.se which a traveller 
was rid'mg m. (he imoi.!, site clasjicd the knees of the horse- 
inaii, and serenned rat'Kr than spoke to him: Get 

ofp_jret e„. and s.ivs Ids lifo ! For the love of God, get 

oflj and save him !” 

It was Si 1 uhh-. wliom ^he iiddresscil. He had escaped 
fforn F.aiu'e, tu.d by a sii;giil.ir coincidence arrived at this 
op[K)rimu' moment to .sime ih.c lilc of the man who hau 
saved his, and was at that moment under trial for his murder.. 

It would he impossible to describe the scmsatlau pro-.^ 
duced among the iiystaniters at the •extraordinary occur¬ 
rence ; and it vvas not witliont trach lear on h;s part that 
Scrubbs wa.s almost lifted fvom bis borsc, and Infl-ried into 
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the court-house, Kathleen clinging to his side all the time, 
and uttering hysteric exclamations. 

It was just at this moment the prosecutor was winding 
up his reply. “ You are told, gentlemen, the prisoner was 
carried away to France by force, and in company witli Mr. 
Scrubhs; but the prisoner returns, and no tidings have we 
of the other. The prisoner, cannot give a satisfactory ac¬ 
count of himself. M'^hat brought him to France.? — who 
was he with in France.? — how did he get hack from 
France .? — why does not the collector come back too .? — 
Gentlemen, the question is, which you value most, a gen¬ 
tleman’s life, or a tinker's testimony, — the testimony of a 
rebel, who died the death he deserved.? Until they can 
])rO(luce mo Mr. Scrubhs, I remain increilnlous. .My an 
swer to all they have said is, ‘ M'here is the collector .?' " 

As he was about to wind np a grand peroration, the 
distant sound of the murmur of e.xcitement and agitation 
in the crowd which thronged every avenue to the court in¬ 
terrupted the attention of tiie audience. The crier was 
ordered to command silence; but, in defiance of that func¬ 
tionary’s mandate, the sound increasc<l, like that of rush¬ 
ing waters, and above it all the hysteric laugh and wail of 
a woman rang wildly through the court. 'J'here was a 
momentary pause, in which the counsel, repeating his con¬ 
clusive que.stion, exclaimed, “Again J say, where i.s the 
collector .? " 

The lovely girl, with streaming hair ami outstretched 
ar.ms, forced her way into the court, and screamed, “ He’s 
here! — he’s here!” And then the wild laugh whicli 
forced her flushed face into an expression of terrible mirth, 
while the tears were .streaming dow'ii‘’it, again rang round 
the court, which was absolutely ai)])aUed into silence. — 
“He’.s here!” she exclaimed again. “ (ireat God, f 
thank you ! I’ve saved him! .I’ve .saved him 1 ” Airtl 
them she relapsed into heart-breakhig sobs. 

“ llemove that poor girl from the court,” said Lord 

r‘A-1! whose gentle heart was quite overcome by the 

scene ; “ remove her, and take care of her.” 

It v,'ould be impossible minutely to detail ail which im¬ 
mediately followed ; the surpri.se, the commotion, the im. 
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possibility trt command order for some minutes. All this 
can l-.e better imagined than described ; and therefore we 
shall not attempt to paint the startling scene that passed* 
until Kathleen Regan was withdrawn from the court. 
'Shell Jlr. Scrubbs was produced on the table ; and scores 
of witnesses were on the spot to identify him,—indeed 
every man on the jury knew him. 

Order was not obtained for many minutes, and it required 

some interval to restore to Lord A- sufficient tranquillity 

to command lii.s judicial dignity in addressing tlie jury, ■ 
nliieb lie did in a few words, nearly as follotvs : — 

•• (ientlemcn of the jury, — Your iluties have been ter¬ 
minated in a very singular and affecting manner. By one _ 
of tbosc interpositions of the Divine will which the 
Almiehtv is sometimes ])leased to vouchsafe in evidence of 
, bis qfernal jn-,()*'idence, a human life has been preserved 

even when it was in the most imminent danger--’ 

A- paused, for liis feelings were yet an over- 

maleh for Ids power of composure ; and in the interval the 
roreii'ian of the fury said to his brothers, with a nod of 
a>f;umptioii,- 

•■He means our friend Scrubbs; — wonderful escape 

indeed ! ” " ^ 

Lord A --resumed. — '‘Gentlemen, it has been the 

will of Heaven to make manifest the innocence of an ac- 
cm cd. man, when all other hope had failed him, save that of 
ihe mereif'ul (Jod who has been bis protector ! ” 

\ -could proceed no further ; and many a 

.stifled .sob was beard in ilic court — every where but in the 
jury-i)ox. 

'• tieutleineii,” rSuined Lord A-, “ though the trial 

is at an end, it becoiiies necessary, as a matter of form, you 
should roiurii a verdict.” 

*• Singularly contrasting to the subdued voice of the judge, 
subdued by the operat'Mi of bis feelings, was the tone in 
which tlic foreman of the jury, with a smirk, answered 
without a moment’s licsilation, ^ • 

“ ^^’c are all agreed, my lord.” 

“ Of course,” replied Lcrd A-, passing/ hatidker- 


390 


BORY o’mOBB. 


chief across his eyes. “ Return your verdict, if you please^ 
gentlemen." 

“ Guilty, my lord,” said the foreman, with an assumed 
suavity of voice and manner. 

“ I beg your pardon, sir,” said the judgi.'; “ your 
feelings have overcome you as well as many others jrresent: 
you said, Guilty — of course you mean, guilty.” 

‘'No, my Lord,— we mean. Guilty.” 

The words were now pronounced sufficiently loud to he 
audible over the court, and a wild scream from the women 
followed, while the upturned eyes of every one in court at 
the jury-box testified their .astonishment. Even the com¬ 
mon crier was lost in wonder, and forgot, in Ids surprise, 
the accustomed call of “ Silence !” in response to the stirieks 
of the women. , 

“ Good (iod, sir ! ” excLaimed Lord A-addrersing ’ 

the foreman, “ have you eyes aud cars, and yet retiirii snch 
a verdict! Tlie pri.soncr at the bar is accu-ed of the 
murder of a ccrtaiir man : that very man is produced on the 
table before you, and identified in your )iresene(', ■— a 
living evidence of the prisoner’s innoeeiua*, — and yet you 
return a verdict against him of (Jnilry !” 

'• AV’e do, my lord,” said the foreman ja rtinacionslv, and 
with an offended air, as if he considered it a grion ance his 
verdict should he questioned. 

“Will you he good enough, sir,” said Lord A-, 

changing his tone from that of wonder to iro..v, ■ to t d! 
mo upon what count in the indictment he is guilty ? — f,a- 
really I am not lawyer enough to discover.” 

“ We should he sorry, my lord, to.djspute any point of 
law with your lordship; but the fact i.s, rny lord, you don’t 
know this country as well as we do, and we can swear 
upon till! oath we have taken this day, that tile jirisoner^ 
to have been hanged long ago, and we say. Guilty" 
my lord J " * 

, Lord ,A- could not withdraw the look of mingled 

Tfonderand indignatiqu he fixedon the jury for a moment; 
and when he did, he transferred his eye to the prisoner,— 
but in its transit the look of asperity was gone, and an eye 
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beaming with benig;iity met the bright and imflindiing 
look of Rory. 

Prisoner at tlie bar ! ” — said Lord A-, whose ad¬ 

dress turned every eye upon the prisoner. 

' I beg your pardon, my lord,” said one *of the magis¬ 
trates sitting on the bench, " your lordshij> has forgotten to 
put oil your black cap.” 

“No, sir, I have not forgotten it.— Prisoner at the 
bar,” coiiliiiued the judge, “ I feel it my duty to tell you 
that, uotwitlistaiiding the verdict you have heard pro- 
■iouticed upon you, not a hair of your head sliall be 
luirnicd !" 

A loud ‘‘ Hurra !” interrupted the eoiitiiiuation of the 
addressand the crier’s voice, after some time, was heard 
shouting “ tSih'iice !” After the lapse of about a minute, 
ordi.r was oblaiiied ; and before Lord A —— could resume, 
the iiueiiiau s.aid, loud enough to be heard for a considerable 
distance,- 

“ No wonder the rebels shout!” 

f.ord A-noticed not this impertinence, directly, but 

ordered liie crier again to command silence ; and when that 
fuiietioiiary had done so, his lordship added, fixing bis eye 
oil the insolent offender, “ And whoever dares again to 
violate the decency and solemnity of tills court, I will com¬ 
mit him.” 

’J’he bullying foreman quailed Ix'forc tlie dignified rebuke, 
and his lordship jirocecded in a business-like tone to the 
whole jury : — 

“ I cannot avoid, gentlemen, receiving and reeording 
your verdict; wliic^' iieitlicr can I resist stigmatising as 
disgraceful to yourselves individually and collectively, — 
for you must be either fools or worse. Rut I am not 
Jxmiid to jironouiice sentence on the prisoner on that wr* 
rfict, and 1 will not; neither will I rest this night until t 
despatch i’. special messinger to the lord-lieutenant, to re¬ 
present the ease and have your verdict set aside : and f 
promise here, in open court, to the prisoner, that^ with ^ 
convenient speed he shall be liberated from prison.” 

After the admonition of the judge to the ju»ymen, the 
assembled multitude had suificiont good taste ^to rejpres* 
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any tumultuous expression of joy ; but a low murmur of 
■pleasure ran round the court, and Kathleen, and Mary and 
her mother embraced llory across the bar before he was 
v’ithdrawn, under the gaoler’s care. 

The jury was discharged, the judge left the bench, and 
the court became gradually deserted when the exciting cause 
which had crowded its interior to suffocation was over ; 
but there were little knots in its whereabouts, talking over 
the stirring events of the day under feelings of varied ex¬ 
citement. The jurymen, before they separated, animad¬ 
verted iipcui the extraordinary conduct of the judge in no 
measured terms. 

“ By G—d! sir,” said the foreman to his brothers, 
''there's an end of our glorious constitution if these things 
are jiennitted to go on ! Wliat’s the use of n-ial by jury, 
if a jury can’t hang any man they think fit ? — I ask yon 
what’s the use of a jury otherwise ? But here s a (1—d 
rebel judge comes down and refuses to hang him: y,.u 
know, if that’s permitted, there’s an end to all justice 1 
—"t is the is the jury in that case, and all the vaga¬ 

bonds in the country may do what they like. ’ 

“ I think,’’ added another, “ that we should scud an 
address to the lord-lieutenant, signed by us all in persnn, 
protesting against the iiijustice, and declaring the dang( r 
to tile constitution if such a daring proceeding as a judg-,' 
daring to presume to refuse a vertlict is dared to be per¬ 
mitted in such times as these, with popery and slavery, 
brass money and wooden shoes staring us in the face ! Sir, 
the lord-lieutenant himself would n’t dare to refuse such 
address ! ” 

“ I don't think he would, sir," said a third. “ You 
know, if property is not represented, what becomes of the 
country ? And here is twelve men of property, and a rebel 
judge refuses to take their verdict, — wdiich is, as I saj', 
not vopresenting the property of the country ; and if pro¬ 
perty is not represented, what becomes of British coii- 
Jtection '■— I should yke to know that! M'diat will the 
lord-lieutenant say to that ? " 

, “ He c^n’t do less than suspend the jutlge per iumperis 

,>|uid we ’ll .address l>.iin to that effect slue die, — tliat’s mp 
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motto: and vvlieif the matter is properly represented to the 
minister-” 

“ 1 think it sliould go before the bishop," interrupted a 
juryman. 

•’ ' My good friend, -when I say ‘ the niinfster,' I don’t 
mean tlie minister— tliat is, the minister j/ou mean —the 
Protestant ininistcr : I mean the minieteriul minister." 

"Ci.! I beg pardon — I see: you niean tl)e big-wigs 
at th’ other side. Very good — capital idea ! Suppose 
Wf wer(! to sign a deputation to them, and forward it, 
['(tying the postage of course ? ” 

“ ’J'liat would be only respectful,” said one of them who 
liad not vet spoken. 

‘MMiat’s ibis you're all talking about ? ’’ said Stveeny^ 
who now joineii the group. 

‘(i.'ihout this extraordinary 8<fair.” 

('ertaiiily,” said the apotheeary-yeomar.ry-nttoiney ; 

most infamous ! Never witnessed siudi a decision in all 
iny life — a judge refusing to purge the country • 
Where s our constitution if the country’s ni t purged ? — 
I ask any gciuleman that. Such conduct in a judge iff 
most extraci Jinary — 1 may say, miraculous ! It is a sort 
of pvenuum on rebellion ; in fact, a bonus.” 

*• They ’ll bone us all, sii,” said the foreman, “ if 
tliey 're not put down ; and thfe only way of p-.itting them 
down is hatiging them up." 

“ Hang them, certainly — hang them ! ” said a bacon- 
iiierehant, whose eustom of hanging flitches rendered him 
callotis to the ])ractiee in general. 

“ We were just talking, Mr. Sweeny, when you came,” 
said the foreman, of addressing a deputation to the 
ministerial minister on tliis matter.”—“An excellent 


i^dea ! ” replied Sweeny. ’• 

‘ “ We were thinking of drawing up a letler'i-*-i^" 

“ I would recommend it to be engrossedsP'dsaid tlie 
attorney. '' 

“Very good suggestion, gentlemen added the fbremari 
“We must get our friend Sweeny to engross the deput¬ 
ation.” , 

“ ft will be more respectful," ngid the respectable man 
is'ho backed the suggestion of paying the postage..- 
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"Now, who ’ll write it?” inquired the foreman^ with 
a certain conscious air, in asking tlie question, that he him¬ 
self was the proper person. 

" Oh, you — you, of course,” was answered by more 
than one. ' ' 

■" Why, really,” said the foreman bashfully, “ I think 
we ought to club our heads.” 

“ Sir," said Sweeny, grinning, thereby giving every one 
notice he was going to say a good thing, “ the rebels are 
ready enough to club our heads without doing it ourselves ! 

— Ha! lui! ha!” 

A corresponding grin and " Ha ! Ita ! hu I ” followed 
Sweeny’s witticism ; and a running tire of " \'ery gtiod ! 
very good ! ” went the round of the jurymen. 

“ Rut I do think," continued the foreman,■ “ this deput¬ 
ation thing should be done hy a comit-ee." • 4 ' 

“ No one can do it better than you, worthy foreman,” 
said Sweeny, toadying the man wlio so readily hacked iiis 
attempt at the engrossing job. 

" I think so too,” said the piostagc-nian ; “ you havi; the 
pen of a ready-writer, sir.” 

“ True,” said Sweeny ; “ or, as ice say, rurrerlo culmnrl. 

— Then, my dear sir, as it seems to he the general wish 
of the jnry — or, as I may say, pro con — that you are to 
do it, 1 ’ll go along with yoti ami take your iiisti iictious.” 

This terminated the jury consultation ; and Sweeny 
was walking off with the foreman, when one of the l oii- 
stahle.s addressed him, to say that his honour Jiistice Slink 
wanted to speak to him. 

“ Then I must be off,” said Sweig^.v. “ You see I am 
so engaged ! — in short, I ’in a frr-totum, — I might 
almost .say, a <c«-totum, for I ’ra going round and round 
them all. — I 'll go over to you, however, to breakfast to¬ 
morrow, and take the instructions.” 

Stveeny followed the constable,' who led him to a room 
jn the yourt-house where Slink awaited him. The brow of 
•the justice was clouijod, and his tone was angry as he ad¬ 
dressed the attorney. 

" A p*jtty bungle Scrubbs has made of this busiuesB 1 ” 
My dear justice, it*is not his fault, after all.” 
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“ Pooh ! pooh !•— (lid n’t we tiul liiin on no account.to 
appear until the rascal’s trial w'as over ? ” 

" So we did. But, you see, the trial occurred a day 
later than we calculated, and I told Scrubbs be might go 
lioiTie on Tl'^ednesday.” ’ 

“ Zoun.ls! why did n’t you stop liim ?” 

“ I endeavoured to do so, iny dear justice, hy sending 
over a .ait’ssenger last night; but he missed him.” 

“ It’s d—d unfortunate! that’s all 1 can say,” said 
Slink. Come home, however, and dine with me ; — I ’in 
a.'' hniigry as a hawk, kicking my heels here about the eourt 
al! day, and for no good, since that rebel has escaped. 
Come along! it can’t lx- helped,— fhi^ old saying, you 
know, ‘ 'I'he devil’s children have the devil’s luck ; ’ and 
so that rascal ^lory O’Mort- has cheated the gallows." 

‘ \li may be down on liim yet,” said Swi'eny, following 
the magistrate homewards to oat a good dinner, with a 
good appetiJe, notwithstanding the conspiiacy he had 
joint'd in against a fellow-creature’s life: for being ap- 
jirised of Scrublis’s retu.rn to Ireland before tlie trial, he 
and tile justice considered it an iiigr.nioto-’ device, to induce 
the collector to remain concealed until it was over, for the 
piiritose of banging an innocent man, wliom they consi¬ 
dered a (hiiigerons person—Imt wiiiise iife., by the inter¬ 
ference oi' J’rovidence, was preserved from llie iniirderous 
attemtit ; — and he, in defence of whose liberty poor Rory 
h;ul cncomiteri d so many perils, and whose trial ari se from 
tliat very cause, — even he was niscreant enough to join 
the horrible consitiracy, and consent to the murder of the 
man who liad heen his champion. 

Yet this atrocious tri.ad were considered eminently useful 
persons by the Irish executive at that period ; and it was 
of, sueh persons it was said by .the adherents of goverii- 
nierii,, " th.at the country would lie lost wiiliout them.” 
And, indeed, government seeniod to think so too: for 
Sweeny rapidly rose in law preferment, being made crown- 
■iolicitor for the district; Scrubb.s wasjjtdvanced to place 
of great emolument in the metrp])oIitan eustom-house; 
and Justice Slink was created a knight, and in diw time a 
baronet. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

SHOlVINt; IKJW iHE VEUKlCT F<>lt THE IIAKCJNC PK OM: n'.Ol.tTctS 
THE BANISHMENT OF MANY. 

It was wiih fooliiigs of intense anxiety Dr Lacy awaitcil 
the return of his ftienul from the court-house; and with 
open arms he received liiin, when he saw by the expression 
of. his eotiiitenance all was right before he had siiokeii a 

word. 

“lie’s safe,” said the lawyer. 

“Thanks! thanks! my dear friend,” cxcbiitmd De- 
Lacy, pressing Ids hand with fervour. “ Have you br tight 
him with you ? ”— “ He is not yet liberated.” ^ 

“And why not after his acquittal ? ” — “ I did not spy 
he was acquitted ; I only said he was safe.— There now, 
don’t look so wretchedly anxious ;—let me sit down, for 
I tun exhausted, and I will tell you all about it.” 

Ho then hastily pave him a sketch of the trial ; and 
when he repeated the verdict of the jury, De Lacy fan¬ 
cied he w.as only joking. 

“ 1 assure you, ’t is true.” 

“ ATliat ! fin<l a man guilty of murder when the person 
he is accused of murdering is produced before tlicm.” — 
“True as gospel. I protest.’’ 

“My good fellow, I cannot believe,—surely, you’re 
joking I ’’ 

“ On my honour, then, since you won’t believe less, it 
is the fact.” 

“ But, surely, they cannot hang him ? ” — “ Fortu¬ 
nately for him, they cannqt; but they would if they could. 
Lord A—n—e, I need not tell you, would not pronouace 
sentence on such a verdict, and <’ven assured the prisoner, 
before he quilted tlie bench, that his life was in no danger: 
'nowe^^lr, he could not help allowing the verdict to be re-, 
corded.” 

“ «,•/((!< a record ! ’ exclaimed De Lacy ; “ what a 

brand of Infamy and fjjlly ipon the men who gave it, and 
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the times in which,we live! One'niigV laugh at the ab¬ 
surdity of the art, only for its atrocity ; but here, really 
mirth is reproved by horror, and the smile gives place to a 
shudder.” 

j'ly dear fellow, don’t be so eloquent,remember 
't was an Irish verdict,” said his friend, wJio smiled at De 
Ijiicy’s warmth. 

N tv. nay, I cannot trifle on this matter — I cannot! 
t >00(1 God ! what man’s life is safe here under such circum¬ 
stances ? ” 

“ Ol;, don’t mistake me, De Lacy ; 't was only for thu 
■sake of rousing your virtuous indignation I said what I 
did : and remember, my dear fellow, .after all, your Rory’s 
safe. Rut, S(‘nously speaking, it is certainly a most ras- 
c;d!y afliiir, am! I quite agree in every word you have ut¬ 
tered.” * 

'' 1 11,” said De Lacy, after a moment's silence and 

with .a long-drawn sigh, “ I ’in doomed to be disappointed 
in every tiling ! I returned to my country with a desire of 
being a useful member of society — of becoming a quiet 
and unoffeiuling'subject even under the system such as it 
is, — of doing all the good within my power ^ and, so help 
me Heaven ! I had thoroughly renounced all the romantic 
speculations in which you know 1 hare indulged, and hoped 
to be permitted at least to live unmolested; and even these 
humble exjieetations are dashed to destruciioii the moment 
my foot touches niynativc soil,— the life of an innocent man 
is sought to be sacrificed to the demon of parly hate in tlie 
i'ace of the very laws : even in her temple ! By all that's 
sacred, I would not live iu such a country to be king of it! 
—'Now, Ireland—pBor Ireland! farewell! As soon as 
1 can ])ut my foot on the deck of a free coimtr) s vessel, I 
will leave you ; an American ship shall boar me to her 
sli'. s, and I will place the Atlantic l^twcen me and the 
Idood-liounds that I sec :-»e fcevt on hunting lld.s poor 
Conn try to death ! ” 

^ “ Do not he loo hasty, De Lacy : von may do tnuch 
good here by remaining ; you may live ro be the poor man’s 
friend, and becotne the protector of the weak agayist the 
strong,” • 
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“ If J thought 80 ;, iny friond,” returned De Lacy, whose 
flushed cheek betrayed the warmth of his emotion, “ I 
would stay : — hut the tide runs too strong to make head 
against. — I the juotector of the weak against the strong } 
What mortal power tnay interpose wlien the divine emana¬ 
tion from lieaven — when Truth herxdf cannot screen the 
victim from the destroyer! 7'hat verdict has not suc¬ 
ceeded n.v a uM.s intended to do — in murdering an inno- • 
cent mail ; hut it lias banished another, who meant to do 
all in his power to benefit his country.” 

“ Well, we ’ll talk of this another time,” said his fi ii iid, 
who wished to divert him from the theme of his indigna-^ 
tion. “ As you dcsireil, I have directed the three jioor 
women who walked all the way from their village to tlu 
town this morning, to come to tlte inn for res! and refresh¬ 
ment.” ' 

“ 'J’rne,’' said De Lacy ; I forgot; —■ 1 wish inuch le 
see them, now that all is over and iny presence in the coun¬ 
try need not be kept a secret; — are they here ? ” 

“ 1 left tlumi to follow, wishing to hasten to you wil'i 
the news.” • 

At this moment the door w'as ojiened by a great hulhing 
fellow, whh bristling hair, staring eyes, high eheel-.-liones. 
ii .snub nose, and a great mouth with a voice to mateli, wiio 
enacted the part of waiter ; and the aforesaid, |irotru(ling 
his liead, and nothing more into the room, said as loudiv 
and as nipidl.v, and witli as great a brogue as it couhl wel: 

be said, ‘‘ If you plaze, sir-” 

“ Al’hat do you want.^ ” said the lawyer.— jf ’.on 
jilaJtc, sir, there’,s wan a waiiUn’ you.” 

Who is it” — “ Three womt.'.i, .sir." 

“ And iirt.' three women one ? ” said tl.e iawycr, smilitig. 

— “Only wan aa-Ul for you, sir,” answered tin- waiter, 
grinning, letidy with his answer. . 

“And couldn't you say so/ ” — “ Jly dad. sir, it wa.., 
the owld one o’ the three ax'd for you ; atid th' othi r two 
i.s mighty Jiiirty, and so I thought they would tie a grate 
help: and that’s fne rayson." 

“ Sljow' them np.” 

Off vVeut the waitijr and in a few seconds the sound of 
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sacendiiiK foJ.stciis amiounced the sjiproacli of RoryS.^ 
mother and sister, and Kathleen Regan. The door opened: 
Mary O'lMore was* the first to enter, and De Lacy, ad- • 
vancing to her with extended hand, said in a voice lull of 
kindness, “ Mary, I am glad to see you.” 

The girl could not repress a faint scream, and, notwith¬ 
standing a manifest effort to control her feelings, her sudden 
flnshi'ig and snhsequent pallor betrayed how ]iowerlnlly the 
unexpected appearance of De Lacy acted upon he:'. 

“1 did not let you kno'.v sooner 1 was here; hut^I , 
would not he far from Rory. Mary, in his time of need.” 

God bless you ! God hlcss you ! faltered Mary, al¬ 
most suflhealing with contending emotions, which were too 
ranch for her, and the jioor girl, falling upoti her knees, 
kissed De Lacy's hand fervently, and, with half-uttered 
hlessings, .sam’" insensible to the ground. 

' Di'*haey hfteii the fainting girl, and bore her to a sofa 
near the u'indow. wliich was iminediatidy thrown open for 
the ailiiiission of'fresh air. A few minutes served to revive 
lew ami a el.iss of water p.artly restored her to eomi>osure; 
bill' still sh'e exhibited signs of agitation, and the mother 
said, ‘-Suia', ‘t was no wondher, after all the evaythur had 
eonc through that day. 

“No wonder indeed, Mrs. O’.More,” said De Lacy. 

“ Riit, after all, my iTientl Rory is safe.” 

“ Oil, hut f.s he safe, sir, do you think ? ” — “ As safe 
.as 1 :im,” said the lawyer; “'<to not entertain t!ie least un- 

(.‘usincss." ^ 

“ Hat hUK' ihvy t/fivc -ht ‘ (Juiltv,* tlu; viilaiiiS, they <lui, 

and my' hoy is taken back to gaol! 

“ That eaniiot he»..Gj>td, and I cannot explain to you 
why he must reniain in ]>iison for ii couple of days ; but, 

take mv woril, he s in no danger. ^ , t r 

' “Oh, 1 can hardly venture my heart with the hehef un¬ 
til I sec him out o’ gaol.”., 

“ 'fakemv word too, Mrs. O'More,’’ said De Lacy, “and • 
you, too, Kathleen, Rory will be with us in a couple oh 
""^tlavs ” ^ 

Kathleen could not speak, but,* clasping her liands and 
pressing theni lo her liosom, she looked her tlmnks more 

touchingly tluui language could have told them. * . . » 
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“And you, Mary," added De Lacy,, turning again to 
the sofa, where Mary still sat with her eyes fixed on tlie 
ground, ashamed of the emotion, whitli the unexpected 
presence of De Lacy had caused, — “■ you, too, must cheer 
up. And haw have you been all the time Kory and 1 Iwve 
been away ? You’ve had hard times of it, Mary, since the 
Sunday I left the cottage : but 1 must have my little room 
there again, for a few days.” ^ 

“ Ah, sir ! " sighed the widow, “ you ’ll never see your 
little room agin ! the owld house was burnt in the begin¬ 
ning o’ the had times ! ” 

“liurnt!" exclaimed De Lacy, who had not before 
heard of tlie calamity. 

“ Ay, indeed, sir, — and every thing in it, hut jist our¬ 
selves iiiul the clothes on our backs ; and little o’ tliiin, for 
wc wor hunted out of our beds, and not a shred or a scran 
did wc save, barrin’ the books you left behind you : ami 
Mary, the craythur, thought o’ thim in the niidilie nf it 
all, for the regard she had for thim, — and no woiulhor i” 
Mary reddened to the very forehead as her mother spoKe. 

And, sure, you rtre the rale and tliruo friend, j\Ir. ])e 
Lacy,” continued the widow. “ To think of your bein’ 
here yourself, let alone that good gintlcman you sent to us 
in our throuble 1 ,Oh ! may the Lord reward you ! —lJut 
tell me, sir, da you think indeed darling hoy is safe } ” 
“ Perfectly safe, — rest sittisfied on that ])oint. And 
now, Mrs. O’More, come over here and sit down at the 
table ; wc all want some refreshment;— come over.” 

“ It’s time, sir, we should be goin’ home ; we have a 

good step to waik, and-” 

“You must not leave the town fi.is evening,” said De 
Lacy. “ I have ordered you all beds here to-night; llicro- 
fore you may take your dinner in comfort, and we will 
have a talk over old times, Mrs. O’More.” 

As he spoke, the waiter entered with a hot joint, and 
slapped down the dish on the table, spilling half the gravy 
-over the tablecloth, and upsetting a couple of glasses, which 
reached the ground Vvith a grand smash. 

“ Bad luck to thim for glasses—they’re always failin’ !” 
said he, as he picked ijp the larger pieces of the broken 
glfess .and’threw tliern into the fire. 
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Mrs- O’Morc protested for some time against dining,* 
declaring it was too much trouble. See.; all of which 
meant, on her part as well as that of the girls, that they 
felt awkward in sitting down to tablet with the strange 
ge*iitleman. De Lacy bad often been the cbmjtanion of 
their dinner in their own cabin ; but now that he was in 
a hotel, and with the presence of a second person of superior 
rank, it made all the difference. However, their mode.st 
scruples were at length overcome, and the easy and un¬ 
affected hearing of the barrister set them soon as pnuch 
it ease as they could be under such circumstances. 

In the cour.se of the evening the lawyer could not avoid 
reinarking the downcast looks of Mary O’More, and tl\e 
riniid glances she sometimes ventured to cast towards De 
Lacy ; and this when considered together with the beauty 
»f till* girl, raised certain surmi.ses in the mind of the 
young lawyer which were not justified by anj’ conduct oil 
the part of his friend. The W'omen retired soon after 
dinner; and, indeed, the fatigues of the day made an 
early retreat to bed absolutely necessary'. 

\Vh en ].)e Lacy and his friend w'ere alone, the latter 
reuiarked, what a lovely specimen Mary (I’More presented 
of a peasant girl. 

“ They are both handsome girls,” answered Do Lacy. 

“That’s an ingenious escape, my friend,” .said the 
lawyer,' “ but, if 1 ’m not greatly mistaken, you have Ixiei. 
making sad work with that poor girl’s hear^.” 

“ 1 )o you imagine I could be such a scoundrel ? ” an¬ 
swered De Lacy, rather warmly. 

“ My good fellow I don’t mean you would harbour a 
dishonourable intention to man or woman breathing ; but, 
.somehow or other, that jioor girl is desperately in love with 
y,on, however it has taken place. Did you not observe her 
i'ifiotion at sight of you,— her not daring to moot your 
eyes.^ and 1 could see ba-sliful look at you wlicn 

she thought herself unoliserved.” 

“ My dear Hal,” said De Lacy, it is only gfatitud4 
for my care of her brother, nothing more — it can he no¬ 
thing more.” , 

“ Maybe so,” said the lawyer, ijrho saw the s^ihject 'pad 
26 
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better be drojjjH'd ; iiiul turniiifi; Ok' (•('.iivcrsation into iiu- 
otlier channel, tliey chatted and dipped their wine iiiiti: 
wis time to retire to rest. , 

The hnvjrer did retire to rest, but He Ijiicy- only went ; ■ 
bed. He could not rest : his anxiety during po,’ dayVhi 
indigiiutioti at the verilict, his dctc/ininaiion t > leave t!-; 
cotmtry, and the dawning projects wliieli opet ed on h,- 
speculativo iniml with relation to liis intetided renu'va! t ' 
America, kejit him in a .state of wakofnlnes-'. Tlictt 
remarh.s of hi.^ fricitd hefi.re they parted for ilie ni.-ht 
more ind'K'n ■ ' i.pnn him than his answers would lia\i ' d 
one to suppose : though he afFected to disbe'ievo tit'- -e^ 
of Mary O'.More's emotion, the evidence had not Isa it u,'- 
noticed liy himself, and it made hint til!ha; | . Tiien ho 
mother'.s little anecdote of /ii.v imek.s bciiig»t!ie otdv thii''. 
ict'ed tVi’.iu th;' ruin of their eottaoe tvheit it ivas^kwo!? 
to me Hani.'s ; tiie cause was jdain etiough to give a nni i- 
tine plea .lire but a man of jw’neit le, pain. 

Poor givi ' thought 1).' Lacy, “ 1 would not for tl; 
world that I should prove the etutse o! such an in.’uH'i !,' 
and lovely creature’s unhappiness! 1 shouhl never lorgito 
mysclt. And yet, why should 1 say forgive,'’ 1 n. ur 
breatiied a word nor made the Slightest allusion to aw.ik, :> 
such a .sentiment in her heart; but then 1 lived under tli. 
same roof for l ome months, wa.s constantly in her pre-eoce, 
and gave her tho.se unfortunate books: that w:is tmwi.M' 
— I see it w;vs ; but, t^od knows my heart I it h.u inno- 
eemly done. M'hut unaccountable things are iiuman feel¬ 
ings ! Here is this poor peasant girl betrayed int.o an 
attachment of which she must knot^the hopelcs.sneKs; f. ;• 
she is a sensible creature, and wdio would shudder at tie,' 
suspicion being entertained of lyr iniinlging. an nnrei|nit'e 1 
affection, for she is delicate-minded as one more hi;. VL' 
born. And yet she does love, I fear me ; .'ind n .’seo 
awakes but to warn her *o flonSeai what it was not s'ri'Ug 
enough to prevent. Alas! bow often feeling triunijihc, 
over reason ! — hoi' unequal is the struggle bt'tween tlieiiA.- 
How arc we to account for this unequal balance ? Why 
is this irjson given as a guide if there be itisiifficienoy 
t? its guidance on any*occasion or in any trial f — ""'by ? " 
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fliiis I)t; J^acy iVii into a train of metajiliysicai inus- 
'Vi ich set him to sleep,as it wouhl do the reader wen; 
1 ;<) ! omit it. 


CH.'J’TER XLVl. 

IS i. iio IT "i,)uY ioi rov-t UK 1 Acv's An'ii'K. ito' owy 

INCLlK.VTIOys. 

A- —n IS jih f'ood as his wortl; h ■ hst no time 
V. , .se , itinenliory’s e;H<- tt< liio lord-'ientc'i. . 1 ' pro 
♦ ■ 'hl, •I)!.- diM haree orison, ’.'.'lieu !i<" .i! li’oi'‘ty 

Lacy tell! him tiis intisitioii of Lavii;-;- I -ii.eui. .-uhI re- 
'■ ‘iiii'ieled !iiin to be-r him eoinjiany, as he di<l not con- 
ii ! ii';.- lili' 'voiild lie sa..' if ..e I'eniaiiied. 

" .Vnab liow eouid I lave the motlier an ' ’Tary, and 
- ’ ” — •' Katlileen.” a'lded 1)e Lacy. 

■ Vu., ' said Rory, .mniliug. “ I iini'r d av it, thotigh 

- ■ ij n: u r gave me a hint o that liefo'’,-.’’ 

• ! eiri l e as far into a millstone as mo..t people, Rory, 
i'l'i. J do not ..vatit ymi to leave them : tluy eaii hear you 

• 'mpiiiiy.'’ 

S’.iiT, they M feel mighty stliranee in France, sir. * 

■' 1 did not .say a woril aliout France. M'hat wouhl 
y at ilii'.K of America?*' 

■•'•h, iliat Is anoii^ir a flair ! But how could I take 
i. . ihi'i'c we .are not as snug as wi, were wanst; and 
tiia; ■■ oulii take a power o’ inoncv.. ’ 

;■ 'ouey lias nothing to do with the (|uestinn, flory. 

1 mfle " iih me. I intend seliing off every thing I am 

,md going to the blck^ct -ements of America:_ 

oc rc I shall buy a large trac* of ground, and shall want 

- .u .dimit me ; and how much betu# for me to'have 
'll - ■ I know anil rcgnrd than strangers ! A’ou shall be my 
hriid man there, Ilory,.<ind teach tne to farm. Aiirf before 
yon go, si't your heart at rest on on(*projeet I kmwv- ij 
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]')ent upon : you shall marry Kathleen‘Regan ti-morrow if 
you like." 

That’s a grate temptation ! " said Rory. 

“ But, jvhetlier you come or not, Rory, let not want of 
money in any way stand between you and your wishes: 1 
will give Kathleen a marriage-portion, enough to set you 
up in comfort again. If you remain here, — which, how¬ 
ever, 1 strongly advise you against after the sju’cirncri you 
have had of Irish justice the other day, — what can you 
expect but persecution in this unfortunate country ? You 
may marry and have a family, and leave them fatherless 
some day by a sudden and violent death ; while, if you 
come with me, you may live to see them grow up about 
you, helping you in the cultivation of your farm, and be¬ 
coming the props of your age.” « 

“ Misther De Lacy, I can’t thank you, sir—vn thrt>t!i 
I cau’t, for all your heart to me. I won’t spake — I 
can't spake ; ’’ and the poor fellow paused and drew his 
hand across his eyes: but you’ve made me the haj^piest 

fellow in Ireland this day. God bless you! — Oh, thin, 
but it’s I that will marry my darlin’ girl the very niinit 
she ’ll let me spake to the priest; and that ’ll he .wiarf, ii‘ 
I’ve my own w’ay. So you see, sir, I’m no churl in re¬ 
fusing your bounty', but take your offer with a heart and 
a half; and may you get the rew.ard of all your Idndness 
to me, in meeting a girl that’s worthy of yourself, and 
will love you as my own Kathleen loves me; and that you 
may taste the pleasure yourself you have bestow'ed on me, 
in the prospect of hugging to my heart the girl of zv.y 
bosom ! Sure, little 1 tliought- 

“ Rory, my dear fellow, say no more, — say no more : 
you’re too grateful.” 

“ That's what no man can he, sir. I would n’t he 
mane, — and I’m sure you know it; but, l)y the )io'wers ! 

I'd take the heart out of Ay body if I could, and lay it 
unc^her the feet of the one that was kind and generous 
to me.” > t r » 

“There now, Rory, that ’s enough,—say no more. 
You a good fellow, and a kind — and deserve more 
than tliat at nf/y haiWs : and now tell me, will you come 
with "me or shall I get you a little farm here ? ” ♦ 
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“■ Throthj 1 '11 be said and led by you, that ’s such a 
fririd. It goer agin me hard. I don’t deny it, to lave 
the owld counthry, and the places my heart warms to at 
the sight of. Sure, I used to dhrame of thim^when I was 
witli you in France ; and could see the river, and the hills, 
and the cottage, and the owld rath, as plain as if I was 
on the spot »and won't it be the same when I'm in another 
strange land — my heart will l)e always longing afther 
toy darliii’ Ireland, and the owld tunes of her be lingin’ 
in niy ears all rlay. Oh, but the shamrocks is close at my 
licnrt ! ” 

“ Rory, there are many of our countrymen in America ; 
and there you will feel less difference of country, from the 
use of the same language. But I do not want to force 
your incliiiatioij : if you wish to remain in Ireland, do so ; 
b' : 1 (Veidedly recommend you not.” 

Thin 1 ‘11 do what you recommend, sir. I ’ll follow 
you; and, indeed, I b'lieve you’re right enough, for the 
poor counthry is ground down to powdher, and will be 
worse, 1 'in afeartl. So, in the Lord's name! poor Ire¬ 
land, good-b'ye to you ! though, (lod knows, it cuts me 
to the heart’s core to quit you. I ’in foolish, Misther De 
Lacy, — J know I’m foolish ; so I’ll bid you good niornin’, 
sir, and set off to Knockbrackin, and ask the girl to liave 
me, and toll her that it’s yourself is more than a father 
to Iter, and gives her the fortune. And may the 
angels-” 

‘•There—there now, Rory; no more thanks. Biit, 
as you say 1 am more tlian Kathleen’s father, it reminds 
me tiiat I must not b^l '-s than her father; so I will give 
her away. ’ 

“ Musha! Imt you ’re the very sowl of good nature, 
IM'isthcr De Lacy. By all that’s good, your heart is no¬ 
thing but a lioiieycomb ! ” 

“ Be offi now, Rory ; ifiid give Kathleen my compli¬ 
ments, .and tell licr she must name next Sunday for lier 
j^'ddiiig ; for I perceive, by an advertis|ment in this Jiaper 
I’ve been reading, that a ship sails in ten days from 
Cork; and I aij going there to make arrangemen^^for ipy 
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papsage. Will you aay at once, you aiTil yours vvill come 
in the same -ship ? ” 

“ In God’s name, sir, yis ! ” said Rory reverently. “ I 
know they ’ll all do what you think best, with as ready a 
heait as myself.” 

“ Farewell, then, Rory ! Next Sunday I shall be at 
Knockhrackin, to give you Kathleen: and 1 njiah you joy 
with her ! — There now, be off’! — not a word nu.rc. Go, 
and get yourself .and your pretty wife reaily for Sunday.” 

Rory departed, and De Lacy, when he was gone, ordered 
a postrhaise for Cork. lie there made all .'in-angements 
requisite for the passage of himself and his dc jiendants, 
and was ready to keep hi.s ajipointment a1. Knockhrackin, 
where, when Kory arrived, there was overwhelming joy at 
all the good new.s he brought them ; — newf. however, not 
unmiiigled with pain ; for the thoughts of leaving trehuiil 
touched the women’s feelings as much as Rory's. Rut, 
admitting the truth of all De Lacy's arguments in I'avour 
of emigration, which Rory detailed to them, they aoknow- 
ledged it to he the safest course to pursue, aiid one that 
opened to them an easier life than could lie hojied for in 
their native land. Still it viafi their native land, and their 
hearts clung to it, and every hour in the day was ero.ssed 
by some recollection which embittered the tlumglu of leav¬ 
ing it. One tiling, however, helped to dis,si]>ate their 
melancholy, — the approaching wedding ; and tin- Sunday 
morning smiled brightly on the liapjiy family,—Jiajipicr 
than they had been ibr many a long day. Di Lacy arrived 
before the hour when mass commenced, and driving u]> to 
the door of the little village c,abin, was welcomed and 
hailed with blessings by all its inmates as he entered it. 

'' There are some articles to be removed from the 
chaise,” said De Lacy. I have brought a wedding-calie 
from Cork, and some few other things, for the bridal- of 
the lady I’m to give away;—which is only right, yon 
know, Mrs. O’More.” 

> “ CTi, thin, but (he kindness of you, Misther De Lacytn 

dear," said the mother,.— “ to remember even such little 
thi^s as,that I Throth, now I think more of it than 
*'(8^ the portion* Goii bless you 1 — Dear, dear,” repeated 
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the old ■ttoinari’ an i)aj-ctl after parcel was taken front the 
oi^^se ; ‘‘ here’s bpttles upon bottles ! ” 

“ A little wine, Mrs. O’More, which I know you 
e.'i'ild n't p' t in the village; and bis reverence will like a 
piiis>:, no doubt.” 

And, oh dear ! the iligant smell! — why, if it is n’t 
ta\ ! VVell, Mistbcr Dc Lacy, but you are-” 

“■'riiat's not to bo liad citbir in the village yon know, 
''IO'More ; but the wbiskey-pnnch wc can make out 
!.t;e. llv-tl;e-by. is there a puhlic-houge tliat 1 can 
' 1(, gel some substantial cntertaimnent from ? for 
*Mui must ask all your friends to tbe wedding feast.” 

"Ob, but y.'.u ore the darlin’ gintehnan ! Sure, we are 
iia)i[)y enongl; it! onrsclveB.” 

No, 1 34’ O'More; the lady I give away must 
1 ) tv e h •! I'riend's about her, to wish her joy, and dynk long 
life and jiiosiierity to her.” 

“ Oo-'d luek to your kind heart, sir! Mh'll, we’ll tna- 
nagc it a.'; you jdaze, sir, and 1 'll ask wliat friends we may 
r.e n‘. the ehajui to come to us; and sure tbcj'won’t stand 
< n a short a.\in’, but will come with a heart and a half to 
wish the roUfcn jov.” 

It is needics.s to detail the ceremony of the wedding, 
l iidiee it to Hiiy, that Rory received his pretty blushing 
Kiillileeii from tlie hands of I)e Lacy; and that, wlien the 
nupl ia! lienedietion was pronounced over them, Rory lost no 
time i:i getting the first kiss from tbe bride, which was a 
regular .smacker. “Long life to you, Mrs. O'More ! ” 
siiid Rory, langliing in lier crimsoned face, as he lifted her 
from her knees. ^ 

“ 'riiere's part of her portion, Kory,” said De Lacy, 
“ for immediate expenses,” as he placed in his hand a green 
sil)j piu-.sc containing a hundred guineas. 

“'Long life to you, sir ? you’re too good ! " said Rory. 
“The green and goold it? mighty purty in a flag*; but 
’pon niy sow] 1 don’t know if it does not look quite as well 
»a.man’s hand.” 

Tlie invitations were made right, and left at the ch’apel 
door, and, nothing loth, the friends invited retunvad home 

* The national colouA. 
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with the bride and bridegroom to partake of the hospitality 
De Lacy hai# provided for them : and there was a la^r 
company than the house would accommodate^ but the good* 
humoured neighbours sat on the sod outside, while the most 
responsible people were honoured by being smothered 
within. 

The priest and De Lacy, with the bride and bridesmaids, 
sat at the head of the table, where the wine was circulated, 
and plenty of whiskey-punch was to be had below the salt. 
After his reverence and the founder of the feast had had 
enough, they vacated the house, to give room for tea being 
prepared for the female part of the party, and rejjaired to 
the sod outside, where fiddler and piper were ready to set 
the boys and girls together by the heels, 

De Lacy led out the bride for the first «lance, and the 
example,was fplloweil by many a sporting couple•■after*^ 
and when some cessation occurred in the dance, notice was 
given that “ the tay ” M'as ready within, while more puncdi 
was distributed without. 

The tc'a seemed in high favour with the women, to the 
best of whom the commonest quality would have proved a 
luxury, as that which they had generally drunk hud been 
partly made from the same hedges which supplical them 
with brooms; so that the high-flavoured exotic which De 
Lacy’s kindness had provided was a marvel amongst them. 

“ Dear ! dear ! Mrs. O’More,” said an old neighbour, 
who had already taken extensive libertie.s with the tea-pot, 
and who, if tea could have jiroduced the same effects as 
spirits, must have died of spontaneous combustion ; but 
that is tile mo.st beautiful tay ! ” , 

" Sure, my dear,” said the widow, “ami Mr. De Lacy 
brought it himself, — his own self." 

it does ho dale in tay ? ” said the old woman. <— 

“ Wliish—t ! ” said Mrs. O'More with a frown ; “ he*s a 
gintleman, my dear, and would Vi’t dale in any thing.” 

“ — lJut compliments,” said the old w’oman : “ see how 
he ’stalkin’ to Ma»y over there ! ” 

“ My dear woman,”'said the widow confidentially, “this 
tay ho hsought from his own estate, W'lere it grows, —and 
yist^’s. the raysifti it ’s*so fine." 
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‘ Arrali, and iVhere is that, Mrs. O’More, my dear ? ^ 

“In Franco,", said the widow: “but don’t tell any 
body.” 

“ Tut! tut! tut! — sure, I know av coorse we must n’t 
say a word about France now, God help uz ! said the old 
woman, raising her eyes and eyebrows, and pursing her 
mouth with a ludicrous expression of melancholy : “ and, 
indeed, I ’ll take another cup o’ tay,my dear,to comfort me.” 

“ 'I'o be sure, agra,” said the widow, bending the tea- 
;)Ot OYO]- the old crone’s cup so far beyond a rectangular 
position,, that the lid fell off and broke a piece out of the 
toa-cup it W'as over.—“Pooh ! pooh! — murdher! there’s 
not a dhrop o’ wather in the pot; where’s the kittle } ” 

The attendant spirit of the kettle supplied more of the 
native elenie*. ; and after a few minutes to let it draw, 
•i’.Irs.'O’More replenished the old lady’s cup. 

“ 1 'in afeard it's wake now, ma’am,” said the widow; 
“ hekaze, yor see, 1 let it stand a good dale at first ; —for 
tay is nothing without you let it stand.” 

“ Right,” said Phelim O’FJanagan, who was in the 
iieigliht'uihood and overheard the conversation, —“ Right, 
Mrs. O’More, my dear, — tay is never worth a tliraueeri 
unless you let it stand : and the great particularity, or pe¬ 
culiar distinctive property, or denomination, as 1 may say, 
of tay is, that it differs from all other human things; for 
wliile other human tilings grows wake witli standin’, tay 
grows .sthrong. — Ila, ha, ha ! ” 

“Ah, go ’long with you, Phelim ! you’re always cornin’ 
in with your lamin’ and your quare sayin’s. — But, as I 
was tellin’ you, m^'a,<i,” pursued the widow to her neigh¬ 
bour, “ I let the tay stand a long time, to burxi the grain : 
for if you don't burst the grain, what good is it 
, “ Sartinly,” said her neighbour ; “but you see, if you 
tifke the good out of it at wanst, tliat-a-way, there’s no 
good in it afther. And Aere’s the grate beauty o’ tliis tay. 
Oh, but it’s iligant tay !—it takes sitcb a beautiful grip 
o’, the second wather ! ” 

“ A song ! a song ! ” w^as echoed round the reJom so 
loudly as to drown the tea discussion ; and a upwersaj call 
wa.s made on the brid? .o set the »xample of the favourite 
national custom. 



noaY OMORG. 


410 

^ Kiithkvn blushed, and felt somewhat .s'hy at being the 
,first to make lierself an object of attention, where already' 
from otlior causes, she was sufficiently so ; but, encouraged 
by Rory, and feeling on her own part the necessity ol’ Iielj). 
ing to make her friends happy, and therefore coinjtlying 
with their wishes, she sang, with exquisite expressiun, a 
little song in her own language, which will be more agree¬ 
able to the reader in English. 

Oil! ONCE I HAD DOVE US. 

Oil, once 1 liiul lovers in jilenty, 

AV1k‘u ;i cH>]!t*eii I livod in thc‘ gk'il j 

T kill'd fifty beforr I was twenty,— 

IFnw happy the niimieiits flew tluMi ! 

Then whiter J neVr could discover. 

Jh>r Love brighten’d Time’s dusky 

W lieii every new luonli} brought a lover, 

'rUe year, Uieiu seem’d always like spring. 

But (hipid’s more delicate pinion 

Could never keep tip with old Time ; 

So, file grey-beard assumes his dominion, 

"Wlien the niid-dav of life rings its eliiine. 

T1 icii gatliiT. wliile morning E shining, 

SotVK' tlim-or while the bright moments last; 

Whicli, closely around the heart twining, 

Will live when the summer is ])ast. 

The song bore so strong an allusion to her own imme¬ 
diate position, that it was peculiarly touching; .and, amid 
the burst of ajiprohation which followed the ]\ric, the 
silent pressure of Rory’s hand, and her own confiding look 
at her Imsbuiid, showed he had felt all she wi.shed to convey 
by her song, 

“ That is a most beautiful flight of fancy,” said Pheliin 
80 loud as to be heard, “about Ouitid and Time! And 
why should n’t it be a flight, when both o’ thiin has wiug», 
as the potes, anshint and prophane/.tells us ? — for, as the 
classics say, Tempus fuyit.” 

,'Mary/O'Jlore wa.'^ now. requested, as bridemaid, to 
favour tkle' company With a song: and her mother at once 
Asked her ‘^.tosing that purty song she was ahvays singin’; 
.limd (Hat, hatj.n’t a puttier song am eng thim 

J'.;- ' 
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‘‘ What song * mother ? ” asked Mary^ hlusliing up to 
eyes • f 

“ Tliat ‘ liiiiid o’ the West.’ Wlierevei you got it, sure 
it’fc' a beautiful song.” ^ 

■ l)e I/Acy, caught by the name of his on n song, of which 
he was not conscious of a copy existing hut tlic one he had 
lescueil from the pajiers of Ad^e Verbigny, fixcfi his eyes 
on Mary O’More, who was crimsoned ovfr from her fore- 
i'e.'id to her shoulder, and had her eyes lixed on the ground. 

“ Sing it, alanna, — sing it,” said her mother. — “ I’d 
1 :dur sing something else, ma’am.” 

'• Xew 1 ’il liavc no song but that, Mary : and, incieed, 
t!u-ri' ’s no song you sing aiqual to it. ” 

Tims forced, Mary, after a few nervoiis liems, began in 
a voice wliiA ivas Irenuilous from emotion. 

• • 

“ Oil, eiiiiK- to ti.e West, love, — oh, come there vll!i me ; 

'T is :i s.reet land of veniure that sprinj^s iVont tia' sea, 

Vi here for I’ieiity suiiles from her emerald throne : — 

Oh, come to tlu' West, and I ’ll make tliee inv own I 
1 ’ll ouard thee, I ’ll tend thee, I *11 love thee the best. 

Am! you 'll say there ’«.■ no land like the land of tlie West 1” 

Tliat ’.s Ireland, for sarlin ! ” said Phelim. Mary 
continued. 

“ The Smilh lias its roses .and bright skies of blue, 
lint ours are more sweet with love’s own ch.'ingefid hue — 
Half.sunshine, half tears, like the girl I love best; — 

Oh 1 wiiat is the South t<y the beautiful West ! 

Tlien come to the West, and the rose on thy niontlj 
M ill he sweeter to me than the flow’rs of the Suntli!” 

• 

'I'liere were several audible smacks at the conclusion of 
Tins verse, and numerous suppressed exclamations of “ Be- 
Jiave yourself! ” were heard iu coquettish female voices. 
*The song went on. 

• 

“ The North has its snow-tow’rs of dazzling array, 

All sparkling with gems in tlie nc’er-selting day: a 

'There the Storm-king may dwell in the halls he loves nest, 

But the .soft-hi entiling Zephyr he ]>lays in the IMest. 

Then come there witli me, where no cold wind dotJl*()low 
And thy nack will seem fairer to mt than tbe snonsi” 
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De Ijacy could not resist admiring the beautiful and 
roowy bosom of the singer, which heaved with agitatiojj^ 
as she sang. 

Phelim, befgre she could resume, thundered in his an¬ 
notation ; “ That’s a fine touch about the winds,—Borea.s, 
Austher, Vosther, Eurus, et Zephyrus! " 

Again Mary plucked up courage, and finished. 

“ Tlic Sun in the gbrgeous East cliaseth tlie iiiglit 

When he riseth, rcfri>sh’d, in his glory and might! 

But svhei e doth he gj when he seeks his sweet rest ? 

Oh 1 doth he not haste to the beautiful We.st !” 

, “ Pars ‘Occidentalis ! " shouted Phelim. 

“ Then come there with me; ’t is the land I love best, 

’T is the land of my sires ! —’t is my own daiiin;^’West!” 

“OwlJ Ireland for ever!—hurroo ! ” was .shouted 
from all; and a thunder of applause followed. 

When the song was over, De Lacy could not resist the 
curiosity which prompted him to know hovv Mary O’More 
had become possessed of die song; and he approached the 
girl and asked her. 

“ It was written on a hit of paper, sir, and between the 
leaves of one of the books you gave me.” 

“But there was no music to it. How did you get that?” 

“ Oh, sometimes I go about singing, sir, whatever coine.s 
into my head; and so I made a tune to it.” 

“ And a beautiful tune it is ! ” said Do Lacy. 

Here the voice of the priest broke in and interrupted 
further conversation. 

My good people,” said the priest, “ it is time now to 
go home. You know the martial law is out ; — and you 
must n’t be out when that law is out.” , 

Thrue for your reverence, ’faith,” was responded by 
some of the responsible old men. • 

^ “ So, boys and girls, — and, indeed, my good people of 
ail deno^ninations, —^o your ways home in time, and keep 
out of marm’s way : — it is not like the good owld times, 
when we atyild stop till the night was ripe, and we could 
throw the •E.^ckiiig, auii. do the thing dace^ly, as our 
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fathers used to'do before us: but we must make the 
Nf a bad bargain, and go home before the sun is dowi^ 
So let us lave the hospitable roof where we have got the 
hit and sup, and cead mile fealii, and wishing the young 
■ couple health and happiness, lave them with their*mother.” 

A universal leave-taking now commenced, and heartfelt 
good wishes were poured upon the bride and bridegroom, 
accompanied, with a profusion of hand-shaking, and a 
sprinkling of small jokes from the frisky old men and.' 
women, which were laughed at by the young ones ; and, 
laughing and singing, they went their different ways, — 
the mirth radiating as it were from the focus where it had 
its birth, and, like circles on a lake, becoming -freaker as it 
grow wider, till the sounds of merriment died away in the 
distance, a%u the cabin, so noisy a few minutes before, 
Ix'cSme silent. De Lacy was the last to take his leave: he 
offered his host wishes for the happiness of those whose 
happiness was, in fact, of his making, and was followed, 
as he left the family group, by their thanks and blessings. 


CHAPTER XLVII 

DE lACV Mtrsl.s TIKE A c:ENTr.E;MAN HOT FEEDS IIKK A MAN; 

.^NJ) THF. UEADEft IS Tdl.D ADD THE AU'I'HOII CAX TEDI. HIM, 

■ AND IS I.EIT TO GUESS THE ftEST. 

SiuENTLY and thoughtfully he wended liis way to the little 
public-hou.'x' wdicre he was to be accommodated for the 
night, the “ Land of the West” still ringing in his ears,— 
fliat song which he had written for the,accomplished girl 
who had tleceived him,-and valued not by her — treasured 
up and sung by a simple peasant girl, who more and more, 
he perceived, had become attache^ to him, -►4n sh(i-t, 
loved him — there was no weaker term applicaJ^e; and 
that girl, beautiful, sensitive, pure-minded, modest, and^ 
delicate in^eeling as a lady. A>', ther» was tie point -—a* 
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fudjf — '(/’were a lady.” This question arose silently 

*iii De Lacy’s mind, and his answer to it was a sigh. 
no, thought he, “ it cannot be ! — those 'mdmllUnices are 
terrible things! Could I, from my name and station, 
descend to Wed a country girl } — No ; _the wttrld would 
laugh at me, and sneer at me ; — ' So llorace Da T.anj 
picked up with a country wench ! ’ would sound well in the 
mouths of those who know me: — no, no, it must not be ! 
And yet there’s no denying I like the girl,-- like her well 
enough, even to marry her; — ay, and if aha were, hut u 
ktdy, a better wife, and truer and fonder companion, would 
she be, than the fribble Frenchwoman who jilted me ; and * 
• there is more truth and simple faith and real affectinn in 
that poor girl's heart than in many a courtly (hui,e who.;c 
quarterings could match my own. And. why'vhoiild 1 c 
less literal in those matters than in questions of cqua'i im¬ 
portance ? — sh.ould I, a democrat, be the stickler for lii;,li 
birth in a wife?—What fools we are, after all, in sucli 
matters ! The slavery of custom is upon us, do what we 
can to shake it oft’ and the sneer of a fool is tuo much in 
perspective for the firmness of the wisest iiiau. — J'oor 
Mary ! — poor girl ! — I wish the devil had me before I 
ever came in her way ! And that song too — how deli¬ 
ciously she sang it! —sweet enough to charm a drawing¬ 
room, — if dhe were a gentlewoman. — (lonfouud that 
eternal question — how it plagues me! And after all, why 
should she not be a gentlewoman ? Suppose for an instant 
she were my wife: Madame De Lacy would Ixi raised to 
my rank, and in truth she is naturally well-bred, — with 
the patois of her country, and wanting,the miiniere d’etre 
of a fashionable belle, ’t is true; but I never heard the 
girl say, or saw her do, what could be called a rude or 
vulgar thing: slight care would give her maimer, and her 
own good sense w^ld keep her quiet till she acquired it." 

'' What follylthis is 1 Here *am I supposing a case 
^hich can never be; all my prejudices rise in arms against 
I^re not do itM What should I feel, on entering a 
drawii^-room, to see tbe searching eye, and hear the whis- 
p«" running round the room, as I presented my ‘ country 
W^ifrh f’ Ifo ! nffi no f—Horace: that would never do! 
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“ Yet how unjust is all this on iny part! Hete am I 
^mjiposing this (hawing-room cascj and I am quitting i 
Europe, and all who know me, for ever ! I am going to 
the back-woods of America ; — who will know there that 
Mary O'Moie is not a gentlewoman born, or that* Horace 
I)<; Lacy is the descendant of a Norman line ? And when 
once t]ie«i, could 1 repose my faith on a purer spirit, my 
lieart on a truer affection, or my head on a fairer bosom ? 
(lould I desire a more lovely or loveable woman for tny 
wife ?— My common sense and common manhood answer, 
N’o ! and yet does the prejudice of De Lacy rebel against 
the thought. — Mary O’More, I wish to Heaven you were 
of higher birth !” * 

Such ivas the working of De Lacy’s brain all through 
the ovening,%iiitil he retired to bed. Even then, dreams 
•iisurfled the ])lace of sleep. He imagined himse'f, with his 
count! y wife on his arm, in a drawing-rootn; a row of 
pi’i l’iirned puppies lined the walls and occupied the fautmils 
as he entered; glances of disdain were cast towards Mary's 
foot (w'hich was a very pretty foot, by the way); he looked 
down, and instead of a .satin shoe, a country brogue was 
peeping from beneath her velvet robe! He tvas in a fever: 
the lady of the mansion approached—she addressed in 
accents of fashionable ease Madame De Lacy, who an¬ 
swered in a very rich brogue : a titter ran round the circle, 
— De Lacy started and awoke. 

lYhen he next dropt into dozing, the wide-spreading 
forc.st of America was before him : there was its girdle of 
s)>lendid colour circling the clearance which his own hand 
had helped to mal^, and where the thriving crops of differ¬ 
ent sorts were growing: the sunset was tinging all around 
with its golden light, and he thought Mary was his wife, 
^rid, with her arms circling his neck, she was lookmg up 
iifto his eyes with glowing affection, and saying, ''Are we 
not happy ? ” He clasped her to his breast and kissed her, 
and said, “ Yes, happier here than in our native land J ’ , 

. “ But still its rcinemorance is vcripdear, Horace^;" aifll 
a tinge of sweet tenderness canoe oypr her face. . 

“So it is, dearest,” answered De Lacy : .'•sit dt^n 
under the shade of this tree, antb sing toie ' 'Hie Laifi of 
the West.’ " 
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And in his dream he thought soutjds never were so 
sweet as that song of his own, sung the woman^£ 
loved. 

De Lacy awoke unrefreshed and weary. Tlicre is no¬ 
thing -so fatiguing as an unsatisfied action of the mind, 
which wg cannot repress nor escape from. De Lacy knew 
that business was the surest relief from such annoyance, 
and he started at an early hour for Cork to finish hi.s ar 
rangement for sailing, and wrote to Ilory, desiring him and 
his family to follow, appointing time and place for their 
rendezvous. A few days sutnced to bring them together 
again, and an immediate embarkation took place, for the 
wind wds fair and the tveather favourable. 

Old Pheliin O’FIanagau accompanied the O’Mores to the 
ship; and De Lacy, touched by this proof ^ attachment, 
offered to take him with them. * • 

“ Thanks to you in bushels, and may blessings in pail¬ 
fuls be powered upon you ! 1 ’ll stay in the owld place. 

We must n’t transplant owld sticks, tliougli the saplin’s 
may thrive the betther of it. But I’m obleeged to you all 
the same ; — I could lie of no use in a new jtlace.” 

I beg your pardon, Phelim ; I 'll find use for ybu if 
you ’ll come. Your learning, Phelim, would make you an 
acquisition in a new place ; — it is there you would be par¬ 
ticularly useful.” 

“ Proud am I of your opinion, Misther De Lacy,” said 
Phelim, immensely pleased at this compliment to his learn, 
ing, —“proud am I, and plazed ; hut thin, if you talk of a 
new counthry, sure I must think of the owld one; and» 
what would the counthry here do witl^put me? " 

“ That’s a difficulty, certainly,” answered De Lacy, 
smiling; “but you should n’t sacrifice your own interest too 
mucit to your patriotism. Come with me, and I ’ll be yoqr 
friend as long as you live, Phelim.” * 

“ Oh! proh pudor ! and it,’s whamed I am not to he 
more wortliy of your honour’s frindship : and, indeed, a 
^ood fritid and a theie frind you are; or, as the Latini^ 
e&y.Jlfnicus certus; but, all the’same, 1 ’ll lave iny bone« 
iV qwld Iceland; and when I’m gone, maybe I ’ll go see 
jr.B*, — thit is, if sperVs is permitted to crass the say.” 
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“ God ke«p us Phelim," said Sirs.,S' itfore ; “ don’t 
us, if you plafe." * 

Ue Lacy, whci^' he could recover himself sufficiently 
from the laughter which Phelim’s speech produced, said^ 
“ rum and brandy were the only spirits he ev>r hej^fd^df 
crossittg the sea.” 

*^ Ay,—ardent sper’ts,” replied Phelim. ‘' Throth, 
thiii, iny sper’t is as ardent as ever it was, and, at all 

events, wishes you happiness and prosperity; and- 

Here the old man’s eyes began to glisten with tears, and 
fiis voice failed him. His tliiii lips essayed to utter a few 
words, and trembled with the pang of saying “ Farewell 
but the word remained unuttered, and a treinulous4>ressure 
of each hand of the friends he was parting from was the 
last signal of %liection which passed between them. 

^ Th? decks were now cleared of all save the sailors and 
passengers ; the boats of the attendant friends pushed off; 
and it was not until old Phelim was seated in the skiff 
which bore him to the shore that he felt something in his 
hand, which he opened to look at; it was a purse with 
several gold pieces in it. He remembered De Lacy had 
"been the last to shake hands with him. “ God bless him ! 
he did not forget even the poor owld man he was leaving 
behind ! ” and the “ poor old man ” dropped his head upon 
his knees and cried bitterly. 

Ttie sails were shaken out, and, swelling to the breeze, 
bore the vessel from the lovely harbour of Cove. The 
ship was soon cleaving the waters of the Atlantic, and the 
tearful eyes of many an emigrant were turned towards the 
shore they should never see again. 

In one close group stood Rory and those who were dear 
to him. De Lacy was not of their party, but paced up 
4nd down the deck alone, and felt a keener pang at quitting 
hi? country than he could hava imagined; and as her clifft 
were lessening to his vie^y. the more they became endeared 
to his imagination, and alSswiations to which he did not 
'think his heart was opeif asserted theyi influence over thj 
exile. In an hour the deck was clearer ; many haij^one 
beC-Ow, for the evening was closing fast: but 8 tillJR,o^))to(l 
hk' group stood in tlie same spot, ^nd Iqpked ^wards'.vb 
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land,; and still Lre Lacy paced the deck alone, and felt 
most solitary. ' . i 

The wide ocean was before hin-, tpd tlie fiee wind 
sweepiiig Him from all he had known^ to the land where 
he ’thjiw noSe. He was a stranger on the sea ; he was 
lonely, ^nd he felt his loneliness. He looked at Kory 
^’More; the centre of a group whom he loved, and who 
‘JljMed him, and ho envied the resignation which sat on the 
of Kathleen and Mary as they looked towards tlieir 
■K#t country, while their arms 'Vfcre entwined round the 
husband and brother. He ai)proaclied them, for hissoliiude 
became painful, and he spoke. 

''Wd-shall soon sec the last of old Ireland, Kory.” — 
“ Yes, sir,” answered Kory, in a tone implying tender re¬ 
gret. 

“ But you have all those with you wlio are dear to yoft, 
and the parting is less s.ad.” — “ Tliank God, 1 have,” said 
Uory fervently. 

“And you, Mary, are a brave and sensible girl. 1 ni 
glad to see you have dried your tears." — “ Tlie heart may 
be sad, sir, witliout the eye being wet.” 

Tlie words entered I)e Lacy’s very soul; and as he looked 
at the sweet face of the girl, whose beauty became the nioie 
touching from the tinge of gentle sadness upon it, he thought 
how many as lovely a cheek had withered under the blight 
of silent grief. 

“ How faint the shore is looking now, sir ! ” saiii Mary. 

“ Ves, Mary ; ” and Dc Lacy ajuiroached her mere 
nearly as he si)oke. After a few minutes silence, wiiiie 
they still kej>t their looks upon the raoidly.sinking cliffs, 
De Lacy asked Mary if she thought it would not be tt o 

tnucli for her feelings, — would she thiige him by-’’ 

^ “ What, sir } ” said Mary timidly, r- 

s “Will you sing me ‘'I'lu'i Land of the AYest? ’ If is 
'the last -vinie any of us shuir.oveu hear it in sight of its 
shores." 

j A blush suffused Jjlary’s cheek and a slight quiver passed 
torosgj.her lip at the request. ' 

^ I’erl^^ps't is too much fot you, Mary ; if so, do not 
iljS’ ouanji *1™ weak at this moment. — I did not 

W'hojt loved poor Ireland” 



I ’ll sinp; it 
F(n'.g for the dear > 
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you, sir: and |uc 



Utel 


Stry! and 


puntry itself, — tnu dear cou 

iijou^'h I may cry|maYbe twill be a pleasure tomy heart,’*' 
^ummoiti.ig all her resolution, she essayed toging; aru 
^fter ihe first few words, which were faltered 
tone, her voice became firmer, and the enthusid 
love of country supplied supporting her through file effo! 
she gave an expression to the song intensely touching. < 
she was concluding the final stanza, the last beams of sun^ 
set, splendidly bright, burst through the purple clouds of 
the horizon, and shed a golden glow on “ the Land of the 
IVest,” as the inspired singer apostrophised it. De Lacy 
looked upon her, and thought of his dream: it,was the 
sunset and the song, and the same lovely face which beamed 
throiigli his %'sion; and when the touching voice of the 
^iil ?ank in its final cadence into silence, she could sup¬ 
port her emotion no longer — she hurst into tears, and 
lield out her clasjied hands towards the scarcely visible 
shore. 


De Lacy put his arm gently round her waist, and the 
unresisting girl wept as he supported her. “ Don’t ^p, 
Mary, don't weep," whispered De Lacy in a gentlerlbne 
ban she Imd ever heard him si)eak before: “ we sliall see 
nany a lovely sunset together in the woods of America, 
jind you shall often sing me there ‘ The Land of the 







